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**Poem by Shafali Patell, YourQuote.com** 


Nikki hit the call button on the second contact in his favourites and waited for the call to connect. It was 
getting late and, even though he was working, he usually hated making calls to Storm later than IO pm. 


"Hey, Daddy," Storm's voice carried over the phone line and Nikki smiled at the warmth and brightness she 
brought with it. 


"Hey, pumpkin. Sorry for calling you so late," he said. 


"That's okay. | was still going over the last of my work that has to be submitted before graduation," she 
replied. "How's Dad?" 


"He's good. He's over visiting Grandma," Nikki said Voula was still living in the family home but had 24-hour 
constant care. She was getting frailer and her mind was starting to wander but she steadfastly refused to 
leave the house that Tommy and Athena were born into and where she lost the love of her life, David. 


"How is she? | worry about her being there alone," Storm said. 
Nikki chuckled. "She's fine.. now that she's got a new male nurse on the roster." 


Storm gasped before her tinkly laugh reached Nikki's ears. "I can't wait to see you both next week, Daddy. Have 
you got your suite booked?" 


"Yeah, Bellagio, as usual. Are you staying with us, Stormy? There's room," Nikki asked 
"Umm..we'll see. l-I might have a date? Would that freak you and Dad out?" 


"Why would it freak us out? You're your own woman now, pumpkin," Nikki said, even though a little piece tore 
from his heart. This was the first time Storm had mentioned seeing anyone. She'd been so focused on her 
schoolwork to the exclusion of all else, apart from a few close girlfriends from Grade school. "l.l was hoping 
you'd be there, though. | thought we could go out for dinner after your graduation then maybe do some 
sightseeing the next day." 


There was a small silence before Storm asked, "What's going on, Daddy? I've been here for years and we've 


done so much sightseeing that | think you know Las Vegas better than | do. Spill it, daddio." 


Nikki grinned, knowing he could never pull anything over their daughter's eyes and he mentally face-palmed 
himself for even thinking he could. "How'd you get so smart?" he said and heard Storm give off a soft snort. 


"Well..Tom-Tom's been proposing to me for years, decades even..” Nikki broke off as a high squeal reached his 
ears making him grin and something settled deep in his chest. "So..l thought I'd surprise him and get married at 


one of the little chapels on the Sunday after graduation" 


‘Oh, Daddy! That's perfect!" Storm exclaimed. "And its about fucking time, too, | might add. | know Dad laughs it 


off but I'm sure he gets a little sad about it, on occasions. Why have you put it off for so long? Lia's dads got 


married ages ago..twicel” 


Where to start, kiddo? Nikki thought as he slunk lower into the sofa in his office. He ran his hands over the 


leather, conjuring up so many memories that this old battered sofa held. 


"Ah, pumpkin..your dad and | have always just. dunno..clicked. The first time..we were both so young; we didn't 
know what the future held at that stage. Then we.l.felt we never needed the piece of paper to tell us what 
was in our hearts anyway. It just was, you know? Plus until last year it wouldn't have had any legal status. 
Does that make sense?" 


"Yeah, Daddy, it does," Storm said, softly. "You two are my yardstick for a healthy relationship in the future. 
You might yell and scream at each other when you've both got your mads on, but you always manage to 


laugh it off in the end. Anyone can see how much you love each other." 


Nikki squeezed his eyes shut at the sudden hot prickle of tears at his daughter's words. He cleared his throat 


before he continued. "So..wanna help me plan it?" 
"Fuck, yeah!" 
"That's my girl,” Nikki grinned. 


Father and daughter spoke about the larger details, with Storm promising to get back to him in the next couple 
of days with some finer details before they said their goodbyes. 


Nikki relaxed back into the sofa again, aimlessly watching the screens of the club below and let the memories 
wash over him like a warm comforting blanket. Yeah, he'd done some fucked up stuff in his early years but 
Tommy had always been there, even when he wasn't. Storm had brought up a valid point. How much did he 
crush Tommy with each of his refusals? They'd always laughed them off..or so he thought. Nikki had sort of 
proposed to Tommy on multiple occasions too, but usually just off the cuff and in a joking way. Never once had 


he asked the big question seriously. 
It was time to show Tommy how much he loved him. 
he 
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İt wouldnt have been possible without the constant support and guidance of my parents and teachers. 
University of Nevada, Las Vegas 


Saturday, May 19, 20B at 2:00pm. 
Artemus Ham Hall University of Nevada, Las Vegas 


Nikki held Tommy's hand tightly all throughout the graduation ceremony, cheering the loudest as Storm moved 
across the stage to accept her degree when her name was announced. Nikki, charged with taking the photos 
for the day, held his finger on the shutter before joining Tommy in his applause and whistles. 


His heart was about to burst with pride and he knew, without a doubt, that Kimberley was right there with 
them. Storm was the spitting image of her mother now, especially when she smiled. After all the official 
photos had been taken with the Dean, Storm threw up her hand with devil horns and poked her tongue out to 
her father's, both of whom copied her in return to the amusement of the other families around them. 


After the ceremony, as all the families gathered on the lawn out in the sunshine, Tommy and Nikki waited 
patiently while Storm was engulfed in her group of friends, with one slightly older boy paying her close 


attention. 
"Do you think that's Chris?" Nikki asked Tommy, nudging him and pointing toward the group. Nikki watched the 
taller boy wrap himself around Storm's shoulders from behind. The look on Storm's face said it all as she 


gazed up at him. 


Tommy grunted beside him. "Wish he'd keep his paws off our daughter, though." Tommy was ansty, he'd been 


denied smoking on the school grounds for hours now and he was feeling it. 


Nikki chuckled and pulled Tommy to him. "Daddy Tom-Tom feeling a bit growly? Maybe | can fix that when we 


get back to the hotel," he said into Tommy's ear, nipping his lover on his earlobe. 
"Before or after dinner?" Tommy smirked, relaxing into Nikki's embrace. 


"Both.if you want," Nikki replied, sliding his hands beneath Tommy's suit jacket to his ass and giving it a 


squeeze. "Have | told you how handsome you look today, baby? | do love it when you suit up." 

Tommy dropped a kiss to Nikki's lips and said, "Not looking too bad yourself, Sixx. How about we-." 

"Can you two keep your hands to yourself for one minute?" Storm said as she leapt upon her fathers’ with a 
happy squeal, hooking an arm around each of their necks to kiss their cheeks. "I did it! I'm free of school 


Forever!" 


Tommy shifted from Nikki to pick Storm up and twirl her around. "We're so proud of you, sweetie. Your mom 


would be, too." 
Storm wrapped her arms around Tommy's neck and said into his neck, "I hope so, Dad! | felt her here today." 


"Dad, Daddy.| want you to meet someone," Storm said while Tommy finally set her on her feet. She turned and 
beckoned the boy over. "This is Chris," she said, smiling and wrapping her arms around him. "My boyfriend. 


Chris..these are my dads, Tommy Lee and Nikki Sixx." 


"Is so nice to meet you both," Chris said, shaking hands with them both. "Storm has told me a great deal 
about you both." 


Nikki and Tommy both shook the young man's hand. "Funny! Stormy hasn't said a word about you," Nikki gently 


teased their daughter and softened his words with a smile. "Nice to meet you, Chris." 
"Is this an exclusive gathering," a familiar voice said from behind them. "Or can anyone join in?" 
"Aunty Theeny!" Storm squealed and ran into her aunt's arms. "You made it!" 


"| wouldn't miss my favourite niece's graduation," Athena smiled before being on the receiving end of her 


brother's enthusiastic greeting. 


"Thenal" Tommy gasped. "I didn't know you were coming! When did you get here?" Brother and sister hugged 
each other tightly. "I've missed you! Mom's missed youl” 


| missed you too, big brother. | just got here from the airport," Athena replied, finally wriggling free of 
Tommy's snake-like arms and indicated to the small travel case lying forgotten at their feet. "| managed to see 
the last of the ceremony, though. Storm, you looked magnificent up there in your cap and gown, Well done, 
honey!" 

"She did, didn't she," Nikki smiled, waiting patiently to say his hellos. 


"Nikki," Athena smiled and held her arms open. 


Nikki hugged her warmly, kissing her cheek. "Thanks for coming," he said, softly enough so that Tommy couldn't 
hear. He was oblivious anyway, as Storm did a great job of misdirecting his attention back to her and Chris. 


"| wouldn't miss this for the world, Nikki," Athena murmured back. "It's about fucking time!" 

Nikki chuckled and pushed back a little. "Seems to be a popular opinion Where are you staying?" 

"Same as you. Storm let me know. But after that," she looked around to make sure Tommy wasn't listening, 
‘appointment..tomorrow, | have to fly out late evening, back to LA. | thought I'd spend some time with Mom 
before | have to head back overseas." 

"Voula will be excited to see you." Nikki stepped out of Athena's arms and looked at the rest of the group. 
"Hey! Let's get outta here," Nikki said, loud enough to draw everyone's attention. "Chris, you're welcome to join 


us at the hotel for the weekend." Nikki flung his arm around the young boy's neck as he pushed his way 
between Storm and her boyfriend, "It'll be a good opportunity to get to know each other a bit better." He 


tightened his grip just a little tighter. 
"Daddy!" Storm groaned. "Don't be an asshole already. Ease your way into it" 


"Ooooh," Tommy chuckled at his daughter. "ld watch out if | were you, Stormy. Dad doesn't know how not to be 


an asshole." 
"Hey!" Nikki growled. 


He snarled at Storm, baring his teeth as he used to when he chased her around the house when she was little. 
He let go of the boy and raised his hands into claws, making Storm yelp and back away in mock fright. Nikki 


lunged for her, deliberately missing, before Storm took off at a run, clutching at her cap and gown as she ran 


"Chris, man," Tommy said, holding his arms wide as Storm's stunned boyfriend watched the two chase each 
other across the lawn of the school. "Welcome to the family, dude." 


~ Ke 


With Storm and Chris heading back to Storm's apartment in his car and promising to meet back at the hotel, 


the two siblings walked arm in arm back to the hire car as they discussed their mother. 


Nikki walked a little more slowly, letting them have some time together and thought about what was going to 
happen tomorrow. It had never felt so right before and he was glad that he'd finally made the decision to 
marry Tommy. The only niggling worry he had was if he'd rejected Tommy so often that he would say no. 


He'd mentally kicked himself numerous times after his initial discussion with Storm about how he'd handled 
things over the years. He'd tried to figure out why he'd said no so many times and the only thing he kept 
going back to was his parents’ failed marriage. He hadn't realised how badly that had affected his thinking. 
When he did come to terms with it, he actually rang his mother. 


It hadn't gone smoothly; there was no tearful, heart-wrenching conversation about his childhood but it helped 
him realise that both his parents were at fault. Not just his dad, not just his mom. They were both complicit: 
However, if two people can be complicit in wrecking a young boy's view on marriage, then that young boy would 
make sure that the man he'd become would nurture his daughter's view in a positive way. 


He'd hung up that phone call, without even telling his mother that he was getting married. He knew that he 
would probably never speak to her again.and not feel a twinge of guilt over it. 


Tommy, sensing something, turned to look back over his shoulder at Nikki and smiled. It was so full of joy and 
happiness, that Nikki almost faltered in his step when it was directed at him. God.why have I taken so long? 
Nikki thought. 


"Dragging the chain, Nik?" Tommy asked, holding his hand out to him. 


"Yeah..for too long.just letting you two talk," Nikki replied, smiling at Tommy's confused look as he linked his 


fingers with Tommy's. "| see your ugly mug enough." 
"You love my ugly mug, though." Tommy squeezed Nikki's fingers. 
Nikki sighed happily and said, "Yeah, babe.! do." 


Later, after checking in and depositing Athena at her suite door, Tommy held the door open for Nikki, letting it 
close softly behind him. 


"What happened to the usual room?" Tommy asked, shrugging out of his jacket and throwing it over the 
closest chair. "This is more than we usually do." He wandered over the floor to ceiling windows and peered 


through the curtains down to the lake. 


Nikki smiled. Tommy's first stop in any hotel they'd ever stayed at, was the windows to see the views. A 
subconscious memory of their first time? Nikki didn't dare ask and always smiled fondly at his lover. 


"Well.when Storm told me that she was bringing a date," Nikki said, shedding his own jacket along with the room 
key, car keys and his wallet on the dining room table, "I thought it might be prudent to give her a room to 
herself" He moved behind Tommy and hugged him from behind, resting his chin on Tommy's shoulder. "Our 
little girl is growing up. | always wondered how Street Rat and Jon felt when Lia fell pregnant.” 


"The fuck Storm is going to ever get pregnant!" Tommy growled. "She can sleep in with us tonight if she has 
to." 


"Yeah, | can just see her agreeing to that, you asshole,” Nikki chuckled, giving his soon to be husband a squeeze. 
"And even if she did agree, then that would mean | can't fuck you as | promised earlier." That earned Nikki a 


hopeful side-eye glance and a small harumph from Tommy. 


"Don't worry, Daddy Tom-Tom..we'll order up a box of condoms and put them in her room before she gets 
here." He started pulling Tommy's shirt from his pants, seeking out the warm skin that he loved so much, "In 
the meantime..about that fuck.." He pulled Tommy along by his waistband into the master bedroom, kicking the 
door closed behind them and completely forgetting about their suitcase at the main door. 


Spa 


"We're here!" Storm called out as she walked into the suite first. Chris, whistling in wonderment as he saw the 


suite in full, followed Storm in with their luggage. "Dad?! Daddy?!" 


"Maybe they're downstairs?" Chris offered, setting the small suitcase next to the larger and pulling Storm to 
him. "Maybe..we have this whole amazing place to ourselves for a while?" He dipped his head and laid a kiss on 
Storm's lips. 


"Maybe." she grinned and wrapped herself around her boyfriend, allowing their kisses to deepen. Chris picked 
her up and carried Storm to the closest surface, which happened to be the dining room table and laid her 


down. 


Their hands started to undo and unbuckle clothes, shirts flying to the floor as their passions started to blur 
their judgement. Storm had just let Chris’ pants to fall to his feet when the master bedroom flew open. 


"Storm Kimberley!" Tommy bellowed from the doorway as he hurriedly grabbed for a cushion to mask his 


nakedness. 
"Dad!" Storm exclaimed, covering her top half and pulling her skirt down as she scrambled off the table. Bending 
down to hastily retrieve his pants, Chris caught his head on the corner of the table and almost knocked 


himself out. 


"What the fuck is goi- oh shit!" Nikki said, ducking back into the bedroom to grab their pants. He sauntered 


back in a moment later carrying Tommy's with his own already in place. 


"Storm! What the fuck?!" Tommy said as Nikki handed him his pants. He dropped the cushion to pull them over 
his feet. 


"Ugh! Dad! Really?!" Storm cried, turning from the sight as she pulled on her shirt. 
"l-l sh-should probably leave," Chris said, starting to move toward the door. 


"NO!" all three yelled at once. The young man stumbled backward slightly in surprise. 


Storm took Chris' hand and pleaded, "Please don't. My dads just like to fuck like rabbits. You'll get used to it. If 


you want, you can wait in the bedroom." 


"We just don't do it where anyone can see," Tommy said, throwing his hands up and stomping angrily towards 


the window. 


"Oh, really, babe?" Nikki chuckled, sitting on one of the chairs, slinging his leg over the arm. "What about our 
first time, huh?" 


Tommy whirled around to pin Nikki with a fierce look, "Not. Helping. Sixx," Tommy growled. 
"And | thought | fucked all that anger out of you," Nikki said, pretending to think. 


"We've got a right to be angry!" Tommy retorted. "Our daughter was half-naked and about to get busy with a- 


a- a stranger!" 


Nikki was about to answer just as Storm protested. "Oh and what were you two just doing?!" she asked, 
fronting up to Tommy, standing her ground. "You're both half-naked..now! Are you trying to tell me you 


weren't just fucking too!" 


"Watch your mouth, pumpkin," Nikki cautioned from where he sat. Studying Storm's clearly shocked boyfriend 
he indicated the sofa and suggested, "Chris, man, you might as well get comfortable..this may take a while." 


Nikki hated watching the two most important people in his life fight it out but he knew better than to get in 
between them both when they were in this mood. Storm may not be theirs by blood but she sure had a 
temper that would match either Tommy's or his own. Nikki often wondered if that was from her biological 
asshole of a father because Kimberley, whilst strong and determined to fight for what was right, rarely 
fought in anger. 


"What we were doing is none of your business," Tommy retorted. "You're way too young and we don't even 


know this dude." 


"And what we were doing is none of yours, Dadl" Storm replied, throwing herself onto the sofa beside her 
boyfriend. "We're both way over legal age and if you'd let me talk, you'd find out that Chris and | have been 
seeing each other for more than ten months now. We love each other and.ooh, Dad..we've had safe, sane and 


consensual sex multiple times..a day!" 


Tommy whirled around to eyeball Storm. He was about to start off on another tirade when Nikki called, drawing 
his attention, "Tommy". 


Nikki rose from the seat and, brushing a hand over Storm's hair in a conciliatory manner before moving to 
Tommy's side at the window, threading his fingers through Tommy's and said, “Babe..| think it's time to let our 
little girl grow up..don't you? We just watched her graduation from college, not grade school." 


"How can you be so calm, Sixx," Tommy said. "Our daughter was about to.ugh, | don't even want to think about 


it." 


Nikki glanced over his shoulder to see that Storm was being calmed and comforted by Chris. He could see the 
love between the young couple just as surely as though he had time-travelled back to when he and Tommy 


were that age..younger even. 


"Remember that first weekend we spent together?" Nikki said, softly, cupping Tommy's jaw and soothing the 
jumping muscle as he clenched his teeth. "We were both younger than Storm is now, you weren't even 
eighteen. Remember the arguments you had with your Dad about bringing me home with you? And how you 


stood up for me?" 


"And | may appear calm, but that doesn't mean that l'm happy about it either," Nikki continued after he felt 
Tommy relax a little. "But | see so much of us, and Kimberley, in Storm and look how good we turned out, huh? 


Just cut her a little slack, please? Promise me you'll behave till the end of the weekend then you can take out 


your frustrations on me when we get home." 
"You'd do that?" Tommy said. "It has been a while since we've done a full-blown scene." 


"It's been far too long," Nikki agreed, "And | think we're both gonna need it. Now..go apologise to Storm and 
Chris. Then we can all get ready for dinner at eight tonight. I've worked up quite an appetite! There's a double 


shower in the master calling our names, by the way. " 


Tommy hugged Nikki close, "Thanks, baby..for always being there to talk me down. Go start that shower while | 
make good here." He kissed Nikki and said, "I love you, Nik" 


"| love you too, my Tommy," Nikki murmured against Tommy's mouth. He slipped from Tommy's arms and into 


the master bedroom, closing the door softly behind him. 


Tommy sighed and turned from the window where he'd been standing, staring down at the artificial lake below. 
He watched his daughter and the new person in her life, possibly taking greater importance in her life than 
them, and, with Nikki's insight, looked at them not as his daughter and a kid that wanted to get into her panties 
but as two young people in love and caught himself remembering the way he used to look at Nikki.hell, he still 
did. 


"Stormy." Tommy said, using her nickname and softening his tone. He sighed again seeing the fight still in her 
eyes. He crossed the room and folded himself down onto the floor in front of them. "Stormy..can you forgive 
your old man for not wanting to see you as your own woman? From the moment your mom gave birth to 
you, knowing that she would never see you grow up, | made a vow to keep you safe." Tommy reached for 


Storm's closest hand and held it, her other was firmly in Chris' grasp. 


"| always tried, and Nikki did too, to fill in the gaps that your mother would have filled if she were alive. We did 
have to call in an expert when you hit puberty though," Tommy and Storm both grinned recalling the day that 
Storm first got her period and the panicked call to Athena. "But everything else..we tried to cover so that you 
could never say that you lacked anything by having two dads instead of a mom and dad like all your friends. 


Does that make sense, pumpkin?" 


"Oh, Dad..," Storm exclaimed. "You and Daddy are the perfect parents. | couldn't have asked for any better. All 
my friends' parents seemed so..dull in comparison. And today..you just sounded like one of them. | thought you'd 
be happy for me?" 


"| am happy for you! Its just that..." Tommy frowned as he tried to find the correct words. "I guess | was just 
shocked, surprised, hurt maybe..that you didn't say anything to me before today, about finding someone. But 
you told Daddy." 


Storm fell into her father's arms, wrapping hers around his neck. "l'm sorry, Dad. l- | thought Daddy would 
have- | guess | should have told you myself and not just assume that Daddy would tell you." 


"He did, pumpkin.but it would have been nice for you to tell me," Tommy said, burying his nose against her 

neck, trying to remember her little girl scent that he loved. "It hurt a little to know that Nikki got to hear 

your voice, that funny little excited one you get, when you told him. | missed that." He felt Storm draw in a 
shaky breath and the dampness on his neck so he held on tighter. 


Tommy looked over to Chris and held out his hand as best he could while still holding onto Storm. "l'm sorry, 
Chris, for being an asshole to you and Storm. Just don't hurt our little girl and we'll all get along.” 


Chris looked at Tommy's outstretched hand for a moment before shaking it. "I'm sorry, too, Sir, for assuming 


we were alone here and-." 

"Just keep your pants on while you're around us and we'll be sweet, dude," Tommy chuckled. Storm sat back on 
the sofa, wiping her eyes as she joined in the conversation again. "And you, young miss..never stop being you, 
pumpkin. We will always love you, regardless of the fights we have." 

‘| love you too, Dad," she replied, kissing his cheek 

"Well.if we're good here," Tommy said, unfolding himself from the floor. "| have your father waiting for me in 
the shower." He waggled his eyebrows at the couple before starting to walk toward the closed bedroom door. "I 
think dinner reservations are for eight tonight, so be ready half an hour before that, okay?" He was about to 
walk into the bedroom before he remembered their suitcase. He trotted across the small space and retrieved 
it before disappearing and leaving the young couple. 

we 

Dinner in the hotel restaurant was a lively affair. Tommy and Athena regaled the rest with stories from their 


childhood. Storm apologised again to her dads for not introducing Chris earlier or even mentioning that she had 


a boyfriend before the past week. 


"I just wanted to keep something for myself for a little while," she said. "Plus | wanted to make sure he was 
the one before | said anything." She smiled at her boyfriend before leaning over to kiss him. 


"So, Chris," Athena said, once the young couple broke their rather heated lip lock. “Tell us a little about 


yourself. How did you meet my niece?" 


"Well.let's see. I've still got a couple of years of school left. I'm finishing off my Post-Grad. All my exams are 
done, I've just got my dissertation to finish." 


"What are you studying?" Tommy asked. 
‘Its a psych degree, actually Dad," Storm said proudly. 


"| met this beautiful one," Chris said, smiling at Storm, "in a tutorial | was running. She caught my eye and | 


finally worked up the guts to ask her out to a movie one night” 
"He was the perfect gentleman, before you ask, Dad," Storm said. 
"I saw way too much of that gentlemanly behaviour this afternoon," Tommy said, wryly. 


"Thomas Bass," Athena scolded, having had the whole incident explain earlier. "I seem to recall you two being 


caught in flagrante delicto by Mom or Dad more than once. You're no saint, big brother." 


"We don't need to be reminded of those times, Theeny," Nikki chuckled, suddenly being forced to recall those 
embarrassing moments when he'd first come out to LA with Tommy, before steering the conversation back to 


safer topics. 


After the sumptuous dinner, Athena begged off early, citing a long day after flying in and another flight 
tomorrow. "I'll see you tomorrow at- before | leave," she stumbled, almost exposing the plan that Nikki and 


Storm had created. 


"What are you going to do, pumpkin?" Nikki asked as the four of them stayed at the table to finish their 


coffee and desserts. 


"We thought we might go hit the club for a while," Storm replied. She was happily ensconced in the crook of 
Chris’ arm. "What about you two? Want to come out with us? Hit the dance floor?" 


Tommy shook his head, "Not tonight, Stormy Skies. You go enjoy yourselves..well, just not too much." He winked 
at his daughter and felt Nikki's reassuring hand squeeze his shoulder where it rested across the back of the 
chair. Nikki indicated to their server for the final bill 


"Daaaad," Storm sighed and started to gather her belongings. "I'll just go to the ladies room, babe. Then we can 


go. 


"Okay," Chris replied and Storm dropped a kiss to his lips before she rose from the chair. 


Chris started to reach for his wallet and tried to surreptitiously count his money. "Um.! don't know whether 


[= 

"Put it away, kid. Better yet, use it on Stormy," Tommy replied with a kindly smile. 

Chris visibly relaxed. "Thank you, Sir," he said. "l-l just want to apologise again for earlier this afternoon. | truly 
love Storm. | don't know where it will go as yet but I'll try not to hurt her. That's the last thing | want to do. 


She's a very special person. 


Tommy cast Nikki a glance before answering with, "That she is..and thank you for saying that. | may have 


jumped to the wrong conclusion myself at first." 


"When you've seen what goes on at some of our clubs," Nikki added, "you often see the worst scenario before 
you see the good. Make sure you take good care of her, because if you don't you'll have the two of us after 


you..not just one irate father." He cocked his eyebrow at Chris in a silent understanding. 
"Hey... never thought of that," Tommy exclaimed to Nikki. 
"What? Never?" 


"Nah. just kinda thought she'd be-," Tommy said, stopping when Storm's arms slipped around his shoulders 
from behind 


"Your little girl forever, Dad?" she offered, kissing his cheek then Nikki's, before saying to Chris, "Ready to go?" 


They said their goodbyes as the waiter produced the bill. Nikki handed his card over without looking at the final 
numbers knowing that, at this point in his life, he never had to worry about where his next dollar was going to 


come from. 


Tommy threw back the last of his coffee and said, "So, babe, what shall we do now that we have the rest of 


the night to ourselves." 


"Apart from sleep? You wore me out in the shower, my Tommy," Nikki smiled at his lover. "I dunno... hadn't 


thought that far ahead. Let's go for a walk and work off some of that dessert" 

"Sounds perfect, Nik," he agreed. 

Nikki signed for the bill and received his card back as they stood, stretching from sitting so long. They thanked 
the staff as they left and walked hand in hand out into the balmy night air. Walking in comfortable silence, they 
stopped to watch the nightly fountain show. 

Nikki stood beside Tommy, turning to watch him rather than the show. Nikki melted at the pure, childlike joy 
that his lover still got at the simple things in life. One more night. He only had to wait one more night before 
he could see that expression aimed at him.hopefully. 

Tommy glanced at Nikki, catching him in the act of watching him, and asked, "Something up, babe?" 

Nikki smiled and took Tommy's hand, placing it on his growing erection, "| dunno..is it there yet?" 

Tommy's eyes widened momentarily before they darkened and sparkled with the multicoloured lights reflecting 
off the water to the astonishment of the crowd around them. Tommy licked his lips before answering with, 


"Almost.let's go back to the room and see if | can help you along with that." 


Nikki groaned as Tommy's hand gave him a final squeeze before he reached out and drew him in for a kiss, 


forgetting themselves in the midst of the crowd. When the kiss ended naturally, Nikki said, "Take me to bed, 
babe." 


Nikki thought it ironic that their relationship had almost tumble-turned over the years, as he allowed Tommy 


to take the lead more and more 


They pushed through the crowd that folded in on itself to fill their gap, finally breaking through to the 
relatively open space. They walked arm in arm, stopping now and again to kiss, unable to keep their hands off 
each other for more than a minute in the short distance that it took to reach the hotel foyer and 


subsequently the elevators. 


After riding the small car up to their floor, they fumbled down the hallway, tearing at the too-many clothes 
before they could even manage to get inside the suite. Once inside there was no holding back as they shed 
their clothes along the way from the door to the bedroom, kicking it closed behind them. 


They fell onto the bed, which had been remade from their earlier tryst, the complimentary chocolates slipping 
down between the pillows as Tommy went to work at getting Nikki's pants undone and down his legs, before his 


own hit the floor. 
"My Tommy," Nikki sighed as Tommy settled his weight on him once they were both naked. 
"Always, Nikki," he returned, gazing down at him for a long moment before taking Nikki's lips tenderly. 


Nikki wrapped his legs around Tommy and, in a silent invitation, pulled Tommy to where he needed him the 


most. He was still wide open from earlier in the day and Tommy used his own slippery fluids to ease his way 


into Nikki's heat. 


Nikki let out a muted sigh as Tommy slowly made love to him in the soft lights of the Vegas strip that 
illuminated the ceiling from far below. The gentle thrust and parry of their bodies was the perfect ending to 
an otherwise busy day. Each of their mouths sought out its mate and their tongues danced together as their 
bodies followed their natural rhythms after years of practice. 


"Tommy..." Nikki moaned gently as he felt the crest of the wave just behind him, ready to crash over him and 


take him tumbling head over heels into his release. 


"Shh, Nikki. got you, baby," Tommy murmured against his neck, tasting the sweet sweat of his lover as he 
nibbled and licked at the spot he knew Nikki loved to have teased. "Cum for me, baby. I'm right there with you... 
fuck, yeah.like that!" 


Nikki let the wave pull him under, his body shaking with each tremor as it expelled rope after hot, creamy 
rope onto his belly. His fingers scraped gently down Tommy's back, holding on for his life while the man 


between his thighs filled him with his own sweet release moments later. 


Nikki lay, breathless, beneath Tommy willing his heart to relax a little instead of trying to escape through his 
breastbone like it wanted to join Tommy's. And Nikki would gladly allow that if it meant being with this man for 


the rest of his life. Hopefully tomorrow he would be able to secure his heart's desire. 

Tommy softened and slipped from Nikki's warmth with a small whimper before shifting down Nikki's body to lick 
the spilled life juice from his belly. Nikki caressed Tommy's head as it bobbed around, twitching violently and 
chuckling when a sensitive patch of skin was suckled. 

With a content sigh, Tommy crawled back to the pillows beside Nikki as they rolled toward each other, finally 
replete. No words were needed in those soft moments after they made love, happy to let their tangled bodies 
speak volumes with gentle touches. 


"Didn't think it was possible, Sixx," Tommy murmured as he lay on his belly, his right arm curled beneath him. 


"What's that?" Nikki replied, fiddling with Tommy's fingers on his left hand, imagining the ring on there as of 


tomorrow. 


Tommy pushed up to his elbows as he found the chocolates under the pillows. He unwrapped one, single-handed 
and fed it to Nikki. "That we'd still be able to do three rounds of mind-exploding sex in one day at our age." 


Nikki chuckled softly. "Yeah, like we're sooo old. Storm probably thinks we are after today's debacle but..you've 
still got a rockin’ body, babe. | can never get enough of it” 


Tommy popped the other chocolate in his mouth and grinned back at Nikki. "Same goes, my sexy Sixx." 

Nikki snorted in amusement before staring at Tommy's mouth until the man frowned and started to swipe at 
it. "You..you've got a bit of..." Nikki said, holding back the grin as Tommy furiously licked at his mouth trying to 
dislodge whatever he thought Nikki was seeing. 

"Did | get it?" he asked. 

Nikki pretended to look a bit closer. "Umm.not quite. Let.let me do this..." There was nothing there, of course, 
but it gave him the excuse to lean over and kiss Tommy deeply. Not that he needed one ever, but it brought 
a soft, dreamy look to Tommy's face when he pulled back. 

"There wasn't any chocolate, was there, Sixx?" Tommy asked. 


"Nope," he grinned, "But | never said there was, did |?" 


"Cheeky fuck!" Tommy chuckled and walloped a pillow on Nikki's head in retaliation which started a little 


wrestling on the bed, the upper hand being won and lost numerous times by both of them. 


Finally, calming down, Nikki yawned and said, "We should get some sleep. Big day tomorrow.’ He mentally kicked 


himself for mentioning anything. 


"Oh?!" Tommy asked. He looked over his shoulder as he hefted the bedding up off the floor where it fell and 
pulled it up over them both before settling down into the bed 


"Thought we'd do some shopping and sightseeing with Storm," Nikki said, smoothing over his faux pas. 


"Like we haven't seen this town before," Tommy scoffed. “But.whatever, babe. You know I'll follow you 


wherever you go." 

Nikki's heart seemed to stop momentarily at Tommy's declaration before it started beating again, feeling as 
though it filled his whole chest cavity with the way that it filled with love and tenderness toward his lover. He 
hummed, unable to speak from the lump of emotion stuck in his throat and pulled Tommy up against him as 
they usually slept; Nikki was always the big spoon and Tommy the little even though his limbs were longer. 
"G'night, my Tommy," Nikki murmured finally and kissed his lover on the shoulder. 

"G'night, my sexy Sixx," Tommy mumbled sleepily. 


~ Ke 


It was mid-morning, rapidly heading toward midday, by the time everyone roused from their beds. After 


inviting Athena to join them, room service was ordered, and the five of them sat down to eat. 


Nikki was unusually quiet over brunch, his nerves were starting to kick in but Tommy, thankfully, seemed 


oblivious to it and Athena, Storm and Chris managed to distract him enough to draw his attention away from 


Nikki. 
"Are you joining us today, sis?" Tommy asked as he flopped onto the couch after eating. 


"Umm..no, | still have a lot of work to get through," she replied, hedging around her true involvement in today's 


plan. “But I'll catch up with you before | leave to see Mom." 


"Speaking of which," she said, pushing away from the table and checking her watch, "I should get going and get 
started. See you all later. Thanks for breakfast!" 


Athena kissed the top of Tommy's head, before saying goodbye to Nikki with a hug. "I'll wait for Storm's 


message at the chapel,” she whispered. "Good luck, Nik, though I'm sure you won't need it" 
"Thanks, Theeny," Nikki replied, squeezing her tightly. "For everything." 


She smiled and slipped out the door Nikki opened for her just as Storm came out of her room, dressed and 


made up. 


"Are we heading out?" she asked brightly. "Oh no. You're not wearing that, are you, Dad?" 


Tommy looked down at the shorts and t-shirt he had on. "What's wrong with what I'm wearing? We're only 
walking around the streets," he shrugged. 


"This is Vegas, Dad. You gotta be seen!" she said, tugging on his hand. "Go find something decent, please? Daddy 
managed to get dressed appropriately..you can too. Off you go!" 


"Why can't | stay in these?" he groused but allowed Storm to pull him to his feet. "Where's college boy? Why 


isn't he dressed and ready?" 
"Coz he's not feeling well after last night," Storm quickly responded. 
"He ate breakfast though," Tommy frowned. 


"Yes, he did.but it hit suddenly after that," Storm insisted, patting her lower stomach. "Must have been the 
fried food at breakfast. Now, go get changed, Dad." She held her hand out, pointing toward the master bedroom. 


"Fine," he grumbled but did as instructed, slamming the door a little on his way through it. 
"Fuck," Nikki breathed finally. "Your Dad is such a stubborn fucker sometimes." 


"Well, did you want him dressed that way in the photos, Daddy?" Storm whispered. "You look very handsome, 
by the way. l'm so happy for you both, Daddy. Thank you for letting me be a part of this." Reaching up on her 
tip-toes, Storm planted a kiss on Nikki's cheek and wrapped her arms around his neck before tousling his 


already artfully messy hair. 
"Thanks, pumpkin," he replied, glancing down at his black relaxed-fit jeans and a black button-down. He'd thrown 
a lightweight scarf around his neck with his chains, that he never left the house without. "You look amazing 


too. Love really suits you! Are you happy?" 


"Oh Daddy," Storm sighed. "He's solid and caring and, apart from yesterday's little incident, usually very 
respectful of me. | love him, Daddy." 


"That's all | want to know, pumpkin,” Nikki smiled, cupping her cheek. 
The door swung open behind them. Tommy was now dressed in a pair of skinny black jeans and a white button- 
down shirt with the sleeves rolled to just below his elbows. He held his hands out and twirled. "Happy now, 


Stormy Skies?" 


"Much better, Dad,” she nodded in satisfaction. "He looks very handsome, doesn't he, Daddy?" 


"Very much so," Nikki said, smiling fondly. "Shall we?" Nikki made sure he had the ring safely stored in his front 
pocket where he knew Tommy's hands wouldn't feel it should he get the urge to go exploring. 


"I still don't think it's fair that Chris gets to stay behind,’ Tommy grumbled but collected his hat and 


sunglasses and walked out the door toward the elevators. 


"You'll have the best day, Dad," Storm said, following her father out of the door. "I promise. You've got me and 


Daddy as company..what more can you ask for?" 


"Good thing you're both cute," Tommy replied, slinging his arm across her shoulders and hugging Storm close. 
Nikki locked the door behind them, but not before seeing Chris poke his head out from the bedroom with a 
thumbs-up. 


The small family spent hours walking up and down the Strip, dropping into shops and occasionally stopping for 


drinks and snacks but more importantly just spending time reconnecting with each other. 


Nikk was determined to enjoy every moment, to take it all in and cherish the minutes as they ticked closer and 


closer to the pre-arranged time they needed to be in place for it all to work. 


Finally, though seemingly by chance, Storm said, "Lets walk down here. We haven't been down this street yet" 
Their daughter turned the corner as Tommy started to protest. 


“There's nothing down there, Storm, other than office buildings, | think," he said, stopping half a block from the 


corner. 


Storm turned and walked back, slipping her arm through his, "Where's your sense of adventure, Dad. C'mon, 


you two." 


Suddenly extremely nervous, Nikki tried to steady his voice as he said, "You two go on, | have to tie my 
shoelace." He waited for Storm to distract Tommy and drag him away as he pretended to bend to tie his 
shoes. He glanced at the building ahead and saw Chris and Athena move into position but still out of sight from 
Tommy's eyes. Storm had done a superb job with her preplanning, Nikki acknowledged. 


With trembling fingers, he pulled the simple band of gold from his pocket and yelled, "TOMMY LEE BASS," and 


watched his lover turn at the sound of his name. 


Storm slipped from Tommy's arm as Nikki dropped slowly to his knee. Tommy took two small steps closer 
before Nikki started speaking again. Even though his whole attention was on Tommy at this moment in time, he 
knew that Chris would be capturing the whole thing on video and Athena had all the necessary paperwork 
completed ready for the next step. 


| know you have probably thought this day would never come, my Tommy," Nikki said, finally. "You've proposed 


to me more times than | can remember, whether I've been awake or asleep. But | think I've never given you an 


answer because to me, in my heart, we've always been married since the moment | came back to you. I've 


never needed a piece of paper to tell me that." 

Nikki watched the realisation flood over Tommy and confusion turned to hopefulness. 

“Today. want to have that piece of paper. Not for me, because | know in my heart that I've never wanted 
anyone else as much as | want you," Nikk continued. "| want that piece of paper to tell the whole fucking world 
that | love Tommy Lee Bass with my entire being. And | want that piece of paper so..so that you know that | 


am yours until the end of time and beyond. | love you so much, baby. 


Nikki swallowed heavily, and asked the most important question, "Will you marry me, my Tommy?" Nikki held 


the gold band between his fingers as his offering of eternal commitment. 


Tommy slowly pulled his sunglasses off his face as he took another dazed step toward Nikki. "Fuck..Sixx..," he 


exclaimed softly. 
"Please say yes, Tommy," Nikki pleaded. "Please tell me | haven't left it too late." 


Tommy dropped to his knees in front of Nikki, his eyes glassy with unshed tears as a smile finally broke over 
his face. "You're such an asshole for making me wait for all this time, do you know that?!" 


"| know," Nikki said. His heart was beating so fast. 


"Say yes already, Dad!" Storm yelled from in front of the chapel. Both men released a pent-up breath with a 


small chuckle. 

"You heard our daughter," Nikki huffed. "Say yes..please, baby." 

Tommy smiled, and yelled at the top of his lungs, "FUCK, YES!" He launched himself into Nikki's arms, almost 
toppling them both into the street. The few passersby that happened to stop and watch the momentous 
occasion burst into spontaneous applause as Tommy kissed Nikki fiercely, mumbling against his mouth, "Yes, 


yes, yes. love you so much, Nikki." 


Nikki met Tommy's kisses with his own and heard Storm's excited squeal before she launched herself on her 
fathers, joining in the happy tears. "I'm so happy for you both. Let's go get you two married, huh?" 


"What?! Now?" Tommy asked in surprise. 

"Yeah," Nikki said. "Look where we are, babe. See those fairy lights in the garden up there? That's just for 
us..thanks to our incredible daughter." Nikki stood upright finally, holding his hands out for his fiance and 
daughter. 


Tommy finally looked up and around over Nikki's shoulder. The Wedding Chapel, the sign said. Open fo I0 pm. He 


then saw his sister with tears running down her face as she took photos on her phone. 
Tommy looked at Storm who was still crying, "You did this Stormy Skies?" 


"Daddy came up with the idea.| just used my college degree to work the smaller details here in Vegas," Storm 


said, submitting to Tommy's crushing hug as Chris wandered around them capturing every moment. 


Nikki offered up a little word of thanks to whoever was looking out for him, finally being able to breathe freely 
and without anxiety about Tommy's answer. He caught himself gazing at his fiance as his sister hugged him. 


Fuck, | have a fiance! he thought. Even if its only going to be for a few short minutes. Then lil have a..husband! | 
will be a husband..fuck! 


| hate to be the practical one here," Athena said, waving a folder of paperwork in the air, "but you have a 


celebrant waiting.” 
Nikki looked at Tommy and held his hand out. "Ready to start the rest of our lives, my Tommy?" 
Tommy placed his hand in his and said, "I've never been more ready in my life, baby." 


The ceremony was brief but full of love. There were no vows written specifically but each of them spoke 
from the heart as they declared their everlasting love in front of the most important people in their lives. It 
was filled with fairy lights, which, as the sky started to darken, turning into a soft palette of pinks and purples, 
twinkled with merriment in the gentle breeze through the little gazebo. 


"Nikki," the celebrant said, "would you like to say something to Tommy?" 


He took a steadying breath as he held Tommy's hands in his. He looked into the soft brown eyes he knew so 
well and spoke whatever came to mind. Truthfully, if he cared to really think about it, he'd been working on 
these words for years. 


"Tommy..my love.my heart. | don't think | could love you any harder or any more than | do right now. You 
have always been my everything and | need you to know how important..how absolutely vital you are to me. 
When Kimberley was dying you fought with conviction to persuade me to adopt Storm as our daughter..and 
even though | was scared as fuck, you made me see the possibilities of having a family of my own. One | 
thought I'd never have in my whole fucked up life. You and Storm are my life and | would gladly lay it on the 
line for you both. | love you, my Tommy.” 


He glanced over at Storm, who was crying copiously and being comforted by Chris and her aunt. He was barely 


keeping it together himself and knew that he would lose his composure the moment Tommy spoke. 


"Tommy..do have anything you'd like to stay in return to Nikki?" 


"Fuck yeah..oops, sorry." He looked at the celebrant who just smiled and nodded in understanding. 


"The first time you collided with me at that diner back in New Jersey, my heart knew you. It was like, yeah, 
dude, this guy is your forever place, ya know? Then when you followed me into the bathroom and kissed 


me..dude, it was like the 4th of July going off inside me." 
"Eww, the bathroom?!" Storm exclaimed. "And you lectured me, yesterday?!" 
"Zip it, pumpkin,” Nikki hushed his daughter. 


"Yeah, well, anyway..those fireworks, that feeling still happens to this day, baby. Every fucking time! We fight 
like cat and dog but the making up afterwards is just as fiery and emotional and, baby, | wouldn't have it any 


other way." 


"I want to share a poem | found once, that stuck with me. | actually wrote it down at the time and have had it 
in my wallet since your escape back to New Jersey all those years ago. | don't need to read it though, | know it 


by heart because | read it every single day you were away. It reminded me of you every time | did” 
Nikki was surprised; he knew nothing about this poem. 


Tommy cleared his throat and started, "In the midst of my chaos..you are my calm. In the midst of 
danger..you are my safe place. In the midst unknown..you are my certainty. In the midst of strangers..you are 


my familiar.” 
Nikki felt his bottom lip tremble and the tears start to prickle at his eyes as Tommy continued. 


"In the midst of doubt. you are the ore | trust. In the midst of failure..you are my success. In the midst of 
battles..you are my warrior. In the midst of darkness..you are my light. In the midst of lack of faith..you are 
my hope. In the midst of tears..you are my laughter." 


Nikki felt the tears fall unheeded down his face, just as they were with Tommy. 


"Have no doubts, my love, because in the middle of nowhere you are the one | call home." Tommy's voice had 


faltered toward the end, and Nikki gave his hands a reassuring squeeze. 


The next part of the ceremony was a blur as Tommy's words resounded clearly in his head and his heart. How 
much of a selfish asshole had he been back then? He never realised the depth of the hurt he must have 
caused Tommy at the time. 


"Now it is now time for Nikki and Tommy to exchange rings," the celebrant intoned. "Rings as a symbol of 
marriage are thought to have originated in Ancient Egypt. The ring finger on the left hand is believed to have 
been chosen at that time as there is a vein in the finger that runs directly to the heart. The circle of a ring 
represents eternal love as it has neither a beginning nor an end." 


"Nikki could | have the rings?" he asked. 


"Well. have one..for Tommy," Nikki said, looking a little sheepish. "You can use one of my old ones for now" He 


started to pull off one of the skull rings he wore religiously. 
"Don't bother, babe," Tommy said. "I still have yours with me." 


"What the?!" Nikki exclaimed softly as Tommy reached into his back pocket. He pulled out his wallet and 


unzipped the small compartment meant for change. 
‘I've been holding on to this since the first time | tried to give it to you. Do you remember that day?" Tommy 
said as he carefully unwrapped his grandfather's ring from several layers of protective tissue paper. The gold 


band glinted in the fairy lights as it tumbled into Tommy's palm. 


Nikki looked at Tommy in wonder. "| remember, I've never forgotten.and l'm so sorry, my Tommy, for hurting 


you like that," he said quietly. "I can't believe you've held onto it for this long.” 


"| never gave up hope, Nik," Tommy said, his face softened as he held the ring in his palm. "I always knew we'd 


get here one day." 
"My Tommy..." Nikki sighed as his bottom lip trembled with emotion 


‘Its in the past now, babe," Tommy said. "I've forgiven you a thousand times over since then. All that matters 


is the here and now. Let's fuckin’ do this!" 

Nikki nodded, "Fuck yeah!" 

"Tommy, please place the ring on Nikki's finger and repeat after me. Nikki, with this ring | will marry you today. 
Take it as an infinite sign of my love and devotion to you from now to eternity. It will be a reminder of my 
love wherever you go." 

Nikki's heart thudded as Tommy repeated the words and the enormity of what they were finally doing hit 
home. He considered himself the biggest, dumbest fuck on the planet for denying Tommy for so long. He felt 
Tommy slide the gold band down his finger, the perfect fit, and it felt good and it felt right. 


"Nikki, place the ring on Tommy's finger and repeat after me... 


As Nikki spoke, he hoped he conveyed the amount of love he was feeling at that moment, both in the meaning 
behind the words and with his eyes as he held Tommy's. 


"| now pronounce you husband and husband." The celebrant's words broke through and they kissed for the 


first time as husbands before they were surrounded by Storm and Athena. Chris hung back a little, still 


training his camera on them. That was his job for the day and he was happy to do it. 


After the register was signed and the fees paid, the happy couple left the chapel under a shower of rice 
thrown by Storm and Athena on the steps from the chapel back out onto the street. 


Storm tugged on her dads' arm, still overwhelmed by emotions, and wrapped her arms around them both, 


covering their cheeks with sloppy kisses. "I've wished for this day all my life. We're officially a family now." 


"Ah, pumpkin," Nikki said. "We've always been a family. You've officially always been our daughter. Your mom 


took care of that." 

"I know that theoretically, Daddy,” she sniffled, "but my heart still wasn't convinced." 

"Stormy Skies..you realise we all have the same surname now?" Tommy offered, kissing her head. 
"| know..." she wailed, setting off on a fresh round of tears making her fathers’ chuckle. 


Tommy looked over Storm's head and said, "Chris, man.this might be a job for you. Lets see how you deal 
with our emotional Stormy Skies." 


Tommy handed Storm over to Chris, who took his weeping girlfriend into his waiting arms and stage-whispered, 
"Just think of the fun they're gonna have to get their names changed on all their paperwork and credit cards." 


As Stormy's gasp of laughter broke through her tears, Athena finally managed to give her own congratulations 
to the newlyweds. 


"Mom is so happy for you both," Athena said. "| sent the nurse the photos to show Mom but I'll show her the 
whole video once Chris uploads it tonight. She said to tell you, Nikki, kalés ilthate stin oikogéneia, gio mou.’ 


Nikki looked at Tommy for a translation 


"She said welcome to the family, my son," Tommy repeated, kissing Nikki's knuckles where their hands joined. 


"We'll call her tomorrow when you're there, ‘Theena" 

"Sure, she'll love that," Athena said. 

"Come on, everyone," Storm called. "We have a wedding to celebrate." 

The small, happy group walked toward the Palazzo where Nikki had made a reservation in the Cut restaurant, 
one of the premier steakhouses in Las Vegas. They were shown through the restaurant to a sectioned off 


area created for a small gathering like theirs. They ate, drank and laughed through the whole evening. 


At one stage, their private server asked, "May | ask what you're celebrating tonight? You all seem in high 


spirits." 
"My dads just got married," Storm beamed and blew them both a kiss. 


‘Congratulations, sirs," the young woman smiled and proceeded to clear the table. Nobody thought any more of 
it until later in the evening, when the chef appeared at their table. 


"I hope everything was satisfactory tonight?" He smiled and waited until the group had passed on their 
compliments. He nodded in thanks then continued with, "Francine tells me that this is actually a wedding 


celebration? May | offer you a token of congratulations and wishes for a wonderful future?" 


The chef clicked his fingers and their server appeared with a platter full of bite-size fanciful sweets of all 
descriptions and in the middle was a larger item to represent the wedding cake. It was a single-serve feather- 


light sponge cake with French vanilla buttercream frosting with piped roses around the edge. 


"You cannot have a wedding without the cake," he said as another server placed empty plates in front of each 
of them. The chef then offered a knife out, "Would the happy couple like to cut the cake, then | will have 


everything served up for you." 


Nikki and Tommy grinned at each other and awkwardly held the knife together. "Our first official duty 
together," Tommy grinned. 


"Wait till | get a photo," Storm exclaimed just as they were about to kiss. 

"Haven't you got enough photos, pumpkin?" Nikki chuckled. 

"You can never have enough photos, Nikki," Athena offered. "I think | filled two wedding albums. One for official 
photos, the other for all the ones everyone else took and gave to us. It's a nice thing to pass on to your 
grandchildren." 


Both fathers looked at Chris, who held his hands up in surrender, "I swear to you, we use protection. Always!” 


"Umm..no! You'll have to wait a few more years for grandchildren," Storm exclaimed. "I'll live vicariously 


through Lia and Jordan with JJ and Lottie." 


"Eww..too much information, dude," Tommy shuddered. "I swear you're trying to kill me this weekend,” he 


muttered more to himself than to anyone. 

"Just shut up and kiss me already, Tommy," Nikki chuckled, pulling him closer by his shirt front. Their mouths 
met and the knife slid through the creamy concoction in front of them as Storm's flash burst through the 
muted lighting. 


A small round of applause broke out through the rest of the diners in the restaurant. Nikki felt the knife being 


taken from their hands by a laughing Athena as he lost himself in Tommy's kiss. 


“Alright, you two..the rest of that can wait till you get back to the hotel,” she giggled and handed the knife 
back to the chef. Dessert was quickly plated up for them by the attending server and the chef said his 
goodbyes. 


"Well, that was unexpected," Nikki said. “Thank you, Francine." 
"You're very welcome, sir," she smiled and left them in peace. 


When Nikki turned his attention back to the table, Tommy was holding out a forkful of cake for him. "I believe 


it's a tradition for the married couple to feed each other some cake." 


"Now you follow tradition?!" Nikki grinned but opened his mouth to take the morsel onto his tongue. Whether by 
design or just chance, some of the frostings ended up in Nikki's moustache that he now sported. He darted out 
his tongue to lick it up and heard Tommy groan softly beside him. 


With a sly smile, Nikki scooped up a bite of the cake on his fork and held it out to Tommy. Just as he was 
about to place it in Tommy's mouth he deliberately squashed the frosting against the side of his mouth. "Oh! 
Oops..silly me," Nikki said with careful enunciation. "Guess I'll have to clean that up." He leaned forward and with 
the tip of his tongue swirled through the frosting, before offering it to Tommy as the teasing turned into a 
deep kiss. 


"God, you two." Storm groaned. "You're worse than ever now, aren't you? You know.| should be scarred for 


life with some of the things I've heard from your room late at night.” 

"You should have been asleep, young lady," Tommy gently scolded, not embarrassed in the slightest. 

"How could | sleep through all the "Oh baby's' or "God, yesi" when they echo down the hallway?" she laughed as 
her fathers’ squirmed uncomfortably. "But it always told me how much you loved each other. | love you both 
so much," Storm finished on a wobbly note as happy emotions started to take over. 

"Okay. think its time to get all our drunk asses back to the hotel, otherwise, I'm going to miss my flight," 
Athena said, rubbing her niece's arm as the champagne started to take effect, indicating to Francine for the 
bill. 

Once the small folder was placed on the table, Nikki, Tommy and Athena all reached for it at the one time. 
"No, you two," Athena admonished. "It's my treat. It's the least | can do for you on your wedding night since | 
didn't buy you a present. I'll make it up to you somehow, but what do | give you when you both have 


everythi ng you need?" 


"You don't have to get us anything, sis," Tommy said. 


"But | want to," she mumbled as she dug in her purse for her credit card. 
"Theena, | don~," Tommy started to say. 


"How about this, ‘Theeny," Nikki interrupted, placing his hand over Tommy's mouth. "Add to Francine's tip what 


you would have spent on a present for us. Make someone else's day as happy as ours." 


Athena looked between the two as Tommy nodded his agreement. "I knew there was a reason you fit so well 
into our family, Nikki," she said fondly before scribbling a figure down in the tip field on the docket and included 
a small note of thanks, then snapped the folder shut before the two men could see the figure. 


"You don't ever forget coming from a place where you had nothing," Nikki replied. "If someone paid me a 
kindness when | was in that desperate situation then it never left me." Tommy took Nikki's hand and squeezed 
it, knowing Nikki's less than pleasant history so well now. 


Athena called Francine over and passed the folder, with her credit card inside, to the young woman. She sat 
back with a satisfied smile when Francine's gasp rang out through the restaurant on her way to the cashier's 


desk. 


Francine had stopped mid-stride and turned, about to question the amount. Athena held the young woman's 


eyes and nodded with a smile. 


"How much did you put on there, Aunty Theena?l" Storm asked, turning in her seat to see the young woman 


wiping away happy tears. 

"That's for me to know, sweetie," her aunt smiled, knowing what that tip would mean to a hardworking student, 
and basked in her brothers' approving smiles. 

wk 

After catching a minibus taxi back to their hotel, Athena walked over to the concierge desk to retrieve her 
small hand luggage. She was also handed two card keys before rejoining her brother and his family to say 


goodbye. 


"Well..this has been the best weekend ever," she smiled, starting to tear up again as she wrapped her arms 


around Tommy's neck, hugging him tightly. "I'm so happy for you, big brother. Mom is over the moon too." 
"Thanks, Theeny," he replied, twirling her around slightly before setting her on her feet. 


"Oh..this is Mom's wedding present," she said, handing the two cards over to him. "The penthouse honeymoon 
suite. She asked me to organise it. It's yours for two nights, so you don't have to worry about check out 


times tomorrow morning.” 


"And we've moved all your luggage there already," Storm offered, leaning into Chris’ side. "Well, Chris and 
Athena did while | was out with you both today.” 


"Yeah..| was kind of scared that I'd find some fluffy handcuffs or shit like that," Chris shuddered slightly. 


"Nah, the fluffy ones are too easy to break out of," Nikki said, with a smirk, deliberately making the young man 
pale in surprise. "Only the real things are worth using and they're back home, with the whips and chains." 


"Daddy. hadn't told him about the basement yet," Storm groaned. 


"Pumpkin, if he's gonna be worthy of dating you then he's gotta know the whole deal,” he said. "But its a story 
for later, not tonight." 


"As much as I'd love to stay another night," Athena said, "I have a plane to catch. So," she started kissing and 
hugging her family goodbye, "I am going to leave you loved-up couples and go see Mom. Tommy, call my phone 


around eleven tomorrow and I'll have Mom ready and waiting." 
"Sure thing," he nodded, hugging his baby sister again. "Thanks, ‘Thena.for all of this." 


"Don't thank me. Nikki and Storm did the majority of it," she replied. "I'm so happy for youl" she continued 
before moving to Nikki for a final goodbye. "Walk me out to the cab, Nikki.” 


"Uh-oh," he grinned but held his arm out for her and collected her small travel case with the other. 


When they were safely outside, the glass sliding doors closing silently behind them, Athena stopped and turned 
to Nikki. "You know. wanted to hate you each time you rejected Tommy's proposals, coz he did tell me each 
time," she said when Nikki looked at her in surprise. 


"But | couldn't because | could see how much he still loved you. How you managed to say no without breaking 


his heart into a million pieces each time just showed me the depth of his love for you." 


"You know | never wanted to hurt him. I'd rather die than do that," Nikki said, taking her hands in his larger 
ones, the gold band on his left hand glinting in the lights. "He knew about my reluctance around the whole idea 
of marriage because of my childhood. We discussed it each and every time after he asked" 


He paused for a moment, "He's my world, ‘Theeny. Storm too. If he had shown any signs of heartache, | would 
have known about it.but he never did. He just continued being my Tommy" He swallowed heavily, "| should have 


done it sooner, | know. Can you forgive me?" 


"Of course," Athena nodded with a soft smile. "You make him so very happy, Nikki. Just continue to do 
that..don't make me come after you. It won't end prettily, do you hear me?!" 


‘Loud and clear, Theeny. Thank you for making today special. It's just a shame Voula couldn't be here," he 
grinned and enveloped her in a hug. 


"Why don't you ever call her Mom?" Athena asked. "You've been family since the very first day, almost." 
Nikki grimaced unhappily, "Too many bad memories associated with the word, | guess. It doesn't mean that 
Voula is anything like my bitch-queen of a mother. | just.l just can't bring myself to use that word for such a 


sweet person." 


"You know..you could use mamá instead?" she said, taking Nikki's hand, and using the Greek pronunciation. "She 


would love it" 


Nikki, after thinking about it for a moment, repeated the word a couple of times to make sure he had the 
right inflections, said, "I think | could handle that. | might surprise them both tomorrow when we call." 


"That sounds like the perfect wedding present, Nikki," Athena grinned. "Okay, | have to go. | love you both. 


Congratulations again Talk to you tomorrow." 


Nikki handed her into the cab and passed her case to her, before closing the car door. He waited until the cab 
pulled away before going back into the lobby. 


"You took forever. What was going on?" Tommy asked, seeing Nikki walking toward them. Storm was curled up 


on Chris' lap on a small settee, almost asleep, as Tommy paced up and down in front of them. 
"Your sister was giving me the shovel talk," Nikki smirked, moving into Tommy's arms to soothe him. "Making 


sure | was going to keep you happy..otherwise she'd come after my balls." He tipped his face up for a kiss. 
"Shall we go upstairs now so | can make you happy with my balls, my husband?" 


"Oh, | like the sound of that," Tommy smiled. 

"Which part?" Nikki chuckled. 

"Both," he replied. "You calling me husband and then the part about making me happy." 

Firstly though," Nikki said, indicating to their daughter, "let's make sure these two get upstairs." 
"She's happy, isn't she?" Tommy asked. "Like..he seems like a good kid but he's older than her... 


"All we can do now, Daddy Tom-Tom," he replied, using Storm's old nickname for her father, "is be there for 


her should she get her heart broken. She's a grown woman now, babe, as hard as that is to admit" 


"Yeah, well, | saw that yesterday," Tommy snorted. "C'mon, let's wake ‘em up." 


Shortly after depositing the sleepy and very drunk younger couple within their original room, Nikki was sliding 
the keycard into the lock on the penthouse honeymoon suite. It was slightly smaller than the two-bedroom 
suite but it was opulently appointed. A magnum of champagne was chilling in an ice bucket, flowers and a box 


of handmade imported chocolates all greeted them on the small table. 


"Wow. thought the suite was stunning,” Tommy said, moving through the door. He inspected the wine but 
placed the bottle back in the bucket before opening the lid of the chocolates, taking one as he wandered around 


the room on his way to the window. 


Nikki toed off his shoes and started unbuttoning his shirt, letting it hang loosely from his shoulders as Tommy 


continued to gaze at the vistas below. 
"Oh, man.you can see right up and down the Strip," he exclaimed. 


Nikki smiled at the childlike glee that Tormmy..his husband.could still get from something so simple as a 
nighttime view from a hotel window. "You know," Nikki said as he strolled closer, feeling himself start to fill and 
harden at the sight, "this reminds me of our first night together. Do you remember it.husband?" He started 
to palm himself through his jeans and unbuckled his belt and fastenings. 


Tommy's head snapped around to look at Nikki, finally dragging his attention back to inside the room. "Oh shit," 
Tommy breathed, seeing Nikki already half-undressed. "Husband. like that rolling off your lips. Yeah. 
remember," he replied, licking his lips, "How could | forget that night. It led us here, tonight" 


Nikki smiled and slipped his shirt from his shoulders as he strolled slowly to Tommy's side. "You were stunning 
that night. Young and innocent..but so willing. | think | loved you from the moment | heard you yell my name in 
the street the night before," Nikki said, weaving his magic as moved closer. 


"You were my mirage to a thirsty man, baby," Nikki said. "A cool drink of water," he dropped his head to the 
crook of Tommy's neck, placing an open-mouthed kiss just below his ear. He felt Tommy's small gasp as Nikki 
placed his hands on Tommy's chest, thrumming his nipples through the fabric of his shirt with his fingers. His 
breath ghosted over the dampness left by his kiss as he felt Tommy's hands on his back, caressing and 
kneading the skin there. 


‘Nik.mmm," Tommy murmured, slipping his hands below Nikki's waistband to grab at his ass, bringing them 
closer. "You turned around and..you know how in the movies, the focus pulls into a pinpoint?" Nikki murmured 
against Tommy's neck as he continued his exploration of his neck. "It felt like that as everything else 


disappeared when | saw your eyes. Then your smile almost knocked me off my feet.” 


Tommy gripped a handful of Nikki's hair and yanked his head back moments before kissing him with a clash of 
teeth and urgency. Suddenly, the lassitude of seduction was thrown to the wind as desperation and need took 
control. Nikki ripped Tommy's shirt open, buttons flying and falling unheard to the soft carpeting below their 
feet. Hands that were soft and gentle only moments before were now pinching, squeezing and gripping at the 


other's flesh as the remainder of their clothes were quickly discarded. Teeth bit and scraped at flesh, marking, 


claiming their mate. 


Nikki wrested control from Tommy and pushed him, naked and needy, up against the window. "Remember how | 
took you in front of the whole of New York City?" he breathed heavily, pinning Tommy across the shoulders 
with one arm as the other stroked his husband's granite-hard length. 


Tommy, panting hard, his breath leaving its mark on the window, chuckled, "How can | forget? Why do you think 
it's the first place | head to in every hotel room? It's my happy place when we're not at home." 


"| knew it!" Nikki crowed, giving Tommy a squeeze as he rolled his hips against his ass. "You want me to fuck 
you in front of the Las Vegas populace tonight, my Tommy?" 


"You're a bit slow on the uptake tonight, husband," Tommy smirked over his shoulder, earning him a resounding 


slap on his ass. Tommy grunted in surprise before releasing a breathy chuckle. 


"Cheeky fucker, aren't you?" Nikki returned. "Stay there. Don't move a muscle or I'll just go to bed and leave 
you there." Nikki pressed his arm across Tommy's shoulders in a silent warning before striding purposefully to 
the luggage and retrieving the ever-present lube. 


He had to grin as he flipped open the lid and the bubblegum scent rose to his nostrils. It didn't matter how 
many different flavours they tried from the Enslaved boutique collection, they always had a bottle of the 


bubblegum somewhere around. 


Tommy looked over his shoulder as Nikki sauntered back to him, and with a wry chuckle, said, "Bubblegum? 
Really?!" 


"Hey.it's not a wedding without the bubblegum, baby," Nikki grinned before anointing Tommy's back and 
shoulders with kisses. "It's a shame the clasps are broken on the rings we bought that day too. We need to get 
back to Enslaved and get them fixed. But right now," he continued as he poured some of the slick gel into his 
hand and dropped the bottle to the floor, warming the liquid before touching Tommy, "you deserve your 
reward for staying put.” 


Tommy inhaled sharply as Nikki finally wrapped his dry hand around Tommy's girth and squeezed as the other 


hand swiped the warmed gel between his cheeks, swirling and teasing the rosy entrance. 
"Fuck yeah, Nik..." Tommy groaned as Nikki continued to work Tommy's body to a frenzy. 


"Look at you, my little exhibitionist,” Nikki crooned. "If lid known you liked to show off so much while we fuck, | 


could have arranged something sooner." 


"Just quit with the chit-chat, Nikki.please," Tommy whined. "| need you!" 


Nikki looked at Tommy, stilling for a moment before saying, "Wait..this is wrong.’ 
"Wait?! What for?!" Tommy exclaimed as Nikki tugged on Tommy's shoulder to turn him from the window. 


"The window..its good enough for a fuck," Nikki said, drawing Tommy to him. "But it's not good enough for our 
wedding night. | want to make love to you. My husband." Nikki reached for Tommy's left hand and kissed the 


knuckles above the shiny new addition to the hand he knew so well 

Tommy's face was an open book and Nikki could read it clearly enough to know when his words finally kicked 
through the fog of desire. His eyes softened a little and his lips quirked at the corners in a gentle 
smile.moments before snatching the lube from the floor and racing off to the bed with the bottle, leaving 
Nikki standing at the window with one slick hand and laughing at his antics. 


"Get your fine ass over here then, husband," Tommy said, stripping the covers from the bed in one swoop. "Oh 


and bring the wine and chocolates?! We might need sustenance through the night" 

Whilst the magic and wonder of a Las Vegas night happened far below the newlyweds created their own magic, 
weaving spells of love that would go beyond the bounds of mortality. Their twin-flame souls rejoiced to the 
highest heavens as they were united as surely as their vessels were joined in passion 

Eventually, the night sky deepened in those moments right before dawn started to break and the couple finally 
lay spent. Their bodies were empty but their hearts were full as Tommy lay snuggled in Nikki's arms, their 
legs woven together, physically unable to move any further. 


"Fuck!" Tommy exclaimed softly as his finger twirled lazy patterns on Nikki's chest. 


"Hmm," Nikki managed. "We're old married men now, babe," he said with a light chuckle. "We shouldn't have the 


energy to fuck around like we did when we met" 
"But we did!" 


"And then some," Nikki agreed. His phone buzzed beside them on the nightstand amongst the discarded 
chocolate wrappers and the half-empty bottle of wine. 


"You gonna get that?" Tommy asked. 


"Hmm, not yet. want to bask in the fact that we just had sex four times in quick succession," he said, kissing 


the top of Tommy's head. 
"It was five actually," Tommy grinned. 


"Two orgasms in one go doesn't count, asshole," Nikki laughed. "It just means | hit the right spot at the right 


time." 


‘lm still counting it," he said, yawning and stretching. "Let's go take a shower then crash out." 


"| don't think my legs will hold me up," Nikki complained but rolled to the side of the bed anyway because, truth 
be told, the hot water would be heaven-sent at this point in time. 


"IIl hold you up, babe," Tommy replied and pulled him to his feet and into the bathroom, ignoring the phone for 
the time being. 


Finally crawling back into bed after being thoroughly pampered by Tommy in the shower, Nikki remembered the 


message that came through earlier. He reached for his phone and activated the screen 
About fucking time, babe! 
Nikki smiled at the message from his Street Rat. "Hey.look at this," he said, turning the phone to show Tommy. 


I'm guessing Stormy Skies activated the gossip vine," Tommy said, yawning until his jaw popped. "What's the 


time over there at the moment?" 
Nikki did the quick calculations. "About 7 am, | think," he replied. 
"Call ‘em back," Tommy said. "Coz we're gonna crash hard soon 


Nikki leaned over, dropping a kiss to Tommy's lips, "Don't fall asleep just yet" He pressed the call button and 


then the video call button to activate the camera as he got comfortable amongst the mountain of pillows. 


"Nikki?!" Richie's face appeared on the screen. "Why the fuck are you ringing me back on your." he checked his 
watch, "Fuck! Is what..4 am there?! Why are you up so early?" 


"Haven't been to sleep yet," Nikki replied. "You're looking well, Street Rat." 

"And you're looking well-fucked, Nik," Richie chortled. "Hey, Jonny! Nikki's on the line." 
I'm here too, douchebag," Tommy added, popping his head on the pillow next to Nikki's. 
"Hey, Tom, didn't see you there, man," Richie said. 


"Life is treating you well then, | take it?" Nikki asked, listening to the sound of a door opening and the general 


ruckus of kids' excited voices in the background. 


"Yeah.it's a bit crazy here today," Richie said, as he flipped the camera temporarily to show the aftermath of 
breakfast dishes and toys strewn over the countertop. “Lia's feeling a bit off colour at the moment and 


Jordan's away on business so we've taken the rugrats off her hands for a few days." 


"Nothing serious, | hope?" 

Richie grinned. "I think she'll be over it in timelike about seven to eight months." 

"Again?" Tommy exclaimed. "She's breeding like a rabbit: 

"She hasn't said anything to us yet," Richie said, "but the symptoms are all the same as the last two." 
‘It was weird enough with you being a grandfather to one but three?! Fuck, man," Tommy said. 
"Where's Loverboy?" Nikki asked. 


"lm here," Jon said, walking into the shot with a toddler on his hip. "Congrats, guys! You finally made an honest 


man of Tommy, | see." 


"Yeah..he's stuck with me now," Nikki chuckled. He saw their granddaughter looking at them both on the phone 


screen and whispering something in Jon's ear. "Charlotte's grown since we saw her last." 

The vivid blue eyes of the Bongiovi family line were a stunning combination against the darker skin tone of 
Jordan's family heritage. Nikki wondered idly what any future generations would look like should Storm grace 
them with grandchildren. 

"Lottie!" the dark-haired little girl exclaimed. "I is Lottie." 

"You been told, babe," Tommy chuckled and Nikki grinned. 

"| did, didn't |?" 

"Watch your manners, Queen Lottie," Richie said, softening his tone and booping her on the nose. "Go find your 
brother and let Poppa and Grandpa talk, okay?" Lottie slipped from Jon's grasp and off-screen leaving the four 
men alone. 

"So.proof or it didn't happen," Richie said, teasing his life-long friend. 


"Oh it happened alright," Tommy grinned. "Five times so far! You wanna see-." 


"NO!" Jon and Richie both exclaimed, laughing. "| was thinking more along the lines of seeing your wedding rings 


actually," Richie chuckled 
"That we can do," Nikki replied, holding his left hand up and Tommy intertwined his hand with his husbands. 


"Oh god.look how sappy you've become, Nik," Richie feigned horror before Jon nudged him in the ribs painfully. 


"Like we haven't had to put up with you two looking that way for years," Nikki said with a smirk. "Payback's a 
bitch, baby." 


"We're happy for you both, Nikki," Jon said "You won't regret it. Honestly. You should've done it sooner." 


The friends chatted for a while longer, catching up on all the news about both families, including Storm's 
graduation and Sebastian's engagement until Tommy fell asleep on Nikki's pillow. 


"Go sleep, Nik," Richie said after Jon was called to break up a fight between brother and sister. "We can catch 


up another day. Congratulations, babe, I'm proud of you and | love you, man" 


"Thanks, Street Rat," Nikki sighed happily. "Love you too, babe. I'll be in touch. Say hi to the family. G'night" 
Nikki hit the end button, suddenly plunging the room into relative darkness. 


Fumbling to put his phone on the nightstand, Nikki opted to toss it down onto the carpet beside the bed instead. 
He shook Tommy a little to get him off his pillow only to have his younger husband roll over completely so 
Nikki snuggled closer and became the big spoon, finally slipping into a dreamless, exhausted sleep. 
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Richie saw Lia's car pull into the drive from the living room windows and he hurried to open the garage door 


so that she could pull in where Jon's car would normally be. 


He was excited that he and Jon were going to be looking after Jonathan for the first time since his birth. It 


was going to be nice to hear a baby in the house again 


"Hey, Papa," Lia said as she exited from the car as Richie hit the button for the door again, keeping the chill of 
the early spring from the house. "Daddy not home?" she asked, greeting her father with a kiss after being 
wrapped in his hug. 


"He's gone to the grocery store to get some last-minute supplies," Richie said, air-quoting his husband's words. 
"Though how much a three-month-old would need from the grocery store is beyond me. | think your Dad is a 


little excited." 


"And you're not, Papa?" Lia grinned, slipping from his hug and turning back to the car. "Would you like to get 
your grandson out of the car while | get the diaper bag?" 


"Thought you'd never ask," Richie said as he moved to the rear of the car and carefully unbuckled the sleeping 
baby from his car seat and scooped him up. "There's my grandson," he murmured and held his nose to the top 


of his head, breathing deeply of the special smell that babies had. 


"Will Dad be gone long do you think? Or will | miss him this morning?" Lia asked, closing the back door as quietly 
as she could and followed Richie into the warmth of the house. 


"Well, Babygirl," Richie smiled, “that would depend on how much he thinks Jonathan will need today. He left half 


an hour ago so | couldn't really tell you, I'm sorry." 


"That's okay. I'll catch up with him when | come back looking beautiful again," the young woman said. "I look like 


a hag at the moment." 


Richie looked at his daughter with a critical eye. Tired, yes, but still as devastatingly beautiful as the day she 


was born. "More women should look like hags, if you're holding yourself as a yardstick, Li-Li." 


"You have to say that, Papa," she smiled ruefully. "My hair's a mess, I've got breakouts happening all over my 
face and | could pack for a month in the bags under my eyes." 


"Spoken like a true new mommy," he replied. "You're just tired. That will improve once he starts sleeping 


through. Also, you know we're happy to take him overnight..as are Sylvie and Nick, I'm sure." 
"Yeah. don't think we're quite up to letting him go overnight, Papa, but thanks." 


They'd moved into the kitchen as they were speaking and Lia had loaded the bottles of breastmilk into the 
fridge. 


"Is hard enough letting go for today," she sighed. "Okay, | gotta run His schedule is written out here." She 
pulled out a piece of paper with carefully written instructions and handed it to her father who tucked it into 
his back pocket. 

"You've got my number, but here's the spa phone number and Kaitlyn and Lauren's numbers as well. Will you 
be okay with him by yourself? Do you want me to stay until Dad gets home? | should stay. The girls will 


understa-." 


"Sweetheart," Richie said, moving the baby to his shoulder. "Gol I'll be fine. H's not like | ever dropped you or 


your brother..more than once." 
"Papal" Lia exclaimed, knowing that he was joking. "I'm panicking, | know! You'll be fine." 


"Yes, you are. Besides, once Dad gets home," Richie grinned, hugging Lia again, "| won't get to hold this one again 
unless he has to go to the bathroom. So I'm going to enjoy my time alone with my grandson 


"He looks very comfortable there," his daughter smiled. 


‘It used to be your favourite spot too," Richie replied, marvelling at how time had flown since Lia had been as 


small as the child he cradled now. "Off you go. Go have a fun time. Say hi to the girls for us." 
Lia, still looking extremely uncertain, gathered her things and said, "Call me. Any little thing...” 
Richie looked at her, eyebrows raised and said, "Don't make me use your full name, young lady. Now, scat!" 


"Okay, okay," Lia grinned. "Stay in here with him. I'll let myself out" Lia kissed the baby, then her father. "Love 
you, Papa. Thank you again" 


"Love you too, Babygirl," he replied and watched her rush to the garage before she changed her mind. 


"Finally alone, little one," Richie sighed, once he heard the garage door roll down and saw his daughter's car 
pass in front of the house. "What shall we do, huh?" He spoke softly to the sleeping child, wandering through 
the house, as he enjoyed feeling the small bundle on his chest. 


It brought back a flood of memories of their first day home with Sebastian. Jon had triple checked everything 
for Sebastian's homecoming that day and made Richie stop in at the baby store on the way to the hospital 
Jiust to make sure we've got everything’ It seems that the panic gene had worked its way down from Jon to Lia 


when it came to babies. "Your mama and your grandpa worry too much, Jonathan. You and me are just gonna 


chill for a little bit, aren't we?" 


Richie settled himself on the couch and made a cocoon of cushions right beside him for the baby, before 
setting him down. The little boy stretched but didn't wake and Richie reached for his ever-faithful guitar and 
started to noodle around on it, humming softly. He wrote down a few ideas that popped up but it was nothing 


concrete as yet. 


Richie and the band were due to record their fifth album soon and he had plenty of songs for it but it didn't 
stop the inspiration from hitting in unusual circumstances, including leaving their bed mid-fuck to search for 


his notepad to write a particular line of lyric or melody down 


Hearing snuffling from beside him, Richie looked down at Jonathan and smiled, "Hello, sleepyhead. Did | stop 
playing? Is that what woke you up?" he coved, placing the guitar in the stand so that he could pick the baby 


up. 


"Woof..you stink! What's your mama been eating, huh? Let's go get you changed before Grandpa comes home." 
Jonathan grinned up at his grandfather and flailed his little fists happily as Richie walked into Lia's old room 


that had been set up as a nursery again 


Richie had just finished changing Jonathan when he heard Jon's car pull into the garage. "That sounds like 
Grandpa, Jonny. Let's go see Grandpa," Richie said, scooping the baby up and blowing raspberries against his 
little belly, not even realising that he'd called his grandson by the same name as he did his husband. 


"Mookie?!" Jon called. "Did | miss Lia?" 


"Hey, Cowboy," Richie said from the hallway as he carried Jonathan out. "There's Grandpa, Jonny. Say Hi 
Grandpa" Richie waited until Jon had placed the grocery bags in the kitchen before transferring Jonathan to 


his arms. 


"There's my little man," Jon cooed as Richie started to unpack everything Jon had bought which included the 


usual necessities as well as baby formula, teething gel, pain relief liquid, diaper rash cream and diapers. 


"Babe..," Richie said, holding the tube of teething gel and trying not to laugh, "he's only three months old. Why 


on earth are you buying teething gel? And he can't have the pain relief until he's six months old" 


"You can never be too prepared. Don't you remember that time one of the kids was fussing for no reason?" 
Jon said, barely dragging his eyes away from his grandson. "I think it was Lia.because /had the forethought to 
buy a new tube after she was born and it hefped" Jon finished with a poke of his tongue out at his husband. 


"Careful with that tongue, Cowboy," Richie replied with a dirty smirk, "or I'll make you put it to good use as 


soon as Lia has picked Jonny up to take home. | even missed out on my hello kiss." 

Jon looked up at Richie in surprise. "What did you just say?" 

"You didn't kiss me just now when you go home." 

"No, no..what did you call Jonathan?" 

Richie looked at Jon as he tried to recall what he'd said and shrugged. 

"You called him Jonny,” Jon said. 

"Oh! That. Do you have a problem with it?" Richie said. "To be honest, | didn't even notice." 


"No, not at all. It just was unexpected," Jon said, moving to Richie's side and offering his puckered mouth to his 
husband for a kiss. "I'm sorry | missed your kiss, baby. You can spank me for that later." 


"Hmmm," Richie smiled, hugging Jon the best he could with Jonathan between them. "A spanking and a tongue 
lashing..tonight has definitely got some promise." Richie kissed Jon again, Jon allowing the kiss to deepen. 


Jonathan started fussing between them and both men looked down to the little boy. 


"Hey, little man," Jon cooed, bouncing the baby a little to calm him. It didn't help, however, and only succeeded 


in making him cry louder. 


"Well, he's clean. | just finished changing him," Richie said, putting the rest of the groceries away quickly. "You 


lucked out on that one, asshole." 


"Like | planned it that way," Jon scoffed, as he rummaged through the diaper bag sitting on the end of the 


counter. 
"The milk's in the fridge," Richie offered. 
"lm looking for Lia's schedule," Jon said. "She said she'd write out a schedule." 


"Oh.here it is," he said, pulling it out of his back pocket. Jon took it and read it as he continued to rock 
Jonathan. He walked from the kitchen, humming and bouncing, making the loop through the living room and back 


to the kitchen. 
"He's not due a feed for another hour," Jon frowned, leaving the list next to the bag. 


"Why don't | set the fire, put some music on and you can sit with him on the floor. Remember how you used 


to do the belly stretches for the kids’. He might have a gas bubble." 

"Thanks, Mookie," Jon nodded. "If that doesn't work, then I'll take him into the bath with me for a little swim." 
Within ten minutes, Jonathan was lying on one of the large floor cushions with Jon gently bending his little 
knees up toward his belly slowly before drawing them back down straight. He repeated the combination, as 
both grandfathers sang along to the music Richie had put on until the baby emitted a good-sized gas bubble. 


Jonathan calmed almost immediately. 


"There we gol" Jon exclaimed. "You were holding on to that, weren't you, Junior? You just needed Grandpa's 


magic touch." 


"What do you want for lunch, Jon? And can | have some of Grandpa's magic touch?" Richie called out from the 


kitchen as he started finding the makings for lunch. 

Suddenly, as Jon's words registered completely, Richie stopped what he was doing, carefully laid down the knife 
he was holding onto the cutting board and walked into the living room. He took the seat closest to Jon and his 

grandson. 

"Hang on.Junior?!" 

"Junior," Jon said with a small shrug. "| know for sure that Lia and Jordan were against shortening it down.but 
fuck, Jonathan is so cumbersome sometimes. And it feels weird calling him by my own name or Jonny like you 
did. So while he's here, he can be Junior." 

"Jonathan Junior?" Richie asked. 


"No, Jon Junior," Jon replied, sparing only a fleeting glance for Richie. 


Richie, willing his husband to switch onto what he was subconsciously saying, could see the moment that it 
finally clicked for Jon and he reached out to brush his hand over his husband's head comfortingly. 


"Jon.Junior," Jon repeated it again slowly, licking his lips nervously. "JJ.he'll be JJ." 


Richie huffed out a breath, knowing that this would be a big step for his husband and asked, "How does that 
sit with you, Cowboy?" 


Richie waited patiently while Jon mulled it over in his head. He knew it was going to be a big step for Jon 


considering all his past traumas in relation to his old nickname. 


"L| dunno. It's, well. think.! think I'm okay with it," he said, scooping the baby up from the cushion. "JJ. | hope it 
never brings you the pain that it brought me, little man" 


Their grandson gazed up from Jon's arms, completely oblivious to the significant moment that had just been 


bestowed upon him before breaking out into a smile. 
"I think he approves," Jon said, handing the baby over to Richie so that he could stand up. 


‘Its gas, Cowboy," Richie chuckled, taking JJ and putting him on his shoulder. "You just got rid of one bubble. 
Its just the next lot working its way through." 


"Stop it," Jon huffed with a smile. "He's chomping on that fist. He must be hungry now, especially without all 
that air filling his belly. You stay there while | get his bottle ready." 


After JJ's lunch and their own, they put the baby down for his nap, filling in their time snuggling on the couch 
together. Jon read a book as Richie, with his head in Jon's lap, continued gently plucking out melodies, bouncing 


ideas off Jon for possible lyric content. 


Jon checked his watch when JJ started to stir. The baby had slept for a good two hours and Lia was due 
home after dinner with her girlfriends. 


"Who's on diaper duty this time?" Jon asked, sifting his fingers through Richie's hair. He let JJ coo away 
happily in the crib set up in Lia's room knowing that if they went running too quickly it would set a bad habit. 


"I got the last big one, babe," Richie looked up. "Right before you got home, remember?! So this one's on you. 
Not literally, though, | hope." 


"Hal Like that hasn't happened before," Jon chuckled. "Changing diapers is the part | don't miss. You might have 
to let me up though, Mookie." 


"Do | have to? I'm comfortable," he pouted. 


"Go make us a coffee, while | change JJ, then," Jon said, tweaking his husband's nose. "I'll make it up to you 


later." 


"Okay!" Richie exclaimed, sitting bolt upright. "My night is getting better and better. Babysitting duties will have 
to happen more often, | think" 


Jon chortled as they both rose from the couch, heading in different directions to carry out their tasks. 


~ Ke 


Richie was sitting cross-legged on the couch with JJ sitting in his lap as Jon read the favourite childhood book, 


Dr Seuss’ The Lorax, completely oblivious to Lia's car pulling into the driveway sometime after 6 pm. 
"Catch! calls the Once-ler," Jon said in an animated voice that Lia remembered so well. 


"He lets something fall. It's a Truffula Seed. It's the last one of alll You're in charge of the last of the Truffula 
Seeds. And Truffula Trees are what everyone needs. Plant a new Truffula. Treat it with care. Give it clean 
water. And feed it fresh air. Grow a forest. Protect it from axes that hack. Then the Lorax and all of his 


friends may come back" 


Richie was bouncing the baby gently along to the cadence of Jon's voice, instilling a sense of beat and rhythm 
into his grandson, the same way he did with Sebastian and Lia at the same age and all throughout their 
childhood. 


Lia walked in quietly after hearing her dad speaking and leaned up against the door jamb, watching her fathers 
with her son. Jonathan was transfixed by Jon's voice, smiling when he made a silly voice or pulled a face as 


Richie moved his little arms around, feigning surprise or cheering along. 

When the story was finished, Lia clapped softly, drawing her fathers’ eyes her way. She smiled and shrugged 
out of her coat. "Nothing beats being read Dr Seuss by Daddy while Papa jiggles you along to the beat," she 

said, kissing her fathers’ cheeks as she spoke before taking Jonathan from Richie and sitting in the armchair, 
cooing and fussing over him. 


"You're home early," Jon noted, closing the book and setting it aside. "Did you have a nice time, Li-Li?" 


"| did, Daddy. Thanks again for looking after him today," she replied, as the baby, on smelling his mother and 
more importantly, his milk supply, started to get agitated and fussy. "But | missed this one too much." 


"Well, JJ's been an angel until just now," Richie offered. 


"That's because he can sme-. Wait! What did you call him, Papa?" Lia asked as she lifted her loose shirt to 


feed her son who was clamouring for his comfort, using it for modesty sake. 
"What?!" Richie frowned. "Oh! Um..JJ2" 


"Yeah," Lia said. "Like.l'm not angry. l'm a little surprised considering your past, Daddy. Why did you let Papa call 
him that?" 


"| didn't let Papa do anything," Jon replied, "considering it was me that initially did it. Now.. know you didn't want 


to shorten Jonathan's name down, but Jonathan is such a mouthful. So | called him Jonny just the once." 


"Too confusing for your old Papa," Richie added with a yawn 


"So | offered up Junior as a solution.which morphed into JJ," Jon explained. "You don't have to use it if you 


don't want to. The JJ nickname can just be for when he's here." 


Lia was silent as she fed her son, gently stroking his head that peeked out from beneath her shirt. Jon looked 
at Richie, who shrugged, as they waited for some kind of indication to what their daughter was thinking. 


Changing tack, Jon said, "Do you want to stay here tonight, Li-Li? | don't like the thought of you going back to 
your empty apartment.” 


"As much as | would like to, Daddy,” she replied, offering her dad a smile, "coz | know you'd take care of 
Jonathan and let me sleep. But | have to be an adult now. I'm not a child anymore.. have a child to look after. 
And a husband" 

"Don't remind me," Richie muttered under his breath, earning himself a dig in the ribs from his own husband. 


"Hush, Mookie," Jon hissed. "Tell us about your day, Li-Li. How were the girls?" 


Lia's face brightened as she recounted her day with her best friends. She finished feeding Jonathan, burped 
him and sat curled up in the armchair with him as they talked. 


"| should get this little one into bed," Lia said eventually, starting to unfurl herself from the chair. "Though it 
looks more like you need to go to bed, Papa. You haven't stopped yawning the whole time. Is everything okay?" 


"Hmm? Oh, yeah," Richie nodded, jumping up eagerly. "I'd forgotten how tiring having a small baby in the house 
could be. Let me go get the diaper bag ready." 


"You weren't that tired before, Mookie," Jon frowned, watching Richie pack the diaper bag. 
"Daddy, hold him for me while | freshen up?" 


‘Of course," Jon replied, taking his grandson and walking the little boy around the house, talking to him in a low 


murmur. ' 


Everything okay, babe?" he asked his husband as they made the circuit through the dining room and kitchen. 


"Here, Poppa. Have some goodbye cuddles." 


‘lm fine," Richie replied, taking the baby from Jon's arms. "Come to Poppa, Ju." He lavished kisses over the 
little face, making his grandson squirm. "Lia didn't say whether or not she approved of the nickname, did she?" 


"No..!m thinking it's a no, in that case," Jon sighed. 


"| didn't say that, Daddy," Lia said from the living room as she moved toward them, gathering up her handbag 


on the way through to the kitchen. "It's not that | don't like it, coz | do, even though we'd said we didn't want 
to shorten it. But..." She slipped into her father's embrace and curled up against Jon, gazing at him with a 


considering look. 
"But what, Li-Li?" Richie asked. 


"Daddy..are you sure youre okay with it?" Lia asked. "If you are.then, we won't fight you on it. Also, | want to 
ask Grandma Carol if she's okay with it, too, if you don't mind?!" 


"We raised a beautiful soul, Mookie, didn't we?" Jon said, not looking for an answer as he kissed his daughter's 
forehead. "Sweetheart, | laid that nightmare to rest long ago when your grandmother found me. And | think 
Grandma Carol has too. She'll be thrilled, though, that you're taking her feelings into account! Just as | am. | 
love you, Li-Li" Jon hugged Lia close, feeling very satisfied in their parenting abilities. 


Richie held JJ up and said in a sing-song voice, "Aww, look JJ, Grandpa and Mommy are all cuddly. Shall we go 
join them?" 


"Hasn't stopped you before," Jon grinned at Richie, holding his arm open for him, winking. "Besides..how else are 
we gonna do kissies on Li-Li?" he asked, grinning. With a gentle growl, he started attacking Lia's face with kisses. 


Lia squealed as both her fathers covered her face in kisses until Jonathan started to fuss. The childhood fun 


had never disappeared and always broke any tensions between the three of them. 

"Go get your coat on, sweetie," Jon said. "You need to go home and get this one settled in bed" 

"Thanks for having Jonathan today," Lia offered as Lia slipped on her coat and Richie dressed Jonathan in his 
warm coverall, fighting with the flailing arms and legs to get them into the outfit. "| really appreciate the 
break." 


Once Lia and Jonathan were settled in the car, with promises from Lia to call to let them know she got home 


without incident, Jon and Richie stood huddled together in the cold night air as they waved goodbye. 


They walked back into the garage and closed the door behind them. "Well, babe..we survived our first day of 
babysitting," Richie said, shutting the connecting door firmly to keep out the cold. 


"Did it wear you out, Mookie? You were yawning pretty badly," Jon said. 


"The way Lia was relaxing into that chair, | thought she'd never go home," Richie explained as he walked quickly 
through the house, locking doors and switching lights off. 


Jon, who was following his movements through the house with curiosity, said, "You certainly don't look tired 


now, though." 


"That's because," he said, finally moving back to Jon's side. Hooking his finger under Jon's chin and tilting it 
upward, he dropped a kiss onto his husband's mouth. "There was something mentioned about a tongue lashing 


and a spanking earlier. Know anything about those?" he mumbled against Jon's mouth. 

Richie noted the twinkle in the blue eyes as Jon replied, sliding his hands up over Richie's chest and around the 
back of his neck, "I think | might be able to help you out on that one. Care to discuss it further in bed?" He 
took Richie's lips with his and deepened the kiss until they were breathless. 


Im certainly open to negotiations, love," Richie sighed happily, taking Jon's hand and leading him into their 
bedroom, closing the door with a soft snick. 


**End Chapter ** 


Anybody Out There? (Sixx/Lee) 


Author's Notes: 

Set between Saturday Nights chapters 3 and b And Into The Echo chapters 10 and 8 We're both excited to see 
how this chapter is received. Its a bit experimental and was inspired by the way one gorgeous writer on A03 
(@QueenOfNew0rleans22) has done one of her stories. If you have an account over there, please go check out 
her stories, they're magnificent. She's only of tender in age but her writing is profound and mature. Anyway, | 
hope this one works. Please ask any questions, should you get lost/confused. Enjoy..and love to you all® J 


23rd August, 1119 


"Is your coin, talk to me!" 
Silence. 


Click 
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24th August, 779 


"This is Tommy..talk to me. Hello?!" 
Silence. 


Click. 
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25th August, |779 


"Listen, fucker. don't know who you are but if you're not gonna speak, then don't bother calling.” 
Silence. 
“Stupid fuck!" 


Click. 
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21th August, 1119 


"Nikki?! Nikki is that you?! Have you been calling? If it is, plea- 


Click 
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28th August, ITI 


"Nikki?! Don't hang up, please, babel I. just wan-" 


Click 
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3lst August, 1119 

"Hello.Nikki.baby, please?! Please..please don't hang up on me again. Just.just say my name to let me know 
you're okay." 

Pause. 


“Tommy.” 
"Nikki, fuck.thank Go-." 


Click 
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4th September, 1119 


"Goddamn it, Nikki. Please just fuckin’ talk to me! | miss you..and | love you." 
"How? How can you still love me after what | did to you?" 


"Because | do! | can't sfop loving you, you asshole. Fuck, Nikki! | asked you to marry me for fuck sake!" 


Click 
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[2th September, ITI 


"Hello." 


"You sound tired" 


‘lam. It might have something to do with the fact that lm running my clubs and Sixxty4 at the same time.” 
"Tommy, [-.’ 

Pause 

"| gotta go. 


Click 
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Bth September, IT19 


"Hel-." 

‘Its me." Pause. "l.l just.| needed to hear your voice." 

"Is everything okay, baby?" 

"Yes." 

"Are you eating..sleeping? | worry about you." 

"You don't have to." 

"Yes, | dol | love youl 

Silence. 

| need to know you have a roof over your head and you're eating right. | need to know you have that much." 
| have a shitty little one-room place so it doesn't cost much. That's all | need. A place to crash now and again." 


"You must be out of cash by now. Do | ask how you're paying for stuff?" 


"No." 
"No to what, Nik?" 

"No..don't ask." 

Pause. 

"Fuck.l'll wire you some money, okay?! This morning. All you gotta do is collect it" 

"You don't have to do that." 

"You're drawing an income from Sixxty4? anyway so you might as well use it." 

‘Tommy-" 

"Also.then you don't have to sink back into dealing out there. At least here, | can bail you out if necessary." 
Pause. 

"Tommy, |-." 

"Just shut the fuck up, Nik" 

Pause. 


"Don't you get it?! I'm outta my head without you. If you're not gonna come home, at least let me do 


this.please?! It can sit there for as long as it needs to, okay?!" 
"Tom- ..okay. Thank you." 


Click 
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23rd September, IT19 


"This is Tommy’s..and Nikk’s..answering machine. Dude, you know what to do." 


"Good enough, Tom? That was the sixth time..." 
"Yeah, baby, that was perfect." 


“Tommy..Pause.| just want to say.l'm sorry. lm sorry for running from you. I'm sorry for hurting you. You 


have every right not to believe me.but | am" 

Swit 

"| love you, Tommy. With everything | have.but | can't.! can't... 

Sob 

"Marriage, man.that's some fucked up shit from where | stand. It's just a fucking piece of paper. It doesn't 
fucking mean anything. lt doesn't stop you from leaving It doesn't stop you from fucking around on your 


partner! It doesn't stop you from fucking hating any kids you so happen to push out between your legs! And it 


doesn't stop you from spreading those fucking legs again as soon as you're able to!" 
Sob 
"lm fucked up, don't you see?! And THEY did that to ME 


Sob, 


| can't. can't do that to you, baby. | can't. can't take that chance that I'll fuck it up too and have you feeling 
the way | do. You're too fucking special for me to fuck up your life like that.” 


Sniff. Pause. 

"l- | gotta go. | gotta go do some business. I..uh.fuck! | messed up, babe. | messed up big time." 
Whimper. Whisper. 

"| don't want to do this... | don't wanna go out there...” 

Pause. 

"F Lif | don't make it back.just know that | love you, my Tommy. | always will, my baby boy." 
Pause. 

Whisper. 


"Forget about me, my Tommy..go live the life you deserve. | love you!" 


Click 
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l4th November, 1119 


"Talk to me." 

Sigh. Home. 

"Its me." 

"Nikki?! Fuck, babe! Where the fuck have you been?! It's been almost two months!" 

"You don't wanna know. l.l almost screwed up." 

"Wanna talk about it?" 

"No. You don't need that nightmare." 

"| don't ne-?! Fuck you, Nikki! You don't think | have nightmares about what's happened to you anyway? The 
fuckll You leave that cryptic-ass message when you knew | wasn't going to be around to hear..then you fucking 
disappear for two fucking months?! Don't you dare be fucking telling ME what | need and don't need. Fuck you, 
Nikkil!" 


“Tommy, l-" 


"FUCK! If you fucking say you're sorry one more fucking time, I'll fucking change this number as soon as you 


can blink" 

Pause. Sob. Sigh 

"Nikki. love you, baby. | want you to come home..to me. Please!" 
Whisper. 


"| love you, too." 


Click 
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[8th November, [779 


"Lo?" 
Pause. 

"You didn't change the number" 
Sigh 

"| couldn't bring myself to do it" 
Pause. 

"Nikki?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Are you seeing anyone out there?" 
Pause. 

"Yeah..kinda" 

"Tell me" 

Pause. 


"Tall, dark hair, brown eyes.. like you. Street rat..like me. He got kicked outta home for blowing a guy in his 


parents' basement. Works the streets now." 


"Sounds like the guy you used to date..the one you told me about." 


"That's coz it is." 
Pause. 

"Nikki?" 

"Hann?" 

Whisper. 

"| need you." 

"Me too, Tommy." 
Pause. 


"IIl phone soon, my Tommy.” 


Click. 
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24th November, IT79 


"This is Tommy!" 

"Tey, you” 

Sigh 

"Nik.] miss your voice." 
"Just my voice?" 
Pause. Sigh. 


"You know the answer to that, love." 


"I know. | miss you too." 

"Am | wasting my breath if | ask when you're coming home?" 
Pause. 

"Okay, | get the message." 

Pause. 


"Then I'll ask if you've been taking care of yourself. And I'll ask what you do with your time out there. | know 


you haven't accessed much of that money | send you." 


| only take what | need. I'm okay, Tommy. I'm doing what | used to do out here. A little of this and a little of 
that." 


"Fuck! | had a feeling that's what you meant by your message. Did they hurt you badly?" 
Pause. 

‘Im still here, arent |?" 

Sniff 

"Tommy?" 

Sniff. 

"Yeah?" 

‘Is your hair still long?" 

Exhale. 

"Yeah, baby. | won't cut it until you're back here, Nik" 
‘| love your hair, my Tommy." 

Huff 

"Just my hair, babe?" 


Exhale. 


"No. think you know that answer to that." 
Pause. Whisper. 

"Come home, Nik" 

Whisper. 

"Soon, my love." 


Click. 
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Ist December, IT19 


"What?!" 

Anger. Frustration 

"Ouch. Everything okay, babe?" 
Pause. 


"No! Everything is not okay, Nikki! Dad had a heart attack and my lover is across the other side of the 
country. How can either of those things be okay?!" 


Pause. Shock 

"Fuck! Is.is he okay? Tommy, Im sorry 

"You should be here, Nikki! With me, you motherfucker! Not banging some Jersey rent-boy! 
Pause. Inhale. Regret 


‘| was scared. | needed you and you weren't here. But | got no fucking way of contacting youl” 


"Is your Dad okay?!" 

Yelling. Fear. Frustration 

"Yes! He's still in hospital but they caught it in time. He has hardening of the arteries or some shit like that" 
Pause. Relief. 

‘Tommy-" 

"Just just don't, Sixx. | gotta go-.” 

"Mid-City Diner..you remember that one? Leave a message with Rosie. She'll get it to me." 

Pause. Sigh 

"How can | forget the place | lost my heart?" 


Click. 
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4th December, IT149 


"Nikki! 
"Hey, baby. | got your message. Is everything okay?" 
"Yeah. Dad was released yesterday” 

"That's great news, Tommy. Voula must be relieved" 
"Yeah.we all are" 

Pause 


"Nik.l'm sorry | yelled at you last time you rang. | was scared." 


"You don't ever have to apologise for that. | know how much you love your family.” 
Pause. 
"They probably hate me, don't they? | don't blame them, to be honest. | hurt you." 


"They don't hate you. Confused and worried is more likely. Just like | am. Your saving grace with my family..is 


that you still love me. You do, don't you, Nik? Love me, that is." 
Pause. Sigh. Longing. 

"You know | do, my Tommy." 

"Good! | love you too, my sexy Sixx." 

‘Listen, baby..| gotta go. I'll phone in a couple of days." 

‘| miss you. Bye, Nikki." 

"Bye, baby." 


Click 
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l4th December, I779 


"Lo" 
‘Hey’ 

"Nikkiiiiiiii, ish you! | mish you, Nikki." 
Noise. 

"Are you drunk?" 


"Not jus' drunk, my Sixxy. I'm sloshed..stewed.tanked.plastered. juiced and feelin’ nooooo pain" 


"Are you alone?" 

Grunt 

"Yesh..aaall alone..now." 

"What do you mean by all alone now?" 

"| hic washn't alone before. Now. am." 

Pause. Hurt Anger. 

"Did you sleep with them?" 

"Anm what if | did? You're not here. You lef me aaall alone. You don’ luff me anymore." 
"Don't say that, Tommy." 

"Why not, Sixx?! Iss tha truth, innit?!" 

Barb, Poison. Pain 

"Only the partial truth, Tommy. | still love you!" 


"Funny way ya got to show it, Sixx. Usually when a guy ashks you to ma-hic-marry them..ya fuckin say YES 


and not fuckin’ run back to the street-whore he used to date." 
"Then hate me! Set me free..set yourself free!" 

Yelling. Pain. Anger. Heartbreak 

Whisper. 

"Do you want to be free, Nikki?" 

"God!" 

Pause. 

"Nol | lo-" 


"Then come home..before | do set you free." 


Click 
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Ith December, I119 


"This is Tommy’s..and Nkkis..answering machine. Dude, you know what to do." 

"Good enough, Tom? That was the sixth time..." 

"Yeah, baby, that was perfect." 

“Tommy?! Tommy.. know you're there." 

Pause. 

"Please pick up." 

Pause. 

"C'mon, Tommy..please. | know we both said a lotta things in the last call but..fuck, please pick up." 


Panic. 


"| wanna talk about it. don't wanna be set free. | don't wanna be free of you! | know what I've done is fuckin’ 


mental but..fuck, | don't even know anymore." 
Pause. 


"Can we..can we come to some kind of compromise? If we can do that.if we can find a way to work around my 


abject fear of marriage, then.then I'll come home." 
Pause. Fear. Hope. 


"Tommy..if you're listening now or if you listen later.| miss you. | miss your smile and | miss your eneray. It's 
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not the same without you." 


"But..if you've decided to cut me loose and move on..fuck.it's the bed that | made and l'Il have to live with it." 


Pain. Tears. Whisper. 
| love you, my Tommy. I'll always love you." 


Click 
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Christmas Day, 1119 


"This is Tommy’s..and Nkkis..answering machine. Dude, you know what to do." 
"Good enough, Tom? That was the sixth time..." 

"Yeah, baby, that was perfect." 

"Tommy?! Are ya there?" 


Silence. 


"Okay, | guess not. | just wanted to wish you a Merry Christmas, baby. | guess you're with your folks so | 
hope you have a lovely time with them. lll talk to you later, okay? | love you, my Tommy.” 


Click 


RE ~ KK 


New Year's Eve, 1119 


"This is Tommy’s..and Nikkis..answering machine. Dude, you know what to do." 
"Good enough, Tom? That was the sixth time..." 
"Yeah, baby, that was perfect." 


"Happy New Year, baby. | don't know where you are at the moment but all | know is that it's lonely without 
you. Stay safe out there tonight, yeah? You know the loonies are out and about on New Year's..that's probably 


why I'm out on the streets tonight. Anyway.| miss you and | love you." 


Click. 
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lOth January, 1180 


"Nik?!" 
"Yeah, it's me. | was worried you wouldn't answer. Again. | hate that | keep missing you lately." 


"Missing me on the phone? Or missing me, full stop? You know what..forget | asked that. | spent a few nights 
with Mom and Dad. Just for some family time, ya know." 


"You know | meant both, baby. How are they? How's your Dad feeling?" 


"He's getting there. He's frustrated that he doesn't have the same energy levels as before. Mom's fussing 


over him too." 

"Well, nothing has changed there, then” 

"You're right there!" 

Pause. 

"Tommy..can we talk about it?" 

"What?! Mom fussing over Dad? Or the elephant in the room, Nik? 

Sigh 

"Yeah..that one. l'm.. want to say l'm sorry. For all the hurt I've caused you over these few months." 


"Four months, three weeks and two days to be exact, Nikki. Do you want me to get into the hours and minutes, 


too? Coz | can!" 


Shock. Exhale. 


‘| deserve that" 

"Yes, you do." 

Pause. 

‘I'm sorry, Nik. didn't mean to jump on you like that." 

"Yeah, you did.it's okay. | understand" 

'So..you mentioned some kind of compromise? What did you have in mind, Nik?" 

Hope. Anxiety. Exhale. 

"Firstly..we learn. We don't forget what's happened but we learn from it. I've learned that you need a solid 
commitment from me. l'm prepared to give that to you if you'll accept me back, but it can't involve marriage. | 
just can't, l'm sorry, my Tommy." 

"But.| have a solution to that if you're willing,” 

"Oh?" 

| thought that you could..you could collar me?!" 

"Really?! You'd do that?" 

"Yog" 

"Nikki..that's..wow." 

"Is that a good wow?" 

"Yeah, babe." 

Hope. Happiness Peace. 


"Secondly, we forgive each other for any indiscretions that may have arisen from my stupidity. Any shitty 


things we've said to each other and any sex we've had with others." 
"Others? Plural? What makes you think there was more than one on my end. Or even anyone at all?" 


"Oh.well, l.the last time we fought, you said-." 


| know what | said, Nik. | was drunk..and | was hurting. | was thinking about things. You forgot my birthday. You 


missed it." 
Silence. Hurt. Regret. Heartbreak. 
“Tommy, [-" 


"Forget it, Nikki. It's done now. | forgive you for not remembering my birthday..this time. Don't let it happen 


again" 

"At least | didn't forget Christmas or New Year?!" 

"| don't care about them, Nik You missed my birthday. My day..and you forgot. You didn't call for your 
birthday either. | was ready for you to, though. | had a party blower ready. And one of those popper things 
with the streamers and shit." 


Pause. 


"You know what?! Forget | mentioned birthdays. Forget Christmas, too. You mentioned forgiveness earlier; it's a 


New Year so..clean slate?" 

"Clean slate, love." 

Pause. Exhale. Relief 

"Nik. love you. Come home. Please." 


Click. 


RE ~ RK 


30th January, 1780 


"Nikki?" 


Happiness. 


"Yeah.it's me. How are you, baby?" 
"Lonely at night when | get home." 
"Me too, babe. The bed is cold without you." 


"Let's not go down that path tonight. Tell me something..you mentioned that you'd be willing to be collared? Tell 
me about that." 


Smile. Happy. Compromise. Hope. 
"Well..a Dom will collar their sub with a symbol of their commitment to each other. A contract, if you will” 
"So..kinda like a marriage." 


"Yeah, | guess. The Dom will vow to keep the sub safe and happy, and to always hold their best interests at 


heart. The sub will agree to do whatever the Dom wishes, within their own predetermined safety realms." 
"Okay. What kind of symbol would it be? Like an actual collar; a dog's collar?" 

"It could be, babe. Or it could be as simple as a necklace. It's a personal thing." 

"And you'd be willing to do this?" 


"Uh-huh. I've realised you need my commitment to you..in whatever shape that takes. I'd rather be on my 


knees, naked, in front of you than in front of some unknown, unseen deity or the eyes of the law." 

Pause. Settle. Commitment 

"Nik..2" 

"Hmm?" 

"What would you wear?" 

Pause. 

"Tell you what, if..no..when | come home, we'll go shopping together. I've been given the heads-up about a new, 
membership-only, specialty store hidden just off Rodeo Drive. It's called Enslaved Made to measure kink gear 


and one-off pieces of body jewellery. How does that sound?" 


"You said when.when you come home." 


Love. Happiness. Sunshine. 

"Yeah, | did" 

"Make it soon, Nikki." 

"| will, love. Very soon. But right now.. gotta go. Talk to you soon, okay?!" 
"Stay safe, baby. | love you." 

"To the moon and back, babe." 


Click 


eK ~ KK 


Valentine's Day, 1180 


"Hel-." 

"Happy Valentine's Day, my Tommy." 

"Hey, sexy Sixx. Happy hearts and flowers day to you too, baby. I've been waiting for your call" 

"You have? So whatcha doing?" 

"Lying here thinking of you. | may or may not have my dick in my hand at the moment." 

Heat. Lust. Desire. 

"Where are you? Living room or bedroom?" 

"Neither..out by the pool looking up at the stars. Look up for me, Nikki. Look at the same stars I'm looking att" 


"I see them. Tell me what you were thinking about, my Tommy.’ 


‘| was thinking about our first date. How we walked through the streets in the dark. The way you kissed me at 
the river. All those stars above us. Those same stars as tonight. How many first kisses have they seen, | 
wonder? How many first fucks?" 


Pause. Love. Calmness. Sadness. 


"Probably millions but there's only one that matters. Ours. | knew that night that you and me were meant to 
be." 


"Until | fucked it up." 
"No, babe, you didn't. | did! Big time. | don't think I'll ever stop regretting it either." 
Pause. Realisation. Resolve. 


"Mmm..don't wanna talk about that just now. | wanna hear your voice, Nik. Talk to me as though you're 


standing here..watching me." 


| think | can manage that. | hope those stars are looking down on your tight little, naked body. You're giving the 
neighbours a show, aren't you? Lying there in the moonlight and nothing else." 


Moan. Gasp. Sigh 


"Yeah. just me and the man in the moon. You're standing at the end of the lounger, watching me. Can you see 


me, baby?" 

| can. You got your legs spread wide for me while you stroke yourself. The moonlight is providing the perfect 
spotlight for me. You look like an angelan angel that's tasting sin for the first time..and loving every moment 
of it" 


Dreams. Desire. Heat 


"You're stroking that cock of yours slowly, aren't you? Ever so slowly. Working that spot that | know you love 
so much. Play with your balls for me, baby." 


Groan. Sigh. Gasp. Hard 
"Nikki..." 
"That's it, my Tommy. | wanna take you in my mouth so bad right now. | wanna taste you. | wanna feel that 


vein throb against my tongue. Hold the phone down so | can hear how slippery you are, coz | know that you're 


dripping with precum right now, arent you?" 


"Yeah..." 

"Delicious. Wet your finger for me, babe, and play with that hole of yours. Slide that finger in slowly." 

Horny. Lust. Regret. Decisions 

"Oh, god.mmm, Nik." 

"That's it, my Tommy. Put the phone on the lounger beside you so you can still hear me but use both hands. | 
want you to fuck yourself as you think of me. The stars are our only invited witnesses. If anyone else sees, 
then fuck ‘em. It's just you and me, baby." 

Noise. Echo. Hollow. Groan Sigh. Slurp. Juice. 

"God that sounds amazing, babe. Imagine they're my fingers as they slide into your hot little hole. Stretching 
you out and driving you wild as | hit that spot inside. Fuck.'m so fucking hard right now, listening to you fuck 
yourself" 


"Mmm.Nik.oh god..right there, babe." 


"Did | get it? Is that heat swirling through you and centring in a deadly pool of lust just waiting for my sinful 


angel to cum for me?" 
"Yes..yeah, fuck, yeah..." 


"Slide another finger in, my love. You know how thick | am. | need to see at least three fingers stretching you, 


fucking you, getting you ready for my cock" 
"Got.fuck, got four in.Nikki, baby, | need you, | need your cock in me." 
Lust. Beg Moan. Sigh 


"m here, baby. Do you know how hot you look right now? l'm so hard and | want you so bad. l'm leaning over 


you..kissing you..loving you..as | can feel how hot your ass is. My cock is weeping to be inside you right now." 
"Yes..please, Nikki! | need you!" 


‘Okay..shh, baby.l'm sliding in now. Open up for me, my Tommy. That's it..so hot.so fucking hot. Can you feel 
me? Can you feel me throbbing inside you? Sliding in and out of your heat?" 


"Mmmm. Fuck...” 


Pause. Dark. Alone. Furtive. Zip. Exposed Hand. Sigh. Need. Lust. 


"Tommy.my Tommy. I'm close, baby." 

Mewl. Whimper. Groan. Friction Need 

"Nikki..baby, please..need to..." 

‘lm right here, babe. l'm almost there, too." 

Need Urgent. Covet. Thirst. Crave. 

‘Cum for me, my Tommy. Cum for me while | fill you with my cream. Ungh..so hot..fuck!" 
Groan. Gasp. Cry. Release. Finally, 

"Oh..fuck..Nikkiiiii..nmm." 

Panting. Gasping. Breathing, Tears. Sticky. Fumble. Noise. 

"Nik?" 

"Hmm.here." 

"Did you..?" 

"Yeah..fuck!" 

"Phone box?" 

"Yeah..no one around. Thank fuck! There's a new addition to the graffiti here now." 

"Hal Yeah, l'm a mess, too. | think the phone might need a clean too. Oh.hello Mrs Chalmers!" 
"Did you get busted by the neighbourhood busy-body?" 

"| guess so. tll be all over the neighbourhood tomorrow, probably." 

Pause. Happy. Peace. Love. 

"Tommy, l- ." 


"I know, Nik. Me too, baby. Happy Valentine's Day, babe." 


Click. 


eK k% 


21th February, 1780 


"Hey..talk to me." 

"Babe..you sound frazzled. Whatcha doing?" 

"Hey, Nikki. Just tryna cook some dinner before | head out to work" 

"I miss your cooking. What's on the menu, chef?" 

"Baked butternut squash, grilled asparagus with pan-fried salmon" 

"Oh god..you made my stomach rumble." 

"| heard it! Oh..ouch..oh shit!" 

"You okay?" 

"Yeah.just caught the edge of my hand on the hot pan" 

"Put the phone down and let me listen to you. I'll pretend l'm sitting on the counter watching you." 
"You sure? That'll be a waste of your coin" 

"| don't care. | want to just picture you in our kitchen, cooking for me." 

Pause. Noise. Echo. 

"Okay..can you still hear me?" 

"Yeah, babe. You know you should be wearing clothes while you're cooking, don't you?" 


Amusement. 


"How did you know | was just in my underwear?" 
"I know everything about you, Tommy, my love." 
Pause. 

"How are the clubs going? 


"Chugging along nicely, actually. Patronage is up at Sixxty4, too. Getting some good bands on the books. You had 


some good suggestions.” 

Noise. Sizzle. Dishes 

"lm glad. Dinner smells amazing, babe." 

"Ha.liar. | hate cooking for one. | wish you were here." 

Pause. Regret. Decision Love. Family. 

"Me too, baby. Me too." 

Pause. 

"Babe..someone needs the phone so | gotta say goodbye. | love you. Stay safe tonight, okay?! I'll see you soon" 
"See me?" 

Surprise. Hope. 

"You know what | mean" 

"Unfortunately, | do. | love you, Nik Wish you were here, baby" 
Click. 

"Me too, baby. More and more each day." 


Decision. Walking. 


eR k% 


2nd March, 1980 


Home 

Yearning. Need 

Decision. Finally. 

Family. Forever. Committed 

Home. Hurry. Home. Hurry. 

Phone. No, no time. Running. Taxi 

Home hurry home hurry home. 

Phone. No time. Running. Ticket. Boarding 
Hary Home 


Tomm y! 


| Got The Girl (Bongiovi/ Sambora) 


Author's Notes: 
Oh hey..lookie here. managed to finally finish a chapter. I've figured out that | *need* a timeframe to work 
from otherwise | just faff about | hope everyone has been well and happy. I've missed you alll J 


** Jordan's POV#* 
** Thanksgiving 20Il** 


Rosie's Bar was jam-packed and pumping. The Thanksgiving party had become an annual event since the 
inaugural one thrown by Sebastian's dads, Richie and Jon. And the guest numbers seem to flourish each year 


with family, friends and staff with their families. 


The line between those three was blurred for Jordan. He was Sebastian's best friend; oldest friend so that 
kinda made him family too by their reckoning, but he also helped out at Rosie's when they were stuck for 
staff. He and Sebastian had both put in hours in their school holidays as they grew up, bussing tables and 
helping in the kitchen until they were old enough to be handling the liquor behind the bar. 


That was the job he enjoyed the most as the bar on the weekends proved a good place to scout for girls. The 
storeroom out back proved handy on more than one occasion. He and Seb chose the nights that Richie and Jon 


weren't on-site, for their nights of illicit hook-ups in the storeroom. 


Tonight was a little different. Tonight was family, in the broader sense of the word. So he decided to stay 
behind the bar for most of the time Richie and his band, and whoever decided to join in, played. Seb was up 
there with his dads, trading guitar licks with Richie and singing back up. Richie and his band had taken both 
boys under their wings and taught them everything they knew. Jordan had been invited up with them by 
Richie but had offered to keep the bar tended instead. 


He was currently watching the band and idly scanning the crowd when a group of girls caught his eye. They 
seemed to be around sixteen or so, giggling and hugging as though they hadn't seen each other for a while. 
Understandable considering, not all staff brought their spouses and children to the Thanksgiving bash each 


year 
But it was particularly one girl; a shapely figure of medium height with wild blonde curls hanging down between 
her shoulders stopping just shy of her curvaceous bottom that was encased in a pair of soft blue jeans. 


Jordan licked his lips in appreciation and felt his cock twitch with interest within the confines of his pants. 


Jordan was distracted momentarily while serving someone but his eyes kept flicking back to the blonde. He was 


praying to all deities he could think of to get her to turn around so he could work his charm on her. 
"Hey, butthole," his sister, Rosie, called as she approached the bar. 


"What do you want, brat?" he asked with a smile. He loved his little sister even though she was the biggest 
pain in the butt ever. 


"| would like," she said, putting on a posh accent, "a glass of wine, please." 


"Phht, in your dreams, kid!" he scoffed. "You're too young and besides Mom and Dad would kill you..then come 
looking for me. No..not happening." 


"Aww come on, Jordi," Rosie pleaded. "Mom's down in the geriatric mosh pit and Dad..well, | don't know where 


Dad is." 


"Exactly..you don't know where Dad is. He could be watching you right this very minute, ready to bust both 


our asses as soon as we step outta line!" 


"I thoroughly despise you some days, brother,” she pouted. "Can | please have a coke then?" she asked with a 
sigh and a roll of her eyes. 


"Yes, sister dearest, you may," he replied with a straight face before turning toward the stack of glasses. His 
eyes flicked over toward where the blonde had been standing as he turned back to Rosie, only to find the 
group of girls gone. 


Jordan placed the drink in front of Rosie with a distracted smile. "Get outta my face, brat," he grumbled. 


"Touchy, touchy," Rosie grinned. She collected her drink and blew her brother a kiss before melting into the 


crowd. 


It wasn't until after the band had finished and the rush for drinks that always followed, that Jordan had a 
chance to scan the crowd again. He poured himself a drink before leaving the bar area after being relieved of 


his duties and started his quest in finding the blonde. 


"Hey, buddy!" Sebastian hooked his arm around Jordan's neck. He was hot and sweaty from being beneath the 
stage lights and grinning like a loon. "You should have joined us, Jord." 


"Phht,” he scoffed "How can | compete with the Family Von Trapp of New Jersey?" 


"Fuck off, asshole," Sebastian laughed. "You're just as good as anyone up there, including my dads. C'mon, man, 


admit it..you're just chicken-shit scared of being up on stage." 


Jordan stopped dead in his tracks when a flash of blonde curls caught his eye from across the room. 


"Hey! I'm talking to you," Seb chuckled, smacking Jordan in the middle of his chest. "What..or should | say 


who.has caught your eye?" 

"Um.who's the blonde?" Jordan asked distractedly. 

"That blonde?" Seb asked in surprise. "You..you mean you don't know? Dude, you know who that is!" 

Jordan frowned and looked at his best friend. "Huh?! | do?" 

"Have you smoked something tonight, man?" Seb asked. "If so, where's my share?!" 

Jordan shook his head, not understanding what Seb was trying to say. His friend's laughter changed to a look of 
concern briefly before he rolled his eyes with a heavy sigh. Sticking his fingers in his mouth, Seb let out a 
whistle and yelled, "Lia 

Jordan felt as though time stood still as the object of his desire turned as though in slow motion only to 
reveal the face he knew almost as well as his best friend's. His best friend's sister. His best friend's younger 
sister..who was only three years older than his own litle sister. Fuck! Double fuck! 

Shit! When did the kid grow up? he wondered as he watched Lia move away from her friends to join them. 
"You whistled, brother dear?" she said. "Hey, Jordan. What did you want?" 


"Jordan just- oof" Jordan elbowed Seb in the ribs to stop him from embarrassing him. 


Lia looked at him expectantly. Jordan drank in her features that he knew so well but that had morphed 


magically into a vision that he was having trouble reconciling. 
"l-I just hadn't seen you yet," Jordan stuttered. "So | wanted to say hi." 


"Oh! Well.hi," Lia smiled, tilting her head to the side a little. A brief flash of something passed over her eyes. 
"Why didn't you get up with the band, Jordi?" 


His stomach flipped a little at the familiar nickname but for some reason, it affected him tonight. "Oh! Um. 
dunno," he replied. "Thought I'd let the professionals take care of things tonight" 


"But you're really good, too. Probably better than this one," she said, tugging on Seb's long hair. "Much better 


looking, too. | mean.look at this hair!" 
"Hey!" her brother protested. "If Pop can still pull off the long hair, then | can certainly rock it" 


Jordan took a quick sip of his beer and grinned at the siblings as they fought amongst themselves. He noted 


that Lia didn't say anything about his own hair. 

Tonight, he thought, is a night for getting drunk and ignoring this. And whatever ‘this is.its wrong! 

He drained his beer quickly after that and excused himself to go get another. 

Jordan continued to drown himself that night and had to crash upstairs in the loft with Sebastian 


The next day and subsequent days and weeks, Jordan did everything in his power to ignore the thoughts of his 
best friend's Atle sister. 


A little sister who he'd grown up with, thinking of her as his own little sister and all the trials and tribulations 
that that involved. Having Lia tag along behind him, whenever he was at the Bongiovi-Sambora house, when he 
and Seb were playing whatever they played when they were kids and getting in their faces when they were 
trying to do their homework. It was cute up until a point.then it just became annoying. It had settled down a 
little once she'd started school because she had her own friends but Jordan had still considered her as 
another sister. 


Until that Thanksgiving. 


Jordan tried dating other girls, bedding most of them too but none seemed to hold his attention for long 
enough to make it to a third date. Instead, he found himself making excuses to visit when Seb was going home 
to his dads' house or volunteering for extra shifts at Rosie's on weekends or when he wasn't at school..on the 


off-chance that Lia would be with Jon or Richie when they were there. 

wie 

**Christmas Day 20I** 

Christmas found him staring vacantly out of the window at his parents' place after dinner, wondering what the 
Bongiovi-Samboras were doing. He felt his phone buzz in his back pocket. He pulled it out and saw a text from 


Seb. 


Man, the grandparents are all gone finally. Wanna come over for a beer with me and the oldes? Im BORED and 
Lia is being a PITA as always.. 


Jordan grinned and replied with a quick message saying he'd be there soon 


"Mom?!" he called. He walked through the house to the living room where his parents were curled up on the 


sofa in front of the fire. "I'm heading over to Seb's for a beer. I'll be home in a couple of hours," he said. 


"Okay, honey. You can take them one of those cookie containers. Wish everyone a Merry Christmas, won't you? 


From all of us, not just you," Sylvie chuckled, knowing her son too well. "Tell them I'll be in touch about New 


Year, okay?" 
"Will do, Mom." 
"Drive safely, Jordi. Don't drink too much then think you can drive in this weather." 


Nick swivelled to pin his son with a serious look. His final tour of duty, back when they were kids, saw Nick 
return home and settle into life as an instructor. He was planning his retirement from the Army in the next 
couple of years and a well-deserved vacation with Sylvie to Tuscany. He was already looking to the future and 
had started to set up a security business, with Rose's being his first client: 


"| won't, Dad," Jordan replied. "You know I'll crash there if need be..or cab it home." 


He kissed his mother and ruffled his dad's hair before collecting the cookies and putting his jacket on. He 
shivered in the cold and quickly started his car, allowing time for it to warm up before backing out of the 
driveway for the short drive to his friend's house. 


The house hadn't changed much over the years despite Richie's growth in popularity. They'd installed better 
security, converted space above the garage for Seb to use as a hangout when they'd gotten older and bought 
a vacation home down in Florida but for the most part, they were still the same as when Jordan and his 


parents had first met them. 


Seb's parties were renowned amongst their group of friends for having both the most relaxed yet vigilant of 
all the parents. Their home was always full of friends and family and no one was ever turned away in a time 
of crisis, no matter how small. The parents of Seb and Lia's friends could always count on Jon and Richie to 


look out for their children. 

Jordan pulled into the drive and smiled at the way the house looked welcoming on such a cold night. 
Remembering to grab the container of cookies, he made his way to the front of the house, not knowing if Seb 
had told anyone that he was coming. Reaching the front door, he shivered in the icy air and hurriedly pressed 
the button. It didn't take long for the door to swing open. 

"Dude! Get in here!" Seb said, yanking Jordan in by the front of his jacket. 

"Woah..eager, much?" Jordan chuckled. "Merry Christmas, Seb!" 

"Yeah..you too!" Seb replied as he spied the cookies in Jordan's hand. “Alright! Cookies! Did your mom make 
them?" He snatched the container out of his hands and opened it. "So good!" he mumbled as he chewed. Jordan 
shrugged out of his jacket and hung it up behind the door. 

"Hey Jordan," Jon called out from the kitchen. "Merry Christmas, bud!" 


"You too, Jon," he replied with a wave. "Mom sent these cookies..if there's any left!" He wrenched the container 


back out of Seb's hands and walked through to the kitchen. "She also said to wish you both a Merry Christmas 
and that she'd be in touch about New Year." 


"Want a beer?" Seb asked as they moved toward the kitchen. 


"Sure, thanks," Jordan said, trying to figure out where Lia and Richie were. "You two alone?" He handed over 


the container to Jon. 

"Thanks," Jon said with a grin, popping the lid open and sniffing. "Richie and Lia have taken Joan home. They'll be 
home soon" He picked out a cookie and took a bite, groaning in delight at the sweet treat. "Sylvie makes the 
best cookies." 

The three men chatted around the kitchen island, exchanging stories from their respective feasts and visitors. 
Jordan felt as though he was on high alert and jumpy though Jon and Sebastian, if they noticed anything, didn't 


mention it. 


When he heard the familiar noise of the garage door roll up then down, he braced himself to not show any 


outward eagerness to see Lia He was a little disappointed when Richie came through the door first. 


"Hey, Jordan.it wouldn't be Christmas without seeing you, man," Richie greeted his son's friend. "How are your 


folks?" 

"Sylvie sent cookies, Mookie,” Jon said, holding out the container which had significantly depleted 
"You mean she sent crumbs, babe?" Richie chuckled, kissing Jon on the side of his head. 

"Your son is equally guilty," Jon chuckled. 

"Hey, don't throw me under the bus, Dad!" 


"Oh look." Lia's voice drifted over Jordan like honey. He gave an involuntary shiver of delight. "Its Dumb and 
Dumber." 


"Looking in a mirror, Lia?" Jordan blurted out. 
Oh! Fuck! Did he just say that?! 


A chorus of oohs rang through the kitchen as Lia gaped at Jordan. He took a long swallow of his beer to 
disquise his error and peered at Lia over the bottle at his lips. 


Lia narrowed her eyes at him and he knew he was a dead man. "You're a goner, Frazer!" 


"Yeah..| believe | am," he muttered more to himself than anything. 


"You kinda walked into that one, Babygirl," Jon chuckled, moving past Lia and dropping a kiss to her head on the 
way past. 


The four children had grown up together so closely they acted like siblings. Their respective parents knew 
instinctively when something was said in good humour and when it was in anger and treated the situation 


accordingly. 


In the dining room, Jon dug through the in-built shelves and pulled out a box. "How about you get your 
revenge with this?" He handed Lia the battle-worn Monopoly box. 


Jordan, who was watching closely, saw Lia quickly brush away a tear that just made him feel like an absolute 
bastard. "Yeah, c'mon, Lia.l'll let you beat me for once,” he taunted. 


Why? Why the fuck did you do that, you idot? His internal dialogue cursed him a blue streak. 

The challenge was thrown down and accepted and the rest of the night was spent in the good-natured rivalry. 
Jon excused himself when his Florida family called, so it gave them a perfect opportunity to take a break. 
Richie replenished drinks and Sebastian grabbed some snacks leaving Lia and Jordan at the table. 

Jordan picked up the closest playing piece and fiddled with it in his fingers, just for something to do. 

"Hey!" Lia said, slapping his hand. "Don't even think about sabotaging the game, dumbass.” 

"Huh? Oh!" he said. "Wasn't intentional. | was thinking.” 


"Thinking, huh? Hope you didn't hurt anything in there?" Lia said, patting him on the head. 


Their eyes met and Lia smiled as her fingers stayed a little too long in his hair. For a moment Jordan saw 
something in her eyes. He felt his breath catch and his heart speed up a litte. 


Fuck! 


He cleared his throat which broke the spell that had settled over them and said, "Listen.I'm sorry about calling 


you dumb earlier. You know | didn't mean it, right?!" 


Lia smirked and sent him a side-eye. "Sure you did. | wouldn't have expected anything less from you when you 


get together with my brother. You're completely different when you're not with him." 
"Oh?" 


"Yeah..but | can see the difference," she smiled sweetly. 


Jordan wanted to continue the conversation but the person in question threw himself back into his seat, 


knocking the table and sending playing pieces scattering, 
"Seb!" Lia exclaimed. "You did that deliberately!" 

"| did not! | tripped!" 

"Yeah, over your big-assed clown shoes,” his sister retorted. 


"Stop being a whiny-assed brat," Seb grumped as they tried to set the pieces straight. "You weren't winning 


anyway. | was" 
"Papal Did you hear what he called me?! 

'Seb.uncalled for, son," Richie scolded. "Lia, same goes for you" 

‘Ugh! l'm so outnumbered," she cried, dropping her head onto her arms 
"Aww.poor little boo-boo," Seb taunted his sister. 

"Sebastian!" Richie exclaimed crossly. "That's enough.both of you!" 


"Dude..." Jordan muttered to his friend, trying to calm the situation, having been in the fallout zone from the 


siblings' arguments many times over the years. 
| hate you sometimes, Seb," she said. "You always manage to ruin everything!" Lia pushed away from the 
table, scattering the pieces again that had been painstakingly set right, and flounced off to her room. The slam 


of the door followed soon after. 


"She must be on her period or some shit like that," Sebastian muttered, taking a long swallow from his beer. 
"She behaves like a spoiled brat when she is." 


"And by now you should know not to be an asshole and how to look after your sister when she is," Richie 
retorted, smacking his son on the back of his head as he sat back down at the table. "Now.since you were 


winning, you can make the decision to pack this up or leave it and we'll continue tomorrow." 


Seb sighed and started to pack up the game and an uneasy silence descended over them until Jon returned 


from the bedroom, having retreated there while he was on the phone. 
"What the hell was all that about?" he asked, placing the phone back in its charging station. 


"Just the usual, Cowboy," Richie replied. "Get outta here, you two. I'll finish up." 


"Thanks, Pops. And yeah, before you say it.. I'll apologise tomorrow," Seb said as he and Jordan left the table. 
Seb grabbed another couple of beers from the kitchen. "C'mon, man, we'll go up to the loft" 


Jordan was torn. For years it had always been him and Seb against their sisters but something had shifted 
since Thanksgiving, something seismic, about his thoughts and feelings about his best friend's sister. 


He sighed as he climbed the internal stairs to Sebastian's hangout above the garage, and decided, for tonight at 
least, to just enjoy hanging with his brother-in-arms, get drunk, shoot the shit and play a little Playstation. He 
already knew he'd be crashing here overnight.just to see Lia again in the morning. 

wk 


**New Year's Eve 20Il** 


New Year's Eve at Sylvie and Nick's saw their house full of friends and relatives. It was an interesting mix of 


people. 
There were his father's Army colleagues, who were clearly identifiable by their short hair amongst the people 
from Rosie's who had become friends over time through their connection with Jon and Richie. There were also 


old family friends from Nick and Sylvie's past and a scattering of school friends of Jordan's and Rosie's. 


Jordan was only holding out on one person appearing tonight; Lia. He'd spent extra time in the bathroom, much 


to Rosie's annoyance. He'd even gone shopping that day and bought new clothes. 


Even though his college was reasonably close to home, he lived on campus for most of the year out of 


convenience for his love life. But he spent the holidays at home with the family. 


Every time the front door opened Jordan's senses were on high alert. Or so he thought. He was talking with 


someone when he was launched upon from behind. 

"Happy New Year's, man," Sebastian greeted him. 

Right family, wrong person. 

"Same to you, Seb," Jordan smiled and gave his friend a bear hug. "Where's the rest of the family?" 

"They're here somewhere," his friend shrugged. "Pop had some food to bring in so they're probably in the 
kitchen. No idea where Li-Li is. She and Rosie are probably upstairs swooning over One Direction or some shit 


like that. | mean.that's real not music, is it?!" 


"Nah, brother," Jordan agreed. "Rock and roll all the way!" He lost himself if the camaraderie of his friends 
quickly as the debate over music escalated amongst the group and thoughts of Lia faded slightly. 


Later, Jordan was in the kitchen when he saw Lia outside, sitting alone on the top step from the patio. 
Watching her, he took a sip of his beer before deciding to go out to find out why she was outside in the cold 
and by herself. 


Grabbing a jacket from a peg beside the door, he slipped out, closing the door against the noise of the party 
inside. Lia turned at the sound and Jordan saw that something was instantly wrong; she'd been crying. 


"Hey! What's up?" he said, sitting down beside her. 

"l-I have a headache..'m fine," Lia mumbled. 

"Liar! | know you well enough to know that much." She didn't say anything but did try to disguise her shiver. 
"And that you're fucking cold," he said, shifting closer and putting his arm around her shoulders. "Why didn't 
you get a heavier jacket off the hook, dummy?" He held her close, enjoying the feel of her there under the 


guise of keeping her warm. "Wanna tell me what's really going on?" 


Lia sighed shakily, not looking at Jordan but at her nails, picking at them in agitation. "Ever get the feeling 
you're not good enough? And whatever you do, you're just going to be overlooked anyway?" 


"How so?" Jordan asked. He knew enough to just let her talk than to try and answer that loaded question 
Lia sniffled a little again and said, "There's this boy..and | really like him." 
Jordan's heart sank and he closed his eyes against the pain 


"But..." Lia continued, so softly that Jordan had to lean in closer to hear her over the noise of the party, "but 


how can | compete against the girls he dates?" 


"Why can't you, Lia?" Jordan asked. "What guy wouldn't want to date you? Tell me more about this asshole and 


lIl go have words with him." 


Lia huffed out a small breath, sending it billowing into the cold air. "Well.he's a couple of years older but he's 


funny and smart. And cute.very, very cute." 

"So, you don't mix in the same circles?" 

‘Oh..we do! Probably way too much..which is another major problem," she groaned. 

"Well..." Jordan said, hooking a finger under Lia's chin and turning her face to his, "then he really is an asshole 
for not realising what's right beneath his nose. You're funny and beautiful and smart. Any guy would be a 


lucky son of a bitch to have you as his girlfriend” 


"Wait..back up..what did you say?!" 


"He's an asshole?" 
"No..the beautiful part," Lia replied. "Do you really think I'm beautiful?" she asked, slightly breathless. 


"Well..yeah," he said, dragging his eyes over her face. Time seemed to stand still and in the far recesses of his 


brain a warning alarm was going off. 
five..Four... Three.. Two..One! Happy New Year! 


He hadn't realised how close to midnight it had been until the crescendo of the countdown washed over them 


from inside and the neighbours were sending fireworks into the night sky. 
Both startled out of the moment, they turned and watched the fireworks for a moment. 


Lia, with a quick look over her shoulder, said, "Happy New Year, Jordan," kissing him on the cheek before 
standing abruptly and going inside just as the party started to spill out to watch the fireworks. 


~ Kew 
**Valentine's Day 2012** 


"Dude, you got a date for tonight?" Sebastian asked Jordan. "You've been really down in the dumps, man. Time 
to dip the wick, my friend” 


"Meh..not in the mood, to be honest, Seb," Jordan replied. "Not everything is about sex, you know?!" 
THUD 


Jordan pulled the phone from his ear, looking quizzically at it before putting it back to his ear. "Are you okay?" 
he asked with a chuckle. 


"You killed me, man," Sebastian groaned. "What the fuck is wrong with you? Angela is very eager.and very 


willing..for a date tonight. Why not ask her out?" 


"She's as interesting as the dishrags we use at the bar," Jordan replied. "She might be pretty and an easy lay 


but we have zero in common" 


"God.what is becoming of this world?" his friend lamented. "If you want something in common, go ask my sister 


out. She's sitting at home alone too. You're both a couple of sad sacks." 


"Wait.Lia's home alone tonight? | thought she was dating someone." 


"What date? She's as miserable as you are, man. Dad and Pops have gone out for dinner, apparently," he 
replied. "At least she did the right thing and let them go alone. Looks like the males of the Bongiovi-Sambora 
household will be having a hot time tonight. Speaking of which. gotta fly, man. l'm picking Mia up in half an 


hour..or was it Gia? | dunno..| can't remember now." 


Jordan barked out a laugh. "Well, you better get the name right otherwise it'll just be your dads' getting lucky 
tonight!" 


"Have fun with Mrs Right, brother," Seb chuckled and hung up. 


Jordan sighed and threw his phone onto his desk. He'd been studying when Sebastian rang, hoping to get on top 
of an assignment early but he struggled to stay focused. 


He had found it harder to concentrate on anything lately, other than trying to fight the images of Lia in the 
arms of this mystery older boy. He dropped his chin to his folded arms and stared at his phone. Picking up a 
pen, he poked at it as though trying to test whether it was alive or not. 

With a groan of frustration, he pushed away from his desk and paced his portion of his room, dragging his 
fingers through his hair. He wanted to see Lia but he also knew that he was asking for trouble. He wasn't sure 
he would ever be able to go back to see her as his best friend's little sister ever again 

He glared murderously at his phone with each pass. Finally giving up the fight, and against his better 
judgement, he snatched the phone from where it lay and pulled up the phone number that he knew by heart. 
He kept pacing as it rang and rang. He was about to give up when he heard Lia's voice. 

"Hello?" 

'Lia..it's..its me. Jordan. Jordan Frazer." 

Her laugh tinkled prettily over the phone held at his ear and his own smile broke over his face. 

| know who you are, silly," she said. "Just by saying my name, I'd know who you are." 


"Oh. Um. Right..of course. I'm such an idiot," he stuttered. 


"No, you're not," she giggled. "Why are you calling, Jordan Fazer? | thought you'd be out with my brother and 
his date. You know..with your date. Why are you calling me instead?" 


"l-I don't have a date tonight," Jordan said. "That is..l could if | wanted to. Angie was willing, but..." He pinched 
the bridge of his nose and let out a frustrated breath before starting again. "| didn't want to go out with 


Angie. There's..there's someone else I'd rather take out.if she'd say yes." 


"Oh?!" Lia said, curiosity colouring her voice. "And who would that lucky girl be, Jordan Frazer." 


He closed his eyes, letting the way she said his name wash over him. Jordan swallowed heavily, licking his lips 


nervously and said, "You. You know..since we're both at a loose end and..and just as friends, of course." 
"Friends..um, sure," Lia said. "Of course. That sounds..nice." 


"You're prob- you don't have to," he rushed on. "l-l just thought.well, you're home alone and- and | don't have 
a date.would you, you know, like to go see a movie or something? | mean.unless you're doing something 


important." 


"No!" Lia exclaimed. "I mean.no, I'm not doing anything important. I'd love to go out with you, Jordan Frazer. You 


know..to a movie." 
Jordan grinned at the gentle teasing she was giving him. "Um.greatt I'll pick you up in an hour?" 
ll be ready," she said softly. "Bye, Jordi.” 


He stood staring at the dead phone in his hand. He tossed it onto his bed with a happy whoop and grabbed all 


his toiletries for a quick shower. 


| did it! Oh shit./ dd it. Friends. Were just friends. Just a big brother type friend looking out for a little sister type 
friend 


Little sister my ass, you dumb fuck! The Bongiovi-Sambora men are going to eviscerate you if this goes south 


He hurried down the hallway and slipped into a shower cubicle, thankful for being alone. He quickly showered 
and, ignoring the persistent stirring in his cock, made the dash back to his room with his towel firmly clutched 
around his hips. 


Rummaging around in his pile of clothes, he managed to find some that didn't smell bad and weren't crumpled 


beyond salvage. He didn't want to look too pressed and clean.that would be a huge red flag. 


Checking his watch when he was finished dressing, he saw that he was early but there was no way he'd be 
able to get back into his study or even just sit around filling in time, so he grabbed his wallet and keys before 
closing the door behind him. 


Along the way to his car, he stopped at a stall selling flowers and chocolates and all things cupid related. He 
didn't want to turn up empty-handed but he didn't want to be too eager either. Knowing Lia the way he did, he 
chose a fuzzy teddy bear and a small tray of chocolates. He tossed them on the front seat as he put the key 


into the ignition, pulling into the traffic moments later. 


The drive to his friend's house never seemed so short yet so long. He was anxious to see Lia but then..was he 


about to destroy a friendship over this? What was this anyway? Obsession seemed a little too strong, too 


creepy. A slight dalliance, a curiosity maybe? Or was it destined to be life-changing? 

He turned his car into the drive and killed the engine. He took a deep breath before grabbing his gifts and left 
the safety of his car. Shrugging deeper into his jacket, he walked up to the front door, something that was as 
weird to him as tonight's date was, and rang the bell and turned around to look out into the night. 

Jordan spun around when the door was opened behind him. 

"Jordan! Um.hi," Lia said, almost shyly. 

Jordan had to swallow a couple of times before he could get his mouth to work. "Hey..you look." he stumbled 
over the right words, "nice. l-l got you something.’ He thrust the bear and chocolates at her, almost violently 
as though his arms were operated by some type of pneumatic system. 


Nee?! Nee??!! Dude, she looks freaking amazing! You're such a dumb-ass! 


"Aww, it's so cutel" Lia exclaimed, happily. She held it up to the light to read what was on the heart it was 
holding. "A BEAR hug for you Jordan.thats so sweet, thank you." 


‘It was the last one left," he replied. 
"The last one?" 


It was that or one that read Bitch, you so fine," Jordan grimaced even as he repeated the words. "Or would 


you rather have had that one..coz | can go back and swap it?!" He made a move toward the car as if to leave. 


Lia threw her head back and laughed. "No..this one is perfect," she said, grabbing his jacket to stop him. "Let 


me set the alarm and lock up, then we can go." 


"Okay," he said. "Do you know what movie you want to see?" He felt the tension within him loosen a little at 


their easy banter. 


"Well," she said, locking the door after she'd set the alarm, "there's a Valentine's Day marathon of movies 


from the eighties. We could choose from one of those?" 


"Sure," Jordan replied. He'd sit through a reading of War and Peace if Lia wanted him to. "Did you let your dads 
know what you were doing? Will they be home early?" 


She skipped past him, clutching the teddy tightly to her chest, and made her way to Jordan's car. "They know 
that l'm going to a movie with you. They said to have fun and for you to drive safe and no later than 10 pm." 


Jordan held the door open for her and nodded. "So only one movie. We can do that" 


A few hours later, as the cinema doors opened and spilled their patrons out into the cool night, Jordan had to 
admit to himself that sitting through Dirty Dancing with Lia wasn't as unpleasant as he had imagined it. 


It wasn't his first choice of viewing but it was the only one that worked into their allotted time frame. Paying 
for a large popcorn to share and a couple of sodas and candy, Jordan had sat down beside Lia and begrudgingly 
watched a frequently shirtless Patrick Swayze gyrate his hips up on the big screen He supposed that Jennifer 
Grey wasn't too bad to look at but Cynthia Rhodes was a treat; she just wasn't on the screen long enough. 
Jordan had peeked over at Lia at one stage and saw her mouthing the words as the movie played. He smiled to 
himself and watched her as much as the actors on the screen. Her golden hair shone in the reflected light and 
her eyes sparkled as she watched the movie intently, munching on the popcorn absently. He had to disguise a 
small groan by clearing his throat as he watched her lick her fingers clean of the buttery popcorn salt. 

"Oh, | adore that movie!" Lia sighed happily as Jordan guided her out to the street. 


"Really?!" he teased. "| hadn't noticed. Unless the word for word recitation of the lines was a dead giveaway?" 


"Very funy, Jordi,” Lia grumbled, good-naturedly. "What can | say.its a good movie. | may have watched it a 


couple of times, | admit" 
"Just a couple?" he asked. "Or a couple of hundred?" 

Lia flashed him a quick grin but neither confirmed nor denied the fact 

"One day | want to have someone who can lift me like that while we dance," she sighed 


"It didn't look that hard," he shrugged, as they wandered slowly back to his car. "| mean.you run up and | catch 
you, right?" 


"Hal It takes a bit more than that, Jordi." 


His belly did a little swoop every time she called him by his childhood nickname. He shoved his hands deep in his 


pockets to prevent him from reaching for her. 
"Like?" 


"Well, the man has to have a good sense of balance," she explained. "Not only for himself but for his partner. 
She doesn't want to be tipped over too far and dropped on her head." 


"Doesn't sound that hard," he muttered. 


"And strength. He needs a lot of core strength as well as in the arms." 


"Phht,” he scoffed. "I've been wrestling you to the ground for years. | think | can hold you over my head." 


He didn't doubt his ability to catch her and hoist her over his head. He'd been working at the bar for a few 
years now, lifting and carrying beer kegs from the truck to the keg room plus the workouts at the gym over 
the past year. It had been a while since they'd all been down to the beach together. Lia wouldn't have much of 


an idea of how much muscle bulk he'd added recently. 

Lia gave him a withering side-eye look. 

"Unless you don't trust me?" 

She stopped. Jordan halted and turned back when he realised she was behind him. 


"That's the thing, Jordi," she said softly. "I would trust you with my life. You mean as much to me as Seb, 
Daddy and Papa." 


Silence fell between them as their eyes met. The air was charged with some kind of electricity that was 
seeking to land and destroy everything in its path. Lia took a steadying breath before turning on her heels and 


started walking again. 
"But you still couldn't do it," she teased before taking off in a run 


Jordan growled playfully and started jogging up behind her, catching up to her easily. "I'll prove it to you," he 
said as he jogged past her easily. He got himself in a similar stance as in the movie as Lia came to stop to see 


what he was doing. "C'mon then? You said you trusted me." 
| do, but..," Lia said. She bit her bottom lip as she decided 


"But what?" Jordan asked. "I'm not gonna drop you. I'd throw myself down first before | would drop you," he 


beseeched. "Please." 


Lia looked to the sky as if asking for help before giving Jordan a blinding grin, almost as bright as her father's. 
If you drop me, Jordi...” 


Jordan started to cluck like a chicken, something he and Seb used to do as kids when they were egging Lia on 
to do something she didn't want to. 


"You're an asshole, you know that?" she exclaimed. She took a deep breath and, on her dancer's toes, ran 


toward Jordan at speed and jumped. 


Jordan didn't take his eyes off the younger girl, anticipating her moves as closely as possible. It had helped 
that he'd played football and did wrestling through high school, too. She leapt at him and he gripped her hips 
and pushed up with his arms with a grunt of effort. She wasn't heavy by any means but shifting his centre 


of gravity at the right time took all his concentration 


Lia squealed happily as he held her aloft and she even managed to strike Baby's pose briefly before Jordan 
lowered her. The full-body contact was unavoidable as he set her on her feet again. The few people around 
them were cheering and clapping at the young couple's antics. They took their bows, laughing at their own 
silliness and in relief that nothing serious had happened. 


Jordan couldn't help the happiness bubbling up through him and he picked Lia up again, twirling her around. "I 
told you we could do it, Li-Lil" he exclaimed. "We make a great team!" He held her in his arms after setting her 
down again and laid a quick kiss on her cheek, dangerously close to her mouth. 

Lia smiled up at and Jordan felt his breath catch. Their eyes held for a moment too long before Jordan 
abruptly let her go, mainly for his own sanity and for her safety. If he held her too much longer, he'd want to 
kiss more than just her cheek. "I need to get you home. | don't want your family coming for my ass." 
"Er..yeah, | guess," she murmured, wrapping her arms around herself. 

They walked the rest of the way in silence, each lost in their own thoughts. When Jordan held the door open 
for her, she slipped into the seat and cuddled the teddy bear against her chest as Jordan walked to the 
driver's door and slid behind the wheel. 

"Are you okay, Lia?" he asked. "I didn't hurt you at all?" 

"No, Jordi. You didn't," she smiled. "I'm just tired, | think. | can't wait to get to bed now." 


Jordan nodded and started the car, pulling into the traffic with care and drove her home. 

They chatted quietly, talking about anything inconsequential rather than issue at hand. For Jordan, it felt as 
though Dumbo was sitting in the back seat making his presence felt. 

"Home sweet home," he said as he pulled his car into the familiar driveway. 

"Looks like Daddy and Papa are home," Lia said quietly. She made no move to get out of the car but neither did 
Jordan. "| had a great time tonight, Jordi. Thanks for asking me out..to the movies. And this little guy is a 
lovely addition to the family." 


It was fun," he smiled. "l'm glad l'm sending you home with your face still intact too." 


Lia laughed. "Goodnight, Jordi,” she said and leant over the console to kiss his cheek and jumped out of the car 
quickly. 


"Lial" Jordan called out through the window. 


"Yeah?!" 


"Do..do you think you..." Jordan stuttered. "You wanna go get a burger sometime? Just you and me?" 


Lia clutched the bear to her chest and, with the sweetest smile Jordan had ever been on the receiving end of, 


replied with, "Yeah..l'd really like that, Jordan" 
The front door opened at that moment and Jordan saw Richie step outside. He waved and Richie waved back. 


"Great.awesome," he sighed, happily. "I'll be in touch. G'night, Li-Li." 


**END CHAPTER ** 


They Say Hs Your Birthday 


Author's Notes: 
Well, dear readers, there's nothing like running right up to the wire with my writing schedule these days 


Did Tommy ever tell Nikki his age when they first got together.let's find out, huh? 
Enjoy Y 
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**Mid September ** 


Nikki was in the kitchen preparing a salad to go with their steaks that Tommy was barbequing outside. It had 
been a hot day and they had spent much of it in or around the pool on one of their rare days off together. 


He'd just finished cutting some squares of feta cheese when the phone rang. Popping a cube of cheese into his 
mouth, he wiped his hands and reached for the phone. 


"Hello?" 

"Tommy?" 

"No, it's Nikki." 

"Nikki! It's Voula. You're just the person | want to speak to. Is Tommy nearby?" she asked. 
"No, Voula," Nikki replied. "He's outside. What can | do you for?" 

‘| just want to make sure you keep Tommy's birthday free next month." 

"Okay," Nikki said, hesitantly. "Why so early? It's not for about a month, isn't it?" 


"He was so disappointed and sad you weren't there last year," Voula said. "And this one is such a milestone 


that | wanted to make sure that you wouldn't have any business trips to take you away this year." 
"Oh..er.milestone?" 


"Yes, dear," she replied with a little exasperation in her voice. "It's his eighteenth birthday. All the family will be 
here. It will be a big Greek party." She sounded so joyous about having the family around. 


Er.eighteenth? Tommy..is..will be eighteen," Nikki stuttered, 
"Yes. Are you okay, Nikki?" Voula asked. 


"Umm..yeah, sorry. got distracted," Nikki covered his tracks as his mind swirled. "I'll make sure l'm free. | 
wouldn't miss this one for the world. Listen, Voula, | gotta go. I'll talk to you soon, okay? Bye." 


Nikki couldn't hang up the phone quick enough. He braced his hands on the edge of the counter and dropped his 
head between his shoulders. 


If.if Tommy's only just turning eighteen then that.. Nikki thought to himself. F / missed last year's 
birthday..then..oh fuck! 


He straightened up, scrubbing his hands over his face and looked out to where his boyfriend was cooking. His 


sexy, sweet, lovable, puppy-like, /ying, son-of-a-bitch, underage boyfriend! 
Fuck! 


Nikki's mind was cast back to their first date as they walked the streets hand in hand beneath the starry 


skies. 


"You don’t understand, Nikki," Tommy replied and started walking again. "Dad has probably got the concierge to keep 
an eye on me or some fucked up thing like that." 


Nikki stopped again, tugging on Tommy's hand. "Youre felling me he's spying on you? Just how old are you 


anyways? 4 


"Spying is a little harsh maybe," Tommy shrugged, turning back to face Nikki, "but yeah He wouldnt care so much if 


it was back home." 


Then.-the night in that Manhattan hotel room. As Nikki had Tommy all worked up and needy spread-eagled in 
the window, naked to the world below. The night they first spent alone. The night that Nikki defiled Tommy in 


oh-so-many delicious ways. 
want Manhattan to see you take me; fo make me a man and not your little boy anymore." 


The words IitHe boy bounced and echoed through his skull. He was feeling a little ill at the thought of what he'd 


done to and with Tommy and done many times over since then with immense pleasure. 


But there was also something else. little bit of pridefulness; ego, if you will, associated with those same 
thoughts. Tommy had willingly given Nikki his virginity, in more ways than one. That was something not to be 
taken lightly. 


As though sensing something, Tommy turned from the barbeque and saw Nikki watching him through the 


window and waved. 

"They're almost done, babe," he yelled. 

Nikki smiled and nodded back. He quickly threw the feta into the salad and picked up the bowl, determined to 
find out the reason why Tommy felt as though he had to lie for all this time. It, the age issue, wasn't going to 
sway Nikki's feelings for Tommy at all. Once he'd come back from New Jersey, he was fully committed. kinda..to 
his young lover. 

Nikki stepped out onto the flagstones, kicking the sliding door shut behind him. “They're not burnt, are they?" 
"You doubt my cooking skills?" Tommy looked shocked. "I'm offended, babe. Who was on the phone?" 

Nikki grinned wryly at Tommy's sudden unconscious change of topic. Some days it was like trying to corral cats 
with the way Tommy's brain fired off. Challenging but fun. Thinking about that, it wasn't so surprising that 
Nikki had never been able to pin Tommy down whenever age was mentioned. 

"Your mom," Nikki answered Tommy's second question as he placed the bowl on the table that he'd set earlier. 


"Oh?! Do | need to call her back?" 


Nikki shook his head and moved to Tommy's side, sliding his arm around his waist. "Nope. She wanted to talk to 
me, for a change..about your birthday." 


‘Oh..okay," he replied, pulling Nikki closer and wrapping his arms around his neck 


"Your eighteenth birthday. Care to enlighten me, babe?" Nikki pinned his lover with an arched brow just as 


Tommy was leaning in for a kiss. 


He stopped, frozen mid-pucker. Tommy slowly opened his eyes. Nikki couldn't stop the snort of amusement that 
bubbled up. 


‘Oh.fuck," Tommy muttered. 
"Oh, fuck is right," Nikki responded. "I should kick your ass, my little underage nympho." 


| thought | told you, Nik," Tommy hedged, trying to slip free of Nikki's hold and avoiding the questioning. "l'm 


sure it came up at some stage." 


"No, you seemed to artfully avoid it," Nikki growled lightly. "And now | know why. No wonder your Dad was so 
pissed at first." 


"Yeah," Tommy chuckled. "I dunno what Mom said or did, and neither do | wanna know how she turned Dad's 


opinion around. Besides. was legal by law, babe. | was sixteen by then" 


I'm gonna have to send your Mom the biggest bunch of flowers | can find, for that," Nikki said. He finally 
released Tommy from his embrace, smacking him hard on the ass. "And you're gonna pay too, baby. In more 


ways than one." 
"Oh, | don't doubt that," he grinned. 


"After dinner is cleared.playroom! Tonight's entertainment will be brought to you by Your Underage Ass Is 
Mine, Lee!" 


The few weeks since then Nikki had been on the search for the best present for Tommy. It was hard to find 
appropriate gifts considering his budget and also..what do you give someone that already has everything? Nikki 
knew something that Tommy would love but he wasn't able to follow through with that one. 


Then it occurred to him one afternoon as they were curled together in the oversized chair that Nikki loved so 
much. It was bigger than an occasional chair but smaller than a loveseat and it sat where it caught the 


morning sun and Nikki could look out over the valley beyond at nighttime. 


Tommy had brought them both a drink, Jack, neat, and had forced his way onto Nikki's lap as he was reading. 
Rearranging themselves, weaving limbs around the other until they were both comfortable, the pair spent 


some quiet hours reading, chatting and sharing tender kisses. 
"| love this, Nik," Tommy said at one stage. "Just you and |.leaving the rest of the world outside those doors." 


"Hmm," Nikki nodded, idly brushing his fingers through Tommy's hair. He stopped, placing his book down between 
the cushion and the arm after marking his place as his head started picking at little threads of ideas. "If you 
could do anything, baby, what would be your ideal night out these days?" 


Tommy sighed and snuggled closer to Nikki if that was at all possible, "Just the two of us. Maybe just a nice 
simple meal. Nothing too fancy. You know, somewhere like the Jersey diner where we first met. A movie 
possibly. Then sex," Tommy grinned, looking up at Nikki. "Definitely sex. Loads and loads of sex!" 


Nikki chuckled, looking down at the face he loved so much and seeing nothing but love and pure happiness. It 
warmed Nikki's soul that he was able to do that much for Tommy. Nikki decided that he would give Tommy his 
ideal date night as his present. He bent his head and left a soft kiss on Tommy's lips. "You're easily pleased, 
baby." 


"Well, ya know..it's nice having stuff” he said, waving his hands around their living room. “But it's just 


that..stuff. And | know Mom is planning this damned party with all the aunts and uncles, cousins and shit. But 
its what Mom wants for me, not what | want. It'll be fun, especially showing you off this year, baby, but..." 
Tommy's trailed off. 


From that day, Nikki had been planning out the date night. He'd found the perfect restaurant if you could call it 
that, close enough to resemble the diner where they first met. The movie was inconsequential, Tommy would 


sit through just about anything, even an animation aimed at kids. 


But the timing of the movie was crucial because he was going to be driving them both as close as possible to 


the Hollywood sign to go parking or whatever they were calling it these days. 


He even scouted the perfect location one night, cruising through the known spots in and around Griffith 
Observatory, with no headlights on to find which was the most secluded. He was surprised at how popular it 
was and the number of other cars already there. It was never depicted that way in the movies, he thought 


idly. 


Nikki just wanted to give Tommy the romantic night that he deserved. And if he timed it right, he would be 
the first to get in to wish him a happy birthday. Satisfied with his plan, Nikki headed for home finally. He 
checked the time and knew that Tommy would be home by the time he got there. He had to convince Tommy 
to keep two nights open.and he knew exactly how to achieve that. 


Ho 
"So how should | dress for this night out, Nik?" Tommy yelled from their bedroom after finishing his shower. 


Nikki had already showered and washed his hair, blow-drying it into a fluffy waterfall of black silk. He didn't 


want to be smelling of alcohol and cigarettes from the club like he normally did. 

‘Same as dinner with your parents," he yelled back. "Nice but not too fancy." 

Nikki was wearing a pair of black jeans and biker boots with a black fitted T-shirt underneath, Tommy's collar 
sat against his neck and his chains were hanging against his chest. He checked his wallet, making sure he had all 
the cash he'd need and slipped it into the pocket of his leather jacket. 

"Wow!" 


Nikki turned as Tommy was coming down the stairs and smiled. "| can say the same for you, Tom." 


Tommy was similarly dressed but with soft leather pants, the ones that hugged every curve, the ones that 
were already driving Nikki crazy with the way they moved and a purple crushed velvet loose shirt. 


‘lm feeling slightly underdressed now," Nikki chuckled as Tommy looked down at what Nikki was referring to. 


"Babe, you did say nice," Tommy shrugged. "You're looking pretty fine yourself, Nik" Tommy hooked his fingers 
into Nikki's shirt neckline and pulled him close. "Besides, you're wearing the only thing that really matters." 
Tommy reached up and touched the thick, intricate chain with the engraved 0 ring that sat in the hollow of 


Nikki's throat. Tommy wore the release key on a similar chain around his own neck 


Nikki placed his hands on Tommy's hip, delighting at the feel of the buttery soft leather beneath his fingertips. 
Oh yeah..tonight is going fo be a good night. Tommy cupped his face, drawing their lips together for a kiss that 
threatened to become a wildfire of desire if Nikki didn't put a stop to it soon 


He pushed Tommy back, breaking the kiss and said, "We better get going if we wanna eat before the movie." He 
grabbed his keys as Tommy headed for the door. 


"Been hanging out to see this Blues Brothers movie. Everyone keeps raving about how good it is," Tommy said, 


jumping down the few steps with an enthusiastic whoop of happiness. 


Nikki grinned at his young love as he set the alarm and closed the door, locking it behind him. Moments like this 
gave him the clarity to Tommy's age that he hadn't seen before. He shook his head at himself as he made his 

way to the car. The engine roared to life and the music blasted their ears as Nikki pulled the car out of their 

drive and out into the night. 


The meal was adequate but inconsequential in the overall scheme of Nikki's present. 


| know you've got your parents throwing you a party and all, but this is all | know how to do," Nikki said as he 
held his glass up for a toast. "Happy early birthday, baby. | just want you to know how much joy you bring me 
each and every day. You saved me from a life that.who knows what would have happened. For that, I'll forever 


be grateful. | love you, babe." 


‘| love you too, Nik," Tommy said, his voice thick with emotion. He pushed over the diner table, meeting Nikki 
halfway for a kiss, drawing a few disapproving glances their way. 


At the movies, they'd bought popcorn and soda and sat in the back row, off to the very side, trying to avoid 


the majority of the audience that seemed to be hetero couples and groups of friends. 


It was a strange time to be in a same-sex relationship, with the general consensus being one of outrage yet 
having the sense that things were on the verge of changing. Tommy and Nikki kept their overt affections 
toward each other to the company of people that knew them or under the cover of darkness, like tonight. 


As soon as the lights went down, Nikki drew Tommy against him and rested his head against Tommy's, 
whispering and giggling before sharing soft kisses during the pre-movie ads and previews. 


Spending more time watching Tommy than the screen, Nikki only barely followed the storyline. He shifted so 
that he was facing Tommy and slipped his hand beneath his hair to trace random patterns over the delicate 
skin, smiling softly when Tommy shuddered at the touch. 


Nikki loved that place; hidden from everyone's view except his. It gave Tommy a sense of vulnerability, in 


Nikki's mind, when Tommy wore his hair pulled back. It was his second favourite body part on his lover. 


Nikki nuzzled his nose into Tommy's hair, his hot breath ghosting over the shell of Tommy's ear. "I love you so 
much, baby," he whispered before nibbling gently on the lobe. "Just keep watching the movie." 


Knowing that Tommy was shielded from the rest of the patrons, Nikki bunched the cloth of Tommy's shirt up 
so that he could slide his hand over the smooth flesh beneath his palm. "I can't wait to get you alone,” Nikki 
whispered, thankful that the movie was quite spirited and could easily disguise any noise he made. "l'm gonna 
eat you alive, baby." Nikki's fingers moved the skin, teasing, stroking, urgent but never hurried. "Do you want 


me to touch you, little boy?" 


Tommy swallowed heavily, his tongue swiped quickly over his bottom lip and he nodded. "Yes, Daddy," he 
whispered, just loud enough for Nikki to hear. 


"That's my little boy," Nikki smiled wickedly. He took a quick look around before he moved his hand into 


Tommy's lap, laying his hand over the twitching and growing member beneath his palm. 


Tommy shuddered again, his mouth falling open in a breathy moan as Nikki traced the outline of his confined 


dick. 


"Shh, baby," Nikki softly chided. "I'll take care of you." He deftly slipped the button through its hole as Tommy 
shifted down in his seat a little. Tommy looked at Nikki, their eyes meeting in the darkened theatre and Nikki 
was compelled to kiss him. He locked his lips on Tommy's, a gentle kiss that threatened to re-ignite that 


wildfire from earlier as Nikki slid the zipper down carefully. 


He swallowed Tommy's moan as he swirled his fingers over the newly-exposed head and around the glans. 
Burying his hand as deep as it would go into the leather pants, Nikki trailed up the length as Tommy's cock 


bounced against his hand, blindly seeking more contact. 


Feeling, rather than seeing, a pearly bead of sweet nectar escape from the tiny eye, Nikki swiped his thumb 
through it and brought it up to inspect in the flickering light from the screen before smearing it over 
Tommy's bottom lip. 


"No licking it off," Nikki whispered against Tommy's neck, close to his ear as he kept up his assault with his 
fingers and lips. "That's mine." 


He stroked him with just enough pressure to keep Tommy maddeningly on the edge but not enough to tip him 


over. As frantic as it made Tommy, it was equally torturous for Nikki too. 


Nikki inhaled deeply, scenting like an animal would, as Tommy's musk hung in the air. "I can smell your arousal. | 
bet those in the seats in front of us can smell you too," Nikki breathed. "It's so thick in the air, | can almost 


taste it." 
"Nikki..." Tommy moaned quietly, shifting impatiently in his seat as he sought the friction that he needed. 


"Nah-ah, baby," Nikki scolded. "Not here. This is just the prelude. | got plans for you later." With a final swipe 
of his thumb through Tommy's nectar, he licked his thumb clean before kissing Tommy for the last time, 
nibbling away at his bottom lip. When he pulled free, he shifted back into his seat to watch the movie, leaving 
Tommy agitated as he wrestled his desperate cock back into his pants. 


Nikki smirked when he noted that Tommy left his zipper open halfway, unable to close it completely. He could 
feel the sexual tension rolling of Tommy as he reached across him for the popcorn, taking a handful and 
popping some in his mouth. He wasn't hungry per se, well not for popcorn anyway. He heard Tommy groan as 


Nikki's body arched across his. 
"Fuckin' tease." 
Nikki chuckled softly. "You love it" 


It didn't take long for the movie to finish and Tommy had to scramble to fasten his pants before the house 
lights came back up. 


"Good movie, huh?" Nikki commented lightly, as others around them started exiting after the final credits rolled 
on the screen. Standing up, he readjusted himself into a more comfortable and discreet position. "Did you like it, 


little boy?" Nikki asked, arching his eyebrow at his lover who was slowly rising from his seat. 


Tommy threw Nikki a dark look but stood up and hugged Nikki, "You're lucky you're so fuckin’ sexy," he said, 
rocking Nikki from side to side a little. "I fuckin’ hope you plan on finishing me off sooner rather than later, 


babe." 


Oblivious to all those around them, Nikki gently rolled his hips against Tommy's. "You feel that? Don't think you 
were the only one affected, little boy. Cimon" Nikki took Tommy's hand and they shuffled through the seats to 


the aisle to be swept up in the human tide leaving the cinema. 


As soon as they hit the fresh air outside, Tommy lit them both a cigarette, passing one to Nikki. "Why're you 
calling me a httle boy again, Daddy?" Tommy asked, keeping to the scene Nikki set in the cinema, blowing his 
smoke up into the night sky as they walked hand in hand back to their car. 


"Because, baby," Nikki replied, "you're still technically not an adult by law for another," he checked his watch, 


“hour and a half or so." 


Reaching the car after a short walk, Nikki unlocked and opened the door for Tommy before walking around to 
the driver's side. Sliding into the seat, he put the key in the ignition and started the engine, "Wanna drive for a 
bit?" 


I'd rather go home and fuck. This little guy is getting impatient.” 


"Little?! Slight misnomer there, babe," Nikki chuckled as he placed his hand over the body part in question, 


squeezing it a little. "Why don't you release him from his confines a little." 


"Just don't get us pulled over then," Tommy grinned, popping the button open and releasing the zipper again, 
pulling his shirt down over himself. "What about you, Nik?" 


“Tonight ain't about me, baby," Nikki winked and pulled the car out into the flow of traffic before resting his 


hand between Tommy's legs, idly fondling and teasing his lover as he drove. 


He cruised, seemingly aimless, through the streets as the music from the radio was carried on the breeze 
flowed through the open windows. Nikki turned off and headed toward Mulholland Drive, happy that at this time 


of night the drive was relatively easy and relaxed. 


"Where are we going, babe?" Tommy asked, his voice slightly strangled with the effort of holding himself in 
check even though his hips were unconsciously rolling back and forth slightly against Nikki's hand. 


Nikki was soon pulling up at the spot he'd found on the scouting trip and thanked all the deities that they were 
the only ones there. It was deserted and dark. He pulled the car into the shadows and killed the engine quickly. 


“Bout fuckin’ time," Tommy groaned as both he and Nikki released the seat levers to push their seats back 
simultaneously. Tommy stripped himself of his shirt and shuffled his pants down lower before reaching across 
the centre console only to have his hands brushed away from Nikki's crotch. 


"Not yet, little boy," Nikki said. "So impatient" He turned up the radio and in one smooth move, leaned over 
Tommy, kissing him hard. As Tommy granted access to Nikki's tongue, both men moaned and Nikki spread his 
hand over Tommy's firm chest muscle, feeling his nipple harden and tighten beneath his palm. Pinching and 
tweaking it, Nikki nuzzled his way down to its mate, taking it into his teeth and flicking his tongue over it. 

"Fuck, yeah," Tommy breathed, arching up to Nikki's mouth. "Fuckin! suck it, Nik” 

Nikki felt Tommy's fingers in his hair, trying to guide him to the places he wanted Nikki to be. "So eager, baby,” 
Nikki chuckled. With a final broad swipe of his tongue over the nipple, he pulled Tommy's hands free of his hair. 


Manoeuvring himself in the small space, he climbed over the centre console and down into the footwell. 


Tommy already had the seat pushed back as far as he could for his legs so Nikki settled himself down on his 
knees. "Tell me what you want, little boy." 


"My fuckin’ cock down the back of your fuckin’ throat, Daddy," Tommy growled. 


"Anything for my birthday boy," Nikki smiled up at his younger lover before burying his face into Tommy's lap. 


He pointed his tongue and ran it from root to tip, swirling around the head and into the V and slit. 

"Fuck, Daddy," Tommy whined. "More..please." 

Nikki sucked the head in between his lips and Tommy shuddered. Nikki had to hold him down into the seat with 
a firm grip as he proceeded to take Tommy further into his mouth. Nikki worked at giving Tommy the best 


blow job of his life using the music as his rhythm track. 


Tommy grabbed hold of Nikki's hand and brought his fingers to his mouth, sucking them between his lips and 


mimicking what Nikki was doing. 


Nikki groaned and dropped lower, letting Tommy's head hit the back of his throat. He held there for as long as 
possible, feeling his eyes water with the effort and the saliva drip from his mouth down Tommy's length. 


He pulled up, gasping for breath, his smile wide and glistening with a mixture of bodily fluids. Slipping his arms 
beneath Tommy's legs, he dragged him closer, pushing his legs back and exposing his most intimate entrance. 

"Keep ‘m there, babe," he huffed. 

"You need a bigger car, Nik,” Tommy grumbled and grunted as he tried to position his long limbs comfortably. 
"Nah, | like this car," he replied after finding the small tube of lube he'd stashed earlier. "It's fuckin’ sexy." It 

was Nikki's pride and joy; a 1110 Pontiac Firebird that he was in the middle of lovingly restoring the paint job. 

"Now..where was | before | was interrupted? Oh yeah, | was just about to eat you." He licked his lips, wolf-like 


in the darkness with his mane of dark hair and sharp, white teeth before delving between Tommy's ass. 


Nikki teased and prepped Tommy with minimal effort, but still with great care, before finally freeing himself 
from his pants, his shirt had gone long ago. 


"Fuck, Nik-hurry.please," Tommy complained. "I'm getting a cramp." 
"Want me to wind down the window?" 
"Could you?" 


"Can't have you screaming in pain and drawing attention to us," Nikki replied, quickly lowering the window down 
and guiding Tommy's leg out. "Just don't kick my side mirror off, babe." 


"Haha!" he said, "Just fuckin’ gimme your cock already, huh? | been blue-ballin’ since the movies." 


"Greedy little boy, aren't you?" Nikki hissed as he slicked himself up with the gel, his own cock angry and 


impatient at being confined for so long. 


"Fuck, yeah! Can never get enough of you, Nik-guh..," Tommy said just as Nikki pushed through Tommy's last 


defence, taking him by surprise. "Oh..fuck, yeah," he groaned. 


The car was cramped and hot but there was no way that Nikki would change a thing. He was balls-deep in the 


love of his life and trying to show Tommy how much he meant to him. 
"Home, this is home," Nikki murmured. "This is love, isn't it?!" 


Its more of a fuck right now, babe," Tommy panted as Nikki pounded into him. "It's love when we're stretched 
out on our bed." 


“Shut up," Nikki chuckled, leaning forward to kiss Tommy. "Don't be a brat otherwise I'll have to spank you later. 
Appreciate the sentiments behind the night." 


The small car rocked in the shadows and if anyone had passed by, they went unseen by the couple in the car 


as their love moved heaven and earth. 


It had ticked over to midnight. 
The radio announcer's voice dripped with honey as he spoke to the unseen masses listening to him. 


This next one goes out fo all those that have been through some tough times of late. Here's Alice Cooper with How 
You Gonna See Me Now. 


Dear darlin’ surprised to hear from me? 

Bet youre sittin’ drinkin’ coffee, yawnin' sleepily 
dust to let you know 

lm gonna be home soon 

lm kinda awkward and afraid 


Time has changed your point of view 


Exhausted, sweaty and completely satiated, Nikki leaned over the centre console to Tommy after they'd both 
reached the dizzying heights of their releases, and cupped his face lovingly. "Tomorrow, well tonight now, you'll 
be celebrating with all your family, but right here right now, it's just us." 


How you gonna see me now 
Please dont see me ugly babe 
Cause | know I let you down 
h oh so many ways 

How you gonna see me now 
Since we've been on our own 


Are you gonna love the man 


When the man gets home 


"When | left," Nikki said, shifting into a more comfortable position on his side of the car. He propped his head on 
his hand so that he could look at Tommy while they talked, "I didn't know when I'd be back but | always knew 
that | would. The biggest question was..did you want me back? Had | hurt you so badly that you ended up 
hating me. That | couldn't deal with." 


Listen darlin’ now Im heading for the west 

Straightened out my head but my old heart is still a mess 
Yes Im worried honey 

Guess that's natural though 

Its lke Im waiting for a welcome sign 


Like a hobo in the snow 


Tommy sighed, taking Nikki's hand in his and idly played with his fingers. "How could | ever hate you, Nik. | was 
prepared to marry you regardless of what | had to go through with my folks for that,” Tommy replied. "I 
fought tooth and nail to convince them that | knew what | was doing. Dad even had you investigated to make 
sure you weren't just trying to get to the family money." 


"You never told me that," Nikki said, genuinely surprised that it hadn't come up before now. "How..how much 


dirt did he dig up?" 


How you gonna see me now 
Please dont see me ugly babe 
Cause | know I let you down 
h oh so many ways 

How you gonna see me now 
Since we've been on our own 
Are you gonna love the man 
When the man gets home 


"Pretty much everything, apparently," Tommy said. 
"Apparently?" 


"Yeah, | never read it," the younger man said. "| trusted my gut.my heart..that you were the one and only for 
me. That you'd never be that callous to be with me just for my money..or my future money, | should say." 


| won't say you didn't hurt me," Tommy continued, "but | couldn't imagine living my life without you. Then 


when you told me to cut you free..." 


"Shhh," Nikki soothed. "I know, baby. | should never have said those things." 


"No, you shouldn't have, fucker," Tommy grumbled and Nikki huffed out an amused breath. 


And just lke the first time 
Were just strangers again 

| might have grown out of style 
lh the place lve been 

And just lke the first time 

MI be shakin’ inside 

When | walk in the door 

There'll be no place to hide 


Nikki drew Tommy's hand to kiss his fingers, too exhausted to do any more than that at this stage. "Thank you 
for having that faith in me, baby," he replied "I was so scared of coming home. Even though we'd spoken on 
the phone..face to face was always going to be the defining moment. As soon as | saw your eyes though..! knew 


| was home..for good." 


How you gonna see me now 
Please dont see me ugly babe 
Cause | know I let you down 
h oh so many ways 

How you gonna see me now 
Since we've been on our own 
Are you gonna love the man 
When the man gets home 


"Happy birthday, baby," Nikki murmured against Tommy's mouth. "Guess | can't call you little boy anymore, 
huh? And only little boys fuck in a car that's way too small" He shifted around the steering wheel for the 
umpteenth time since crawling off the floor of the car and Tommy barked out a laugh. 

"Then take me home, babe, and love me like an adult," Tommy said, leaning over to draw Nikki into a loving kiss. 


lm already home anytime l'm with you, my Tommy," Nikki replied with a kiss. "My forever and a day.’ 


**END CHAPTER ** 
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Jon woke early to the sound of the ocean crashing against the beach below. He stretched and glanced over at 
Richie, who was still sleeping and smiled. His lover was sprawled on his side of the big bed, the white of the 


sheets a stark contrast to his caramel skin. 


Richie was already showing the slight effects of spending what was left of their first day, walking around 
shirtless and taking every advantage of the dying rays. He was the original beach boy at heart. 


They'd arrived in Hawaii mid-morning yesterday, collected their luggage and made their way to the car hire 
booth. Richie had become accustomed to travelling incognito these days, made easier by the fact that most 


recognised him by his black cowboy hat that had become somewhat of a trademark for him. 


After travelling the short distance from the airport, Richie pulled the car into the driveway and keyed in the 


code for the automatic gates. 
"Holy fuck..." Richie breathed as the gates opened like an oyster to reveal the jewel hidden inside. 


"Wow!" Jon agreed. "Tommy's sister really came through on this one. We need to send them something as a 


thank you when we get home." 
"Absolutely." Richie killed the engine and they both stepped out of the car to look up at the huge expanse of 
the banyan tree overhead. He moved to Jon's side and stepped into his arms. "All this is ours for three weeks, 


babe," he said, dropping a kiss to Jon's lips. 


The front door opened and a well dressed older man, wearing a brightly coloured shirt and a pair of cargo 


shorts, stepped out onto the walkway that led over a water feature. 


"Mr Sambora, Mr Bongiovi..Aloha and welcome!" he said, placing fragrant leis around Jon and Richie's necks 


before greeting them traditionally with the honi . 


They had studied up on the traditional Hawaiian greeting so weren't at all shocked when they were greeted off 


the aeroplane with frangipani leis and people resting their foreheads and noses to their own 

"I am Kai and l'm here to show you around the house and to make sure that you have all that you need" 
"Aloha, Kai, nice to meet you, man," Richie said. "I'm Richie, this is Jon. This is a beautiful place, man" 
"Mahalo!" Kai beamed. "Please..follow me." 

After Kai had shown them through the vast house that had seven bedrooms with a similar amount of 


bathrooms, a media room, office and gym, he had left them to unpack and explore. "The groceries you 


requested have been put away for you and the cleaning service will come through on Saturday mornings." 


The three walked out to the rental car and said their goodbyes with the promise that they'd call if they 
needed anything. 


Even after all these years, the thrill of waking up and having Richie beside him never waned. Jon sighed happily 
even though Mother Nature was being a bitch about needing to empty his bladder. 


He pushed out of bed and padded into the bathroom to complete his ablutions before finding and pulling on a 
soft pair of grey lounge pants. He pushed back the folding doors on their silent runners to let the sea breeze 
into the room. He stepped out onto the lanai and walked to the edge, resting his arms on the railing to gaze out 
over the moonlit expanse of the Pacific. The water had been so much bluer than he expected when he'd first 


looked out from up here yesterday, and almost crystal clear. Jon couldn't wait to go diving one day. 


He gasped in surprise when he felt Richie's arms slide around him from behind. "Morning, babe. Did | wake 


you?" 
"Nah..well, kinda," Richie murmured. "I reached for you and all | got was air. Then | cracked my eyes open and 
saw a siren calling to me from outside." Jon shivered as Richie anointed his neck with small kisses. Over time, 


their hair had become increasingly shorter but refused to hit the mark of being tidy and respectable. 


"A mermaid found a swimming lad, picked him for her own, pressed her body to his body, laughed; and plunging 
down forgot in cruel happiness that even lovers drown," Richie quoted the Yeats poem. 


"That's a bit macabre for this time of day," Jon noted. 


"Eh..you should know by now that | work in mysterious ways," Richie mumbled against Jon's neck. "Besides..it's 


still stupid o'clock in the dark" 
Jon snorted and looked at his husband over his shoulder, "Go back to bed.you're still dreamin." 


‘Only if you come with me," Richie purred and lowered his hand, slipping inside the waistband of Jon's lounge 
pants. 


"Hmmm, | guess | could be persuaded," Jon hummed, pushing back against Richie. He twisted his head and found 


his lover's lips. "But you've gotta come for a run with me later.deal?" he said in between the insistent kisses. 
"Hmm-hmm..anything," Richie breathed, hungry for more kisses. 
"Gonna hold..ch god..you to that," Jon sighed. 


As his pants fell to the floor and he kicked them away, Jon turned in Richie's arms and shivered in delight as 


their warm bodies swayed in the gentle ocean breeze. They'd made love the night before out on the lanai with 


the stars and moon being their only witnesses but this early morning felt different yet again. 


It was fresh and invigorating and Jon's desire increased ten-fold accordingly. He became the aggressor and 
pushed Richie backward until they tumbled in a heap on the bed. Jon smirked wickedly as he straddled Richie's 
body, his hand moved to behind him to stroke his husband to full thickness. 


Richie looked up, heat and pleasure clearly visible in his eyes, and said, "Well good morning, husband. | think the 
Pacific air has worked wonders on you already.” 


"Can't you feel it, Rich?" Jon asked, his face alight with joy. He felt young and carefree again. "It's different 


from home, isn't it?" 


"| can certainly feel something, babe," Richie growled, rolling his hips and cupping the back of Jon's head to seal 


their mouths together once more. Time meant nothing for a change. 


Within moments, after the obligatory smear of lube that was always close by, their union was complete as Jon 
guided his lover inside of him, seating himself completely on Richie's cock with a satisfied moan Jon braced his 
hands on Richie's chest and worked himself up and down, his head thrown back in abandon as he took what he 


needed. 


"Fuck, Cowboy..you look so goddamn hot," Richie mumbled as his hand gripped Jon's erection firmly and 


mimicked what he was feeling making Jon whimper pitifully when his thumb brushed over the sensitive glans. 


Jon yelped in surprise when Richie flipped them eventually, gripping Jon by the wrists and pushing them into 
the bedding above his head. Jon hitched his leg high over Richie's back, pushing his heel into Richie's flank, 
seeking that perfect angle that he needed for his lover's tip to hit the pleasure zone within him. 


With each snap of Richie's hips, Jon felt himself losing more and more control. Pleasure was blooming from 
deep within him; that place that he'd only ever willingly allowed his husband to take delight in Never once had 
Jon ever wondered what it would be like now, to feel another's touch. All that went before they found each 


other was a faded, distant memory, just like the scars on his back. 


With a surprised groan, Jon felt that slippery edge vanish beneath him and his climax hit with full tsunami-like 
force. His eyes rolled back in his head and he was vaguely aware of Richie's astonished huff of breath. 


Richie slowed his pace a little, but still chasing his own release, he used Jon's reactions to his advantage. 
"Jesus, baby..where did that come from?" He let go of Jon's wrists and shifted slightly, resuming his rhythm, 
dropping his head into the crook of Jon's neck. 


Jon just chuckled breathily, blindly searching for Richie's mouth, gripping him by the hair and forcing his head 
up before taking the kisses he was seeking. Using his teeth, he nipped at his lover's full bottom lip, laving it 
with soothing licks before moving onto the stubbled chin below. "C'mon, baby.give it!" he growled against 


Richie's neck. He slid his hands down the expanse of smooth flesh on Richie's back, gripping his ass in his hands 


and pulling him deeper, leaving small welts where his fingernails dragged across the skin. 


Richie pushed up onto his hands and gazed down at Jon as his hips started to lose their rhythm, dropping into 
an erratic staccato as his orgasm hit. "Fuck! Ungh..." 


"That's it, my love," Jon crooned softly whilst his husband fell apart in his arms. He held Richie tightly as the 
tremors coursed through him, anointing kisses wherever he could reach and whispering soothing words into his 


hair. 


Jon rolled them both, still joined intimately, to the side and brushed the sweat-damp hair from Richie's eyes. 
"Good morning, Mookie," he murmured lovingly, swiping under Richie's eye at the moisture that was collected 
there. He wasn't sure if it was sweat or tears but trying to read those dark chocolate eyes, Jon decided that 


it was probably more perspiration than emotion. 
"Mmm..sleep now," he replied, closing his eyes and letting his limbs go lax. 
"Just for a little while," Jon said. "You promised me a run, don't forget." 


"Hadn't..but its a five-hour time difference, Cowboy," he grumbled. "It's like 2 am right now but my body is 
saying it's breakfast time." 


Jon chuckled lightly but had to admit to himself that he was a little weary now. They shared soft kisses until 


they both succumbed to sleep once again. 


When Jon woke again, Richie was in the shower. He yawned and stretched, scratching at his belly. It was about 
then that he remembered they'd fallen asleep without cleaning themselves up. With a grimace, he rolled and 
placed his feet on the ground and rubbed his clean hand over his face to wake himself up a little more. He 
glanced at the clock and saw that it was closer to 4 am, local time. Late in comparison to back home but if he 


didn't get moving soon, he'd waste the day. 


With a final push, Jon rose to his feet just as the water shut off in the bathroom. Richie was stepping out of 
the shower when Jon stepped over the threshold. 


‘Morning, sleepyheaa," Richie chirped. 
"Hey," Jon replied, letting Richie drop a kiss to his lips on his way to empty his bladder before his shower. "I 
shoulda waxed before we came here. Then | wouldn't have an itchy belly right now." He stood at the toilet and 


relieved himself with a sigh and a jaw-cracking yawn. 


"Yeah, ya would. And don't you dare," his voice muffled from beneath the towel. "Once was enough for my 


liking. l'm used to plucking chest hair from my mouth now." 


Jon chuckled, flushing before turning back and saying, "I'll just have a quick shower then we can go for that 


run. 


"Do you have any idea where we're going?" 


"I'd like to try along the beach," Jon replied. He fiddled with the taps until the water reached a suitable 
temperature. He stood under the spray and let it wash over his head. Coming up for air, he continued, "I'm just 
not sure if there's beach access all the way around the head from here. It looks like its high tide at the 


moment.” 


"How about | go put some coffee on and see if there are any maps downstairs?" Richie offered, dragging his 
fingers through his damp hair. 


Jon agreed and continued to scratch the glue-like dried cum from his belly as Richie disappeared from sight. 


Within thirty minutes, after a quick cup of life-giving coffee and consulting the guest book and online maps, 
they grabbed their sunglasses and caps, tucked house keys and cash into hidden pockets and fished two bottles 
of water from the fridge before setting out the door. 


"Ready?" Jon asked. They were under the banyan tree in the shade as they loosened their limbs, ready for 
what they estimated to be around a 45-minute easy jog to Waikiki Beach. 


"Yeah, babe. Let's do this," Richie replied, setting his cap firmly on his head. "l'm starving now." It was Richie 
that had suggested stopping for breakfast and maybe a little shopping, before the walk home or taxi depending 


on how the morning went. 


They wound their way through the suburban streets before finding the entrance to the beach. Stopping 
frequently along the way to take in the views and for water breaks, they finally rounded Diamond Head into 
the more populated and extremely tourist-orientated Waikiki Beach. 


"That wasn't so bad," Richie huffed once they'd finally slowed down, falling into an easy walk in the shade of 


some trees to cool down. 
"It was good," Jon agreed, stretching his legs out a little. "We should do this every morning.’ 
"Hold on.. every morning?" Richie protested. 


‘Okay..maybe not every morning," Jon chuckled. "C'mon, Mookie. Let's walk up this way. Ill buy you breakfast, 


you can choose the spot.” 


"Alright!" he replied. Wandering up to the street from the beach, Richie took Jon's hand as they made their 


way toward all the cafes and restaurants that were open for the breakfast trade. 


They passed what seemed to be a street kitchen providing food for the less fortunate. Richie stopped to drop 
some cash in their donation box. 


"Well, thank you and good morning to you both," a gentleman's voice said from behind them. "Your donation is 


much appreciated. Can | offer you some repast this fine morning?" 


‘Oh, no," Jon said, turning to see a kindly face. “Thank you though, but we wouldn't want to take any food from 
the people that need it" 


"The powers that be will provide what is needed," the gentleman said, serenely, holding his palms heavenward. 
He seemed to be in his mid-sixties with a slightly balding head and generous belly. He was surrounded by an 
aura of calmness, happiness. "I'm Father Mike and | run this chapel. Please..at least let me offer you a coffee 


while we talk." 

Jon looked at Richie and shrugged. 

"Sure," Richie agreed. "Thank you." 

Father Mike smiled and nodded, indicating for them to follow him. He poured two coffees from a large urn. 
"Milk? Sugar?" he asked and when both Jon and Richie declined, he handed them their coffees before pouring 
one for himself. "Please..come join me for a moment, won't you?" he asked. "I promise | won't preach. This isn't 
that kind of church. | like to hear Mainlanders' stories." He led the way over to a shady spot with a couple of 
upturned boxes used as seats. 


"How did you know we were from the mainland?" Richie asked, taking a seat. 


Jon knew that Richie was willing to talk to anyone, it was a necessary requirement of his job. He pulled one of 


the boxes against a railing so he could lean back while his husband carried the conversation. 

"You all have a certain air of..anxiousness To you. Especially ones that have only just arrived," Father Mike said 
with a kind smile. "I'm guessing one of the big cities..and you've only arrived in the last day or two. Am | 
right?" 

"Good guess," Richie acknowledged whilst Jon nodded with a smile. "New Jersey..so close enough to a big city.” 
Father Mike hummed in acknowledgement. "So what brings two New Jersians to Hawaii?" 

"A long overdue vacation," Richie offered "We've just gone through the whirlwind wedding of our daughter and 
the birth of our first grandson. My job has finally slowed enough to allow us three blissful weeks of finally 


being empty-nesters.” 


"Happy tidings and blessings on your grandson," Father Mike beamed. "And a wedding to boot..well, life is never 
meant to be dull and dreary now, is it?" 


Jon and Richie looked at each other and laughed. Jon shook his head and said, "You don't know the half of it, 
Father." 


"I notice the rings on your fingers as well. Are you married, then?" the preacher asked. 


Jon took Richie's hand and said, "In every way that matters, Father. Just not legally or in the eyes of the 


church." 

"Hmm," Father Mike hummed. "The traditional churches can be overly staid and stuffy, can't they? All are 
welcome in my church, by the way. You won't get turned away here, boys. May | ask..isn't it legal to marry in 
New Jersey now? | believe | saw something on the news in regards to that." 


"It is. The laws passed just recently actually," Richie confirmed. 


"We've been trying to work out logistics in regards to family," Jon added. "We don't need a big fuss now. To all 
that know us, we're married and that's all that really matters.” 


"We can't invite one side of the family without hurting the other two sides," Richie continued. 

"Three? Well, well.that sounds like an interesting dynamic." 

"Oh, it can be at times,” Richie laughed, “especially when they all get together. | only have my Mom on my side, 
but Jon has an adoptive and a blood family, all of whom seem singularly intent on going forth and multiplying. 
We're fortunate that they all seem to like and get along with each other." 


"You are indeed lucky," Father Mike commented. 


"We know," Jon replied softly. Lifting Richie's hand he gently kissed their intertwined fingers. "And we are truly 
grateful for that." 


Father Mike nodded in agreement. 


"We should keep going," Jon said to Richie. "We have a lot of exploring to do today." He stood and stretched out 


his legs. "And l'm liable to cramp up if we sit here much longer." 

"Oh..sure," Richie nodded, standing also. "Thanks for the coffee, Father." 

‘It was a pleasure to meet you both. You are certainly hearty conversationalists." 
"Thank you, Father," Richie said, shaking his hand. "Maybe we'll cross paths again" 


"The kitchen and | are here every day, unfortunately," he replied, shaking Jon's hand. "Where are you staying?" 


"Just around the headland. Royal Parade. We jogged here this morning and it was easy enough so we might 
continue to do that" 


"Lovely. Enjoy your day, gentlemen," Father Mike said, shaking their hands once more. 


Further down the road, Richie commented, "I'm starving. Their breakfast looked and smelled good but | didn't 


feel comfortable taking any, considering the line-up for it.” 
"And for that act of charity, Mookie, lets find you the closest breakfast joint," Jon grinned. 


After enjoying their breakfast, sitting at a sidewalk cafe in the warm tropical sun, they strolled through the 
shops, making the odd purchase here and there and taking note of places they would come back to. 


"Let's cab it back this morning, huh?" Jon suggested. "Let's just be lazy bums by the pool for the rest of the 


day. | mean.we've had our exercise for the day." 


"And then some, Cowboy," Richie agreed, slinging his arm across Jon's shoulders. "And the best part of your 


suggestion.we can sunbath nude." 


Jon snorted in amusement, "Then we better stock up on the sunscreen coz | ain't planning on getting blisters 
from the sun" 


"How about overuse then?" 
"Not in the first three days," Jon chortled. "C'mon, there's a cab rank." 


* 


Their days were spent around the pool or on the beach, snorkelling and exploring rock pools, their bodies 
becoming slowly bronzed by the sun. Richie took advantage of the privacy and often sunbathed nude and 
usually convinced his husband to do the same which frequently saw them frolicking like love-sick teenagers 
instead of the mature adults they were supposed to be. 


Jon was ecstatic when he saw a turtle on one swim just out from the private entrance to the beach. He 
regaled Richie with the story for the rest of the day until he was silenced by using his mouth in more 


productive ways. 


They attended a luau one night where they were both pulled out of the sea of diners, with others, to 
participate in the dancer-led hula and hadn't laughed so hard in quite some time. Most nights, though, they 
cooked simple meals and ate them out beside the pool with the tiki torches and the moonlight as their only 
lighting. 


Another day they took a helicopter tour over the island, stopping at Kualoa Ranch for refreshments. The 
swooping in and out of the valleys of Ka‘a'awa Valley almost made Richie lose his stomach but it was thrilling 
just the same. 


On a more sombre note, they visited the various Pearl Harbour Museums and paid their respects at the Pearl 
Harbour Memorial leaving them in a reflective mood which ended with them snuggled together in bed that 
night, talking until sleep took them into its embrace. 


Jon had lost count of the number of photos they'd taken and they had to have a serious discussion about 
having to buy another small suitcase for all the souvenirs they'd bought for everyone. 


Every morning, though, was started with a jog about the headland and, at the bare mirimum, a coffee and a 
chat with Father Mike. They'd become quite fond of the older clergyman. They had even been persuaded to eat 


with him on occasion and had got to know some of the people he and his volunteers cared for. 


Around the end of their second week, they were at Father Mike's when he brought up the subject of their 


marriage again. 


"You mentioned something when we first met, Jon, about your family," he said. "What was the issue with them 


and your marriage? I'm sorry, | can't quite recall the details." 


"Well, Father, we've already done the family wedding but my Mom and brothers missed out on that one. We 


don't want another big event but we can't invite one side without inviting both of the others." 
Over their conversations together, the preacher had managed to pull various points of information from them 
without seeming intrusive. He was adept at making people feel comfortable enough to share their lives with 


him. 


"Hmm," he replied, tapping his fingers against his lips as he thought. "Do they even care if you're married in 
the eyes of the law? Or does it matter that you're married in your hearts?" 


"| don't think they care," Richie added. "They're just happy that we're happy.” 


"If | can make a suggestion then.why not do it here? Quietly, with no fanfare. A renewal of vows to each 


other and a legal piece of paper to take to the lawyers when you get home." 
“That's..that's something we've never considered,” Jon said, looking at Richie. 


"Gay Marriage is also legal here and we have one of the easiest marriage laws," he said. "Licences can be 


issued on the day and you don't need blood tests, either.” 


‘I've seen a lot of people wed in my years as a preacher, right there on the beach," Father Mike continued, 


pointing out the soft white sand. "Never have | seen two people more..unified in their relationship. You are the 


Yin and Yang to each other." 


* 


Later that night as Jon laid wrapped in Richie's arms as they stared out into the moonlit sky from their bed, 
he said, "Mookie..what Father Mike said this morning.|'ve been thinking about it." 


He felt Richie sigh, his breath ghosting through his hair. "Me too, Cowboy," he replied softly, tightening his hold 
a little. "It would save a lot of hair-pulling about who should be in attendance. Do you think your Mom would be 


disappointed, though? You know..that she's never seen you married?" 


"No, | don't think so," Jon said, glancing over his shoulder. “Besides, she's had both Tony's and Matt's wedding 


days to fuss over." 

"Not to forget Lia's either." 

"Exactly..so | don't think Mom will have any issues." 

"You said will , Cowboy," Richie noted, propping himself up on his elbow, looking down at Jon 

"| did, didn't |?" he said as a smile broke over his face. "Hey, Mookie?! Wanna marry me again, baby?" 
"Why?! Did | knock you up?" he replied with a waggle of his eyebrows. 

"Goofball," Jon chuckled. "Say yes, then you can spend the night trying to do just that, though." 


"Hmm, | like the sounds of that," Richie grinned. "Then.yes! What are we waiting for? It's the final, legally 
binding way to call you mine ‘til the end of our days." 


Jon reached up, sliding his hand around the back of Richie's neck and met him halfway as their lips sealed the 
deal before spending the rest of the night making soft, sweet love. 


* 


The next morning, Richie drew Jon into his arms before setting out on their jog, and asked, "Haven't changed 


your mind, Cowboy?" 


"Nothing has felt so right, Mookie," he replied, squeezing Richie's waist. "C'mon. Let's go tell Father Mike and 
find out what we have to do and where to go." 


"Okay," Richie said but didn't release Jon, continuing with, "Wait.what if...” 


"What, Mookie?" 


"What do you say if we ask Mike to perform the ceremony for us?" he asked. "I'm assuming he's still a fully 


ordained preacher, of course." 


"I love the idea. l'm glad we've made his acquaintance. Volunteering at the kitchen the other day felt good, didn't 
“ie 


"It did..and I'd like to help more but we're running out of time," he said, finally releasing Jon with a kiss. They 
were walking toward the gate to the street. "If Mike says yes, I'd like to offer a sizable donation to his church 
as a thank you..from both of us, of course. It would keep the kitchen going for a while longer. We're financially 


secure enough to do it now." 
Jon stopped dead causing Richie to look back. "What?! Are you okay, Cowboy?" 


Jon blinked the tear from his eye, thankful that his sunglasses hid the emotion that had suddenly bubbled up 
over his husband's generosity. "Um.yeah. You never fail to knock me off-kilter, Mookie," he replied as steadily 
as he could. "That's perfect. But lets not mention that just yet. C'mon, let's go set the ball rolling." 


When they reached the church, they found Father Mike in the kitchen as usual. He greeted them heartily and 
poured the obligatory coffee for the three of them before they sat in what had become their spot 


"We've been thinking," Richie said after the pleasantries had been dispensed with, "and we'd like to ask you 


something.” 
"Ask away, son," Father Mike smiled. 


"You mentioned yesterday about getting married while we're here," Richie started "Jon and | would love it if 


you," he looked at Jon, who nodded encouragingly, "would marry us before we leave next week." 

Father Mike jumped from his wooden box with a joyful cry, sloshing his coffee over the rim of the cardboard 
cup. "Oh! That's grand!" he exclaimed. "I'd be honoured, my sons. Forgive me my enthusiasm.but | could sense 
that it might have been that missing puzzle piece. You can see the whole beautiful picture, but it's still not 
complete." 

He sat back down now that his excitement had burst forth, and said, "Do you have plans for today then?" 
"Not at all," Jon said. "Why?" 


"You do now, my son," the preacher smiled. 
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**Continued from What About Now** 


After the details were finalised, Father Mike sent the soon-to-be-newlyweds-again off to an appointment made 


with a friend of his, where they would be able to organise their Marriage Licence. 


"Go see Tiffany," Father Mike said. "She'll squeeze you in first thing this morning. I'll speak to her as soon as 


you leave here." 
"We don't know how to thank you, Father," Jon said, shaking the man's hand only to be brought into a bear hug. 


"No thanks necessary, Jon," the preacher said. "It will be enough to know that | helped place that missing piece 


for someone." 


"Thank you, Father," Richie added his own thanks and hugged their friend. 


‘OFF you both go now," the older man said. "I'll see you at the allotted time tonight" 


As Jon and Richie started walking back down to the pathway that would take them back to the rental property, 
Father Mike turned back to his congregation, held up his hands and exclaimed, "Friends!" 


The gathered diners and volunteers stopped whatever they were doing and looked to see what Father Mike had 
to say. "Tonight there will be a joyous union Let us sing the happy couple off with the gospel according to 
John, Paul, George..and Ringo." A cheer rose up from those around the preacher. Father Mike's congregation 
had obviously done this before as they all started singing the words of The Beatles AN You Need hs Love . 

The song rose on the gentle breeze, reaching Jon's and Richie's ears at the same moment. 

"What the?" Jon said, turning back toward the small church on the edge of town. 

Richie looked back also and waved, laughing, "Guess this is our wedding song, huh?!" 

"| don't have a problem with that, do you?" Jon laughed happily, sliding his arm around his husband's waist. 


"Not at all, babe," he replied, slinging his across Jon's shoulders. "Let's get going and get this ball rolling." 


They arrived back at the house a little under an hour later, relishing the quiet and solitude of the sanctuary 
not to mention the cool shade of the tree in the middle of the driveway. 


‘I'm gonna miss this place," Jon puffed, unlocking the front door and punching in the code. They toed off their 
shoes before walking inside, opting to carry them to a spot just inside the door. 


"Me too," Richie replied. "I know we said we'd get a house in the Hampton's but maybe Hawaii might be an 
option?" They moved into the cool of the house and set their belongings on the counter in the kitchen 


"Write another album, sell a few then we can have both," Jon grinned, leaning on the counter as he stretched 


out his leg muscles. 

The front door opened with a knock, "Housekeeping!" 

"C'mon in, Anela," Richie called. "We're decent for a change." 

Last weekend when Anela, Kai's wife, had called in for the weekly cleaning service, she had surprised them both 
on one of their sunbathing days. Jon had dived into the pool in an effort to cover himself as Richie reached 


for a towel, wrapping it around his waist quickly. 


"It was truly breathtaking to see the full moon rising in the morning," the older woman grinned cheekily. "| 


learned my lesson from last week. | will now announce myself more loudly." 


Richie greeted Anela in the entryway before helping her inside with her supplies. "We've washed the sheets and 
towels so you don't have to worry about that today. And we'll remake the bed once they're done." 


"Oh! You'll put me out of a job," she scolded lightly. "But mahalo. You've been the easiest and nicest house 
guests through so far." 


"Mahalo, Anela," Jon replied from the kitchen. "We have to do it anyway, back home, so why stop while we're 


on vacation." 
"My mama taught me well, darlin," Richie said. 


"And it kinda brushed off on me," Jon added before taking a few steps toward the refrigerator. He handed a 


cool bottle to Richie before cracking his open and taking a well-deserved drink. 
"She did a wonderful job, then" Anela said, "Well, I'll clean upstairs first while you both enjoy your brunch." 


"Do you mind cleaning down here first," Jon said. "We have places to go and need to shower first. Actually, 
Anela, can you tell us the quickest way to the Department of Health? We have an appointment at IO am." 


Anela checked her watch and said, "Oh, you have plenty of time. It's only a five-minute drive from here. Hope 
everything is okay?!" 


"Mahalo, Anela," Jon said, kissing her cheek on the way past her to the stairs as Richie ascended them. "Yes, 
everything is just perfect.” 


"Aloha, Mr Jon," she said as he disappeared up the stairs with Richie. 
*% 
"Why am | so nervous?" Richie asked as they pushed through the doors to the Department of Health office. 


"| dunno, Mookie," Jon said, taking Richie's hand. "| mean.it's not like it's our first go-round. But | get it. Its 
exciting.” They walked up to the information counter together. 


"Can | help you?" 


"Um, yeah, hi," Jon said, his words spilling out in a rush. He chuckled to himself before continuing, "We have an 


appointment with Tiffany. Father Mike organised it" 


‘Oh, yes. Mike did ring earlier," the woman smiled. "You're looking to get married tonight?" She stood from 


behind the desk, picking up a form from her desk as she did. "I'm Tiffany, by the way.’ 


lm Jon; this is Richie. It's nice to meet you, Tiffany." 


It's a pleasure to meet you both. Please..follow me to one of the offices," Tiffany said, shaking their hands and 
leading the way to a small cubicle with a desk and three seats. "Please take a seat," she said, taking the one 


behind the desk. 
"Thanks for fitting us in this morning," Richie said. "Father Mike said he could arrange everything quickly." 


"When Mike sends someone my way, | always give them a priority appointment," she replied, as Jon and Richie 
sat down in front of her. "Though | would have made an exception for you anyway, Mister Richie Sambora. It's 


a real pleasure to meet you in person" 


"| see I've been found out," he said with a wry grin. "Please don't say anything, darlin’. We haven't told anyone 


that we're doing this, as yet." 


"Your secret is safe," Tiffany nodded. "I'm surprised Mike didn't say something himself," she mumbled to 
herself. "Now..do you have your driver's license? I'll get this paperwork started." 


"How do you know Father Mike?" Jon asked, flipping open his wallet and withdrawing his licence, sliding it across 


the desk. 


"| used to be one of Father Mike's congregation," she replied, noting down Jon's name and address before 
recording his licence number in the correct box on the bottom of the form. "Grew up on the streets. But with 
his support, | set myself straight and haven't looked back since. | owe him my life." She handed the licence back. 
"He's had a tough time of it himself, but you would never know it.” 


"How so? He seemed quite together, | thought," Richie asked, passing Tiffany his identification. "Compassionate, 


welcoming..very easy to talk to." 


Tiffany stopped her notations and looked to the ceiling as though asking for forgiveness. "Father Mike..had a life 
partner that he left the catholic church for. That person was lost to us..hmm, almost ten years ago now. It 
devastated Mike," she sighed. "He was lost and aimless for quite some time. He used to sit outside this 
abandoned building on the edge of town.just passing the time of day because he said he couldn't face his 
empty house." 


"He would talk to anyone that had a spare moment and somehow each and every one of those strangers would 
walk away feeling better about themselves.even if it was the most incrementally small thing," Tiffany said, 
emotion starting to tinge her voice. "Thats what Mike did for my Mama and me. We were newly homeless and 


living in our car. Mama had lost one of her jobs and it became a matter of feeding me or paying the rent.” 


Richie reached for Jon's hand squeezing his fingers reassuringly as the young woman in front of them spoke, 


lost in her own memories. 


"Anyway, Mama got talking to Mike on her way back from her shift and next thing we know, Mike is bringing 
us food. Then he started bringing more food for others just like us," Tiffany smiled. "That abandoned building? 
He bought it and converted it into the church you see today. Named it after his lost love. It may not be 
anything fancy but it's filled with love and compassion for all.” 


"So who was his wife?" Jon asked. 
"| never said wife, now did |?" she asked with a knowing grin. "Do you remember Big John from back in the late 
'bOs and early 'T0s? He was from around here and was a minor celebrity. A very talented singer and appeared 


on some of the variety-type TV shows around that time." 


"I have a vague recollection of someone like that," Richie said. "Big guy, lovely voice, jazz singer but could sing 


anything really, with great improv and funny as a whip." 

"That's him," Tiffany nodded. "Obviously, | didn't know him but I've seen loads of videos about him. John was 
Mike's partner. It was John's inheritance, left wholly and solely to Mike, that funded the church and the 
kitchen" 


"Oh, wow," Richie exclaimed. 


"| guess you never saw the name of the church, did you?" Tiffany asked with a knowing smile. "It's not actually 
advertised but the locals know it. Just as Mike knew who you were, Richie.” 


"Father Mike never said a word about knowing him," Jon offered. 


"Because that's not who Mike is. After being with Big John, he knows that any person with an ounce of 
celebrity just wants to be treated as an everyday person. Am | right, Richie?" 


"Yeah, you hit the nail on the head, darlin," he nodded. "What's the name of the church then?" 


"Even though Big John mainly sang jazz.his true love was rock and roll. Mike named the church in his honour. 


Big Johnny's Church of Rock and Roll." 


"Love it! And no, Father Mike never said a word," Jon said, shaking his head. "So he found peace by serving the 


community?" 


"Yeah. People help out where they can with donations," Tiffany said, "but | know he struggles to pay for the 
groceries they use or the utilities that need paying.’ 


Richie looked at Jon, who noted that Richie had a look of determination on his face. 


"Um.maybe you can tell us if this is a good idea then," Richie said. "We were thinking of thanking Father Mike 
for tonights ceremony with a donation and, | think | can speak for both of us," he looked to Jon, who nodded in 


confirmation, "you've just solidified our intent. Do you think he would accept it?" 
"Have you told him your thoughts?" 
"No. We came up with it on our way to see him this morning, but we decided not to mention it just yet” 


"Well, he'll try to refuse it but you just keep insisting," Tiffany said. "Whatever you donate will certainly be put 
to good use. Now..let's finish this and get you on your way, huh?" 


Later, after all the paperwork was complete and the information keyed into the computer, Tiffany returned 
from the printer. "You're all officiall" she exclaimed happily, handing the printed form over to Jon and Richie. 
"May | be the first to congratulate you both?" 


"Thank you, for fitting us in this morning, Tiffany," Richie said, standing and giving the young woman a warm 
hug. "Thanks also for telling us about Father Mike and Big John and for sharing your own story." 


"| don't usually tell stories to just anybody but Father Mike's opinion swayed me. If he's in your corner, then 


you're good people." 
"Mahalo, Tiffany," Jon added, hugging the woman also. "You've worked wonders this morning.’ 


"Can | ask one thing though?" she asked, shyly bringing her phone out of her pocket. "May | ask for a photo 
with you both? | get some high-profile people coming through here. It's kinda my own personal brag book" 


“Sure thing," Richie said with a shrug. 


The three grouped together and Tiffany took a couple of good shots before Jon and Richie thanked her again, 
taking their leave with the all-important legal wedding licence in their hands. 


In the elevator, Jon, with shaking hands, drew the paper out of its envelope. "I don't believe it, Mookie. We're 
legal.or we will be after tonight" 


Its almost too hard to comprehend after all these years," Richie replied. "So what's next?" 


"Well.do you want to organise the wire transfer?" Jon asked, slipping the document back into its protective 


sleeve. "| have a few things | want to do, like go shopping..you know, maybe a surprise for you?" 


"You mean new clothes?" his soon-to-be-legal-husband asked, taking Jon's hand as the elevator door opened to 


the ground floor. "Or something a little more..interesting?" 


"Phhht," Jon scoffed. "I'm not buying any new toys and trying to get them back home..or even worse, leaving 


them behind only to have Anela find them. We'd never be allowed back." 


"Well | want to come back one day, so yeah, don't be walking into any adult shops today," Richie chuckled. He 


checked his watch and said, "Two hours be enough time to go do whatever you have planned?" 


"Yeah, should be," Jon said. "Why don't you drop me off and go do the barking, then call me when you're done. 


We'll meet up for lunch." 


"Sounds like a plan, Cowboy," he said as they climbed into the car and headed for Waikiki Beach. 


* 


"Are you sure you want to be dropped off here?" the cab driver asked, peering out into the night. 


"Absolutely. We're meeting someone," Richie said, handing over some cash to the driver as Jon was getting out 


of the other side. "Thanks, man. Aloha" 
"Mahalo and aloha.have a nice night." The driver executed a U-turn and drove away. 


Jon reached for Richie's hand as he stepped onto the pathway. "Ready, Mookie?" he asked. He wasn't sure why 
he was nervous or even why he felt more nervous this time around. His plan twenty some odd years ago was 
infinitely more fraught with failure considering Richie didn't even know about that one. At least they were 
walking into this one together and with eyes wide open 


"Yeah, Cowboy," he said. "Let's get hitched, baby. You've got the paperwork?" 


"Uh-huh. And you've got Father Mike's donation," Jon confirmed. "We've only gone through this a dozen times 


so far, Mookie," Jon grinned. 
"Hey..does that look like movement down on the beach?" Richie asked, trying to see through the darkness. 
"Yeah.it could be Father Mike," he replied, "but he said he'd meet us up here." 


Then, as if by magic, pairs of paper bag lanterns were ignited by two of the church's volunteers, Father 
Mike's closest confidants and assistants. The pathway the lanterns created led towards the beach, culminating 
at a point where finally two tiki torches were lit. The glow exposed an archway created with palm fronds and 
decorated with hibiscus and frangipani flowers. As the last of the flames were kindled, Father Mike stepped into 
the pool of light and shook hands with his companions before they blended into the night. 


"Oh wow," Jon breathed. 


Richie hugged Jon to him. "And here | was thinking that it would just be the three of us standing in the dark 
with a torch," he chuckled. "This is beautiful. | wish we had the camera to capture the moment." 


Father Mike was striding up the sand with purpose and a beaming smile, sparkling in the lamplight. He was 
wearing the brightest of Hawaiian shirts and a headdress made of palm fronds and flowers. He was carrying 


two leis in his hand. He stood at the top of the path and beamed at the two lovers. 


"Richie..Jon..Aloha" He stepped forward and placed the leis around their necks before greeting them with a honi. 
Once completed, Mike clapped his hands together and said, "Well don't you both look handsome tonight. | see 
you've dressed the part." 


Richie chuckled. "Do you believe we shopped separately for these clothes?" 


"I think we know each other too well," Jon added. They had both bought white shirts to wear for their wedding; 
Richie had gone with new jeans and his shirt was more patterned whereas Jon had opted for looser, drawstring 


linen pants in a light beige and a more plain shirt. 
"Well, you both look splendid," Mike said. "I have to ask.do you have your licence?" 
"Yes!" Jon said, pulling the envelope from his back pocket and handing it over. "Tiffany was very helpful." 


"She's a very special young woman," Mike nodded, not even glancing at the completed form before saying. 
"Well. shall we?" 


Jon looked at Richie and saw the same thing that he had twenty-six years ago; nothing but love in his dark 


eyes. "I love you, Mookie.” 
"Whatever happens, Cowboy," he smiled and kissed Jon quickly before nodding to Father Mike. 


With a return nod and beatific smile, Mike turned and started singing in Hawaiian as he led them down the 
glowing path toward the archway. 


Jon squeezed Richie's hand, drawing his attention briefly. He knew that Richie would be listening to Mike trying 


to absorb the meaning behind the unfamiliar words, from a musician's point of view. 


When Mike stopped, just in front of the fragrant arch, they did too, waiting for what would come next. Jon 
suddenly had a flashback to their first wedding, surrounded by their families and friends. Mike was so far 
removed from Al, that night, that Jon actually softly laughed out loud. Richie looked questioningly at him but 


Jon just shook his head, moving closer to his partner and rested his head on Richie's shoulder. 


Love is life's greatest treasure and to embrace it wholeheartedly in the here and now is one of the most life- 
affirming experiences a human can have. What the two of you have is so good that you desire to spend the 
rest of your lives together.” 


"So we have set aside this time, here in this beautiful setting, to make your relationship permanent and official, 


with the highest promises of love and devotion two people can make to each other." 


"The promises made here today will mingle with the gentle breeze, to be carried by the wind, to echo in the 
mountains, become absorbed into the earth, sea and sky, so that your marriage vows will follow you, wherever 


you go in life, as a constant sweet whisper of comfort and security." 


Father Mike's gentle words washed over them and Jon made the effort to absorb as much of it as possible. 
He was also trying to form the words he wanted to express to his soulmate, his other half in all ways 


possible. 
"Richie," Father Mike said. "Do you have promises you wish to give to Jon?" 


Jon felt Richie shift, turning to him and taking both hands in his. He felt Richie's warmth and strength flow 
through him as he completed their union. He looked into Richie's eyes; eyes that he knew so well, eyes that 
were so expressive and gentle yet flashed with fire when his passions rose, whether they be with anger or 
with love. 


"Jon.my love," Richie said with a happy sigh. "I fell in love with your courage, your sincerity and your flaming 
self-respect and it's these things I'd believe in even if the whole world indulged in wild suspicions that you 
weren't all that you should be. But of course, the real reason is that | love you and that's the beginning and 
end of everything." 


Jon's heart was beating hard at hearing Richie's affirmation Sure, they told each other every single day how 
much they loved the other but it was something truly magical hearing it now, beneath the stars and heavens 
above. He had never believed in one God but there was a feeling of something greater in his universe at this 


moment. 


"You're my best friend, confidant, lover, and partner. Together we have created a safe haven in our marriage 


from the chaos of the rest of the world, and in you, | have found comfort, joy, and peace." 


Richie sniffled and had to look away briefly before continuing with an impassioned declaration, gripping Jon's 
hands tightly, "Because of you .| laugh, | smile and | dare to dream. Each and every day | wake, | look forward 
to sharing my life with you, caring for you, nurturing you, being there for you. | promise today, as | did on 
our wedding day, to love and cherish you through whatever life brings us.’ 


Jon blinked and bit down on his lip in an effort to stay quiet and composed. He drew in a shuddering breath as 
Richie continued with tears openly falling down his cheeks unchecked. 


"I see these vows not as promises but as privileges: | get to laugh with you and cry with you; care for you 
and share with you. And most importantly, love you every single day. You are my husband. My feet shall run 
because of you. My feet shall dance because of you. My heart shall beat because of you. My eyes see 


because of you. My mind thinks because of you. And | shall love because of you." 


"Jon, the first time we did this | said that | was going to be a better person because of you. And if | 
remember correctly | said.love me and | will love you, hold me and | will hold you, follow me and | will follow 
you. Let's love, follow and hold each other to the ends of the earth. | repeat these words tonight because | 


wouldn't change a single one. You are my heart." 
"Oh Mookie." he whispered, kissing the backs of Richie's fingers. 
"Beautiful," Father Mike murmured. "Jon.son, do you have any promises you'd like to bestow on Richie?" 


Jon nodded, never breaking his gaze from Richie's. He reached out and brushed a tear from Richie's cheek with 


a shaky hand and cleared his throat before he could summon the steadiness to speak. 


"Richie. Twenty-six years ago | thought that day would be the best day of my life and | believe | even said 
that in my vows to you that night. | didn't think anything could ever top it.but then we had the joy of having 
children together, making our little family complete. Tonight is, as Father Mike mentioned, the final piece that is 


the puzzle of our lives." 


"If | know you like | think | do..no, like | know | do," Jon smiled, his bottom lip trembling, "then | know you've 
remembered every word | said that night. Because | remember every promise and every word you said that 
night too. This is why | want to give you more to remember from this night as | think they reinforce my 


original words of love." 
Jon took a deep, steadying breath, determined to speak without breaking down. 


Richie. my Mookie..you are my inspiration and my soul's fire. You are the magic of my days. You help me 
laugh, and you teach me to love. You provide a safe place for me, unlike I've ever known. You free me to sing 
my own song. You are more of an amazement to me, each day | rediscover you. You are my greatest love. Of 


that, | am absolutely certain 


He paused a moment to gather his thoughts, also giving him time to compose himself, which was getting 


harder and harder to do. 

"You know me better than anyone else in this world, and somehow still you manage to love me. You are my 
best friend and my true love. There is still a part of me today that cannot believe that I'm the lucky one who 
is married to you." 

"| am because you arel" he exclaimed hoarsely, the tears were flowing freely now. 

Father Mike's loud nose-blowing thankfully broke the mood making Jon and Richie start giggling uncontrollably. 
‘Sorry..but | love weddings," Mike said, tucking his handkerchief into his pocket again. He sighed happily and 


looked to the heavens with his hands open upward. "Life is not measured by the breaths we take but by the 


moments that take our breath away.” 


He looked back at the couple before him and said, "Jon.Richie.please take each other's hands again" Turning, he 
took something from the fronds behind him before facing the couple again. He was holding a simple lei made 
with vines, twisted together with fragrant white flowers. 


"This is a maile lei. [+ means love that binds ," he intoned as he gently wrapped it around their joined hands. "The 
maile lei is one of the oldest leis and is therefore steeped in tradition and cultural significance. It is known as 


the lei of royalty, and symbolizes enduring devotion, desire for peace, and respect" 


"These are the hands of your best friend, strong and filled with love. These are those hands that wil 
passionately cherish you through the years, and with the slightest touch will comfort you like no other.” 


"These are the hands that will give you both strength when you need it and will support you to pursue your 
dreams. And these are the hands that even years from now will still be reaching out to you, still giving you 


the same unspoken tenderness with just one touch." 


With a gentle sigh, Father Mike unwound the lei and enveloped their joined hands in his and said, "It is with the 
utmost pleasure that | pronounce you.husband and husband" He stepped back and let the newly-married couple 
kiss. 


Jon huffed out a happy laugh moments before Richie claimed his lips. He was vaguely aware of Father Mike 
raising a large conch shell to his mouth and blowing, sounding much sweeter than his nose from earlier, 
heralding the new couple's union to the heavens and the oceans. And somewhere in the distance two balloon 


lanterns were lit and sent into the starry skies. 


"Hello, husband," Richie murmured against Jon's mouth before releasing the gentle hold he had on Jon's jaw. "l 


love you, baby." 


Jon smiled, wrapping his arms around Richie's waist. "Love you too, Mookie," he said, drawing Richie in for 


another kiss. 


| hate to interrupt," Father Mike said after he cleared his throat, "I'll leave you two in peace now. Come see 


me when you finally rise from your marriage bed and I'll have all the legal certificates ready for you." 


"Thank you, Father," Richie said, stepping back from Jon for a moment. "We," he said, looking at Jon, "would like 
to thank you. For your friendship these past two weeks. For the suggestion of legally marrying before we go 
home. For tonight" 


"And we'd like to help you and your church," Richie pulled an envelope from his back pocket, "with a donation as 
a thank you." He passed the envelope over to the older man as Jon drew Richie into his arms, watching. Jon 
soothed his hand over Richie's back as the older man looked at them both with confusion. 


Father Mike opened the flap and saw the contents. "Oh! Oh..! can't take this. Your wedding isn't for sale, it was 


performed with love, for love," he said, trying to offer the envelope back. 


"Tiffany said you would refuse," Jon said, kindly. "But we want you to put it to good use for the food kitchen. 


You do the community an important service. Please accept it” 


Please, Father," Richie added, pushing the man's hand back. "I know you know what | do for a living..and you 
should know that we can afford it." 


Father Mike looked at them both and, with a small sigh, said, "Tiffany's been telling stories again, hasn't she?! 
That girl will be the death of me one day... Thank you, my sons. Your contribution will go a long way. Now..!'l 
leave you in peace to enjoy the rest of your wedding night." 

"Please thank whoever helped you tonight, too," Jon added as Father Mike draped the maile lei around their 
necks before turning towards the candlelit runway to the road. "The lei.the archway, the lanterns, the 
tikis.everything was just perfect." 


"A special couple deserves a special night," he returned with a beatific smile before making his way up the 


sand. 


Jon felt Richie's arms come around him from behind and felt a kiss on his neck. "Well, Cowboy..we're finally 


legal," he whispered. 


"God." Jon said, turning in Richie's embrace, "it almost doesn't seem real, huh? We've waited for twenty-six 


years for this day. We need to tell the kids.the rest of the family.’ 
"We do..but not right now," Richie said, moving his arms to hold Jon as he started swaying to a soundless tune 
in his head. "Right now, | want to have the first dance with my husband. In the glow of the torches and the 


candles..and under the stars." 


Holding each other, they danced in the sand until the candles burned out one by one leaving a sole persistent 


lantern and the tiki torches glowing. 

"Cowboy?" Richie murmured against Jon's hair. 
"Hmm?" 

"Take me home and make love to me?" 


Jon pulled his head back so that he could look at his husband. "Gladly, my love. The tide is out.shall we walk 
along the beach?" 


"Yeah..maybe we can recreate that scene from the movie. What was it called? From Here to Eternity?" 


Jon smiled wickedly and grasping the ends of the lei that was around Richie's neck led him off into the 


darkness of the shoreline. "I think that can be arranged, my love." 


* 


A rather nondescript, middle-aged man sat on the still-warm sand, sipping at the bottle of lager that he'd 
pulled from his small backpack and enjoying the peace and solitude that the dark beach allowed. The sunset that 
he had originally come to watch had long since faded but he had yet to find the energy or enthusiasm to make 
his way back to his hotel. On this bright moonlight night, his restless eyes scanned his surroundings for 


anything of interest; watching, observing and remembering. Nothing escaped his notice. Nothing was missed. 


Sometime after Il pm, his gaze was drawn towards movement in the darkened distance where the path led 
down to the shorefront from the road. Despite being lit only by the moonlight, the three figures moved 
confidently towards the beach, stopping at the palm fronds archway that stood at the end of the path. All 
three placed the bundles they had been carrying onto the sand and quickly began setting up unlit tiki torches 


and various other items around the archway. 


When their preparations were complete, two of the figures moved back up the path placing similarly dark 
lanterns along the path as they went. The older figure simply stood waiting beside the moonlit archway. 


Their unobserved watcher nodded to himself, confident in his assessment of what was happening. The archway 
was known as a popular wedding location. Indeed that was part of the reason he was in this position to observe 


events. 


Earlier that day he had walked along the beach from Waikiki, needing a break from the annoyances of the day 
and unwilling to return to his hotel room. His original plan was to simply walk along the beach to watch the 
sunset. Instead, he had come upon a small wedding and decided that rather than walk past he would simply sit 
on the beach a short way off and enjoy a couple of beers instead. 


With an open beer and a few snacks at hand, he had idly watched the proceedings. The young couple had been 
accompanied by a few family and friends. He would've bet good money that they were recently-arrived 
tourists given the totally unsuitable heeled shoes two of the women were wearing. At least the bride had done 


her research and had been wearing sensible flat shoes. 


As the ceremony had reached its climax he'd almost absentmindedly reached into his backpack for his ever- 
present camera, focussing the high power zoom lens on the dark green lei wrapped around their joined hands 
and unconsciously framing the shot with practised ease. Although he hadn't pressed the shutter it had been a 
nice throwback to his early days in the business; the days when his dream had been to own his own small 
photography studio. The days before celebrity egos and pushy paparazzi. The days before he'd taken those 
photos ; the ones that had changed his life forever. 


He'd been nearing the end of his time in college when a friend had persuaded him to go to a gig at the 
Troubadour. The support band that night had been making a name for themselves in LA, although they were 
unknown beyond the city limits. Since he'd had his camera with him and he'd taken a dozen pictures of their 
live set. Within weeks the band had broken big and the music magazines had been crying out for pictures of 
them. His photos were some of the very few live pictures that had been available and he had been able to sell 


them to several different magazines for previously unimaginable sums of money. 


That had been the turning point in his career plan For the last twenty years, he had jetted around the globe, 
making his living taking and selling photographs. His published work included several of the biggest and most 


egocentric rock bands in the world. 


Now, after a particularly trying day attempting to take the perfect photo of a rather obnoxious young band, 
he had retreated to seek the serenity of the uncrowded beach. 


After the wedding party had departed, he'd chosen to stay where he was, watching the last red hues of the 
sunset. Taking another beer from his backpack he'd settled down to enjoy the evening, only to lose track of 
time. Which all brought him to his present location and time. 


His musings on the past were interrupted when he heard a car pull up on the road and shortly after the 
sound of two doors closing. For a minute nothing happened and then, out of the darkness, pairs of lanterns 
began to flare into life as the two figures he had seen previously unhurriedly moved down the path towards 
the beach. Reaching the sand they lit the two tiki torches, their flickering flames lighting the waiting archway 
with a golden glow. 


The third man stepped into the light and shook hands with his two assistants, before they departed, walking 
along the beach, past the unseen watcher, in the direction of Waikiki. It wasn't really a surprise that when the 
third man turned to walk towards the road he recognised Father Mike, a local street preacher, who he had 


spoken to on several occasions. 


For a moment there was silence and then the faint sounds of Father Mike singing in Hawaiian could be heard as 
he led two men, similarly dressed in white shirts, hand in hand towards the archway. The three of them 
appeared to be alone. Apparently, whoever was getting married tonight had gone to some effort to keep their 


celebration private. 


The three men stopped in front of the archway, but with only Father Mike facing him, he could not identify 
the two strangers, one of whom now rested his head on the other's shoulder. Father Mike spoke for a while 
before the two men turned to face each other and hold hands bringing their profiles into view. 


A bolt of shock brought their unseen observer to full awareness. He recognised that face, he'd photographed it 
often enough. Unless he was very mistaken, that was Richie Sambora standing before the preacher, which 
meant that the man at his side must be his long term partner, Jon Bongiovi. For a moment he was stunned 


into inactivity, but he quickly regained his senses and grabbed his camera. 


Thankful for his earlier unplanned practice, he framed and focussed on the happy couple and pressed the 
shutter. He continued to take photos as Jon lifted Richie's hands to kiss his fingers and then reached out to 
brush a tear from his husband's cheek. He kept shooting as Father Mike took a maile lei, winding it around 
their hands to bind them together. He took more as the newlyweds shared their first kiss, accompanied by 
Father Mike blowing the ceremonial conch. 


A flare of light, just in the middle distance between where he sat and the ocean, caught his eye briefly as two 
balls of light took flight on the gentle breeze, wafting higher and higher over the waves, seemingly entwined 


somehow. 


After the wedding, the three men spoke for a time. Richie handed an envelope to the preacher, who looked at 
the contents and immediately tried to hand it back. It took the efforts of both men before he was persuaded 
to put it into his pocket. Snapping off another round of photos their watcher pondered what the gutter press 
would make of those pictures. Bribery? Hush money? They'd have a field day. 


After Father Mike left, the newlyweds slow-danced together in the sand until the candles had almost all burnt 
out and only the tikis were left. Eventually, Jon took hold of the maile lei still hung around Richie's neck and 
pulled his husband along the moonlit beach in the direction of Diamond Head. 


Alone once again, the unnoticed observer thought about what he had been fortunate enough to stumble upon. 
A secret midnight wedding, shrouded in darkness. This would be big news in the entertainment industry. Not 
only would the music press be interested but there were several celebrity gossip magazines that would pay 


generously for proof of such an event. 


Turning on the camera screen he quickly viewed his numerous shots, mentally reviewing the quality and singling 
out the best. Choices made he saved them to a separate file and took another sip of his long-forgotten beer. 


Now what to do with them? He idly pondered the various options as he finished off his drink. 


He decided to wait until he returned to his hotel room, where the fast internet connection waited. It seemed a 
waste of this perfect night to call a cab and hurry back. Safe in the knowledge that he alone had borne 


witness to the earlier events, he tidied his equipment and trash into his backpack. 


Slinging his gear over his shoulder he stood up and wandered over to the archway to have a closer look at the 
skilled craftsmanship. His critical eye took in the scene in front of him, the setting, lighting and whatnot before 
he grabbed his camera and took a series of moody, romantic shots of the sole remaining lantern, the glowing 
flowers and palm fronds from the torches and the flaming torches themselves. If they didn't get taken up with 
the other shots of Richie then he could always sell them as stock photos. 


When he was satisfied with the results of those he took a moment to extinguish the tiki torches. After waiting 
a couple of minutes for his eyes to adapt to the silvery moonlight he began walking slowly towards Waikiki 
where his hotel bed was now calling to him. 


He'd wait until the following day before ensuring that the photos found their way to the most appropriate 


recipients. 


* 


TO BE CONTINUED 


Wedding Day 


Author's Notes: 
How many of you were missing the sex from the wedding night in the last chapter? Hope this one makes up 


for making you all wait for a week. 


One more chapter to go then we're going to rest this AU for a while. We have big plans for our couples to 
visit Enslaved but it needs a bit of time to plan out. 


So after next week, Esayel and | will be reworking Wanted. Tidying it up and updating the style to suit what I've 
become comfortable in. This will be in preparation for adding a continuation. So.for those of you who don't mind 


a little Master'Richie and his pets..you will be in for a treat@ 


In the meantime..enjoy this Jon and Richie's morning after.. 


Love you all. ev 


Jon tugged Richie along by the vine lei, down a now very familiar route along the coastline. Giggling like 
teenagers and setting nearby dogs into barking frenzies or being yelled at by people for disturbing their sleep 
as they sang at the top of their voices, they walked hand in hand back toward their rental. When they 
weren't chasing each other and tumbling to the sand in a frenzy of kisses, they would stop to admire the view 


or each other. 


"| can't believe | feel this giddy without a single drop to drink," Jon sighed happily as they sat on the sand. He 


was leaning up against some rocks with Richie between his legs, leaning back into his embrace. Jon had one 


hand inside Richie's shirt, over his heavily beating heart. His other hand was entwined with Richie's as they sat 


listening to the crashing of the waves not far from where they were sitting. 


"Its a strange feeling, isn't it?" Richie said over his shoulder. "As Mike said, it's like that jigsaw. It looks 
complete from afar because that piece is just so infinitesimal in comparison to the overall picture..but fuck, it 


feels complete now. We feel complete, don't we?" 


"You know..it does and we do," Jon agreed. "But the thing that's always frightened me was..and | know that 
we've covered ourselves as much as possible but..l've always had this fear that," he swallowed down the 
insecurities that reared their ugly heads now and again, "that if anything happened to either of us, that they'd 
take everything away from whoever was left. The house..the kids. Because we weren't what the law classifies 


as normal." 
"Ah Cowboy..why didn't you ever say anything?" Richie asked, kissing the hand that was gripped in his. 


"Because it was dumb, | know that," Jon replied. "And it happened more when Seb and Lia were babies. It 
seemed to dissipate somewhat as they grew older. | don't think I've had an attack over that for a couple of 


years now." 
"| wish you'd told me, babe," Richie murmured. 


"But had you thought about that at all?" Jon asked. "You know..! kinda got a taste of it with the hospital and 


your parents." 
"My parents?!" Richie shifted to peer at Jon in the dark, "What the hell are you talking about?" 


"After your assault..you were still unconscious..." Jon said, casting his mind back to those few horrible days 

where Richie lay lifeless in a hospital bed. "I wasn’t even allowed in your room until Eddie authorised me to be 
there. Then.when your folks came in and tried to tell you that you were going home with them..that | wasn't 
needed anymore and that | should just leave. As if my life wasn't shitty enough with you all beat up and not 


waking up. They were going to take you away from me and | was so fucking angry with them." 
Richie looked confused as he tried to form the words to reply. 


"You gotta remember this was before everything was all patched up between you and them," Jon clarified. 
"Before | knew about your mom's Szarlotka," he grinned and felt Richie's soft relieved chuckle. 


"She loves you, you realise that, don't you?!" Richie asked, rhetorically. "Mom always wanted a big family.more 
kids, grandkids. You helped give her that." Richie turned further and cupped Jon's cheek with his free hand, 
drawing him close and touching their lips together. "For a street kid.you sure did a good job at making your 
own big family, Cowboy." 


"| guess | did, didn't |?" he replied with a smile before leaning in for another kiss. He lost himself in that one 
simple touch of Richie's lips against his and he was suddenly hungry for more as he shifted them both down 
onto the sand, covering Richie's body with his own. 


Pushing Richie back into the soft sand and settling himself between his husband's open thighs, their kisses 
deepened with every moment. Richie arched up beneath him with a barely audible whimper. Jon grinned to 
himself and answered with his own hip roll as his mouth moved down to Richie's chin and jawline. "Can | help 


you with something, Mookie?" he murmured between little nips and kisses against the warm skin 


"Yeah," he replied and Jon felt his husband's hands slide beneath his shirt and into the flimsy waistband of his 


pants to rest on his ass cheeks. "This..." 


"So greedy," Jon scolded lightly, reaching back and gripping one of Richie's wrists and pulling his hand from its 
resting place. Pushing the arm up over Richie's head and entwining their fingers, Jon continued his exploration 


in search of the heady thump-thump of Richie's pulse at the base of his throat. 


Trailing his hand back down Richie's arm to his chest, Jon's fingers worked the tiny plastic discs through their 
holes on Richie's shirt, exposing more and more of the delicious skin that he knew so well. He would swear on 
the Bible, if he believed in that, that the freckles that anointed his lover's chest so generously, tasted deeper 


and darker than anywhere else. 


Jon snarled a little as Richie's fingernails dragged roughly over his ass cheek, as his strong guitarists’ fingers 
kneaded the flesh he was gripping. He paused for a moment with his lips over Richie's heart, feeling the thrum 
of his beneath them. The boy who had become this man still enthralled him as much as he did when they first 


met. 


Sure, they'd grown a little older and a little wiser, or so he hoped, and the grey hairs had started to appear 
not so long ago but it wasn't the physical side of his husband that kept him enraptured; it was his heart, the 
one beating strongly beneath his lips and his soul that spoke to his, every moment they were together. 


"Jonny." Richie pleaded, pulling Jon from his introspection and impelling him into action once more. 
‘Mmm..sorry, Mookie," he said, dragging himself up Richie's body to plant a quick kiss on his lips as an apology 
before continuing with the detailed inspection of his chest with his mouth and now-sandy hands. He took one of 


the hard little nubs between his teeth and heard his lover's soft cry as Jon teased it mercilessly 


As his fingers moved lower and the last remaining buttons on his shirt were freed, Richie's hand tangled in his 
hair in an attempt to guide Jon to where he needed him. 


"Tell me what you want, Rich," Jon said, skimming his tongue around Richie's belly button, just above the 
zippered closure of his jeans that was straining to hold its contents within 


"I told you earlier, Cowboy," he replied, tugging a little at Jon's hair that was wrapped around his fingers. "Make 


love to me. Here..now." 


Jon grinned wickedly before popping the brass button and running the zipper carefully down over Richie's 
hardness. "You realise that the house is barely ten minutes walk away, don't you?!" he asked. 


"Fuck the house," Richie growled, pushing himself to his elbows to see better. "If | want sex on the beach on 
my wedding night, then | fuckin’ want sex on the beach." 


"Then you better get on your knees, babe," Jon chuckled, sitting back on his haunches and pulling at the cord 
of his pants to free himself. "Not sure about you but | do not want sand chafing like last time." He wiped the 
sand from his hand to the best of his ability before wrapping it around himself now that he was free. 


"Good point," Richie returned. Repositioning himself to his knees, he lowered his jeans over his ass before 


leaning forward on his elbows. 


"Look at that. thought you said it wasn't a full moon tonight," Jon quipped as his husband's ass appeared in all 
its glory to him. He gave it a quick slap with his open palm, making Richie grunt in surprise. 


"Tell me why | married you again, asshole?!" Richie said without venom, over his shoulder. "Fuckin! smart ass, 


aren't you?! Such a buzzkill." 


Jon, lining himself up to his lover's entrance, gathered a mouthful of saliva and spat onto their junction. 
Smoothing his hand down Richie's spine, Jon pushed through the familiar ring of muscle that held the just right 


amount of resistance these days. 

"Fuck..yeah, Cowboy," Richie cried out softly as Jon slowly worked his way inside his husband's welcoming body. 
"Buzzkill, am |?" Jon chuckled as Richie's whimpers were carried away on the breeze. 

With each passing moment, he sought to give the love of his life the wedding night fuck he so craved and 
deserved. He matched the roll of his hips to the crashing of the waves over the rocks off-shore on the 
incoming tide. His fingers dug into Richie's hips, leaving crescent-shaped indents and welts as he scraped them 
over the soft skin 

"Cowboy..Jonny, baby..please," Richie moaned, pleading for more. 

Jon gritted his teeth against his raging desire, revelling in the touch of his cock's tip against the spongy 
pleasure-zone deep within his lover. He put his hand on Richie's shoulder and said, "Come to me, my love." He 


helped Richie upright, holding him as close as possible as they twisted to accommodate a heady kiss. 


The base of Jon's spine started to tingle as the change in position sent bolts of electricity zapping through 
him, just below the surface of his skin. Swiping his hand over his shirt first to rid himself of any sand that 


may be clinging to it before enclosing his husband's cock within his sure grasp and matched their primordial 


rhythm. 


Jon held Richie close as he stroked his dick and Richie's breathing had started to become more and more 


erratic the closer Jon took to his release. 


"Still want to call me an asshole, Mookie?" Jon grunted as he thrust his hips upward, repeatedly with the sound 
of flesh against flesh blending perfecting in time with the crash of the waves. 


His husband's dark hair shook in front of his face as his body trembled within his arms. "N-no..so close, baby," 
Richie whined. 


"I know, my love.| can feel you. That spot," Jon panted as his tip hit it brutally and sent Richie into a paroxysm 


of shakes, "is so swollen right now." 
"J-Jonny..ch god.please," the older man cried, barely audible above the waves. 


Jon tightened his grip around his favoured pleasure toy and increased his pace. "Almost there, 
baby. just.fuck just move this way a little.” Jon nudged Richie into the position he was after. "Yes! Fuck..yes." 


"Shit!" Richie exclaimed, reaching back and clutching at whatever part of Jon he could reach, in this case, his 
thigh, and his nails dug in painfully. "Shit, shit, shit..yesssngh!" His words dissolved into a low keening as his 


release crashed over him. 


Feeling Richie start to come apart in his arms, Jon tightened his grip around the cock in his hand, stroking it in 
the way he knew so well. Richie spilled over and over again onto the sand below as his body went through its 
la petite mort and the fluttering of the ring of muscles rocket-fuelled Jon's own climax. "Fuck.Mookie.! love 
you, baby," he cried into Richie's shoulder, tumbling off the precipice into oblivion as he emptied himself into 


his lover. 


Richie collapsed forward onto his hands and, by default, Jon fell over his back. With their heads spinning, Jon 
soothed his husband by covering his back with kisses. After an indeterminate time, he gently extricated 
himself, helping Richie to pull his jeans back up over his bare ass and guiding him to a clean patch of sand to 


recover. 
Jon, still kneeling in the sand beside his husband, threw his head back, offering his face to the heavens as he 
took deep, fortifying breaths. He pulled up his own pants and, not bothering to tie the cord, finally fell down 
beside his lover. 


"Happy, baby?" Jon asked as he pillowed his arms beneath his head. 


Richie hummed and curled into Jon's side, "Like a pig in mud," he muttered against Jon's chest. He looped an 


arm around Jon's waist and tangled their legs together. 


Jon brought one arm down across Richie's back and kissed the top of his head. "I'm glad. | wouldn't have it any 
other way." Jon sighed, feeling weary suddenly. The lull of the ocean's regular beat and Richie's warmth was 


sending him into a post-coital hazy bliss. 
"| love you, Cowboy," Richie's sleepy voice reached his ears and his hold tightened just a little. 


"Love you too, Mookie," Jon replied, letting his eyes, burning from trying to count the stars above his head, 
close just for a moment. "Whatever happens, baby." 


* 


Jon was sitting on the sofa at home, a bowl of freshly made popcorn and a glass of wine at hand. He picked up the 
remote and turned the television on It was Sunday afternoon and he had the house to himself for a change. He 
was happy that one of his all-time favourite black and white movies was being shown today. He settled back as 
the television came to life and From Here To Eternity flickered on the screen He sat entranced as Frank Sinatra, 


Burt Lancaster and Deborah Kerr fold the story. 


As the famous beach scene played out, Jon was shocked to see Richie up on the screen and, then when the 
camera zoomed in, he was completely floored to see his own face looming above Richie's. He watched himself bend 
over Richie in a passionate kiss as the waves rolled over them. Richie's arms came around his neck and Jon pushed 


his leg between Richie's, rolling them both over so that Richie was on top. 
‘Oh Jonny," Richie sighed. "Jonny..Jonny...." 


‘C'mon, Cowboy, time to wake up, baby," Richie said from somewhere above him. He didn't sound like he did 


moments before and Jon's subconscious was desperately grabbing at the remnants of the dream. 


It was that moment that another wave crashed over his legs caused Jon to come fully awake with a start. He 


sat bolt upright, catching Richie's chin with the top of his head. 
"Fuck!" Richie grunted, falling back into the sand on his ass and rubbing his jaw. 


"Shit! Mookie!” Jon exclaimed just as another wave, bigger than the previous, crashed further up his legs as he 
scrambled backwards but his pants were soaked anyway as were Richie's. "Are you okay? What the hell 
happened?" 


"Well I'm guessing we fell asleep, Captain Obvious," Richie grinned, pushing himself upright. He held his hand out 
for Jon to take and hauled him upright. "And, yeah.'m okay. Its not like I'm not used to getting thumped 
whenever | wake you up by now. But, man, you musta been tired. You don't usually sleep that heavily these 


days." 


"| was dreaming," he shrugged. "You were in my dream and..you'll like this.we were in a black and white movie." 


"Let me guess," Richie said, off-handedly as he surveyed their path back to the house. "Was it From Here to 
Eternity?" 


Jon stopped and blinked in surprise under the already bright sunlight of the early morning. "Actually..yeah it 


was. How did you know?" 


"Don't you know, Cowboy,” he replied, pulling Jon into his arms, "that | visit you in your dreams every night?" 
He puckered up for a kiss and waited for Jon to return it as the waves crashed around them. 


"If you think you're being cute right now..," Jon chuckled but left his sentence hanging. He laughed when Richie 
opened his eyes at the comment and pouted when he didn't get what he was fishing for. 


"Aww..no kissies?" 


Jon rolled his eyes in mock exasperation and giggled at his husband's antics. "Now | know where our daughter 


got that from," he said. "Speaking of which, we need to get back to the house and call them." 


"We'll be swimming back soon," Richie conceded and released Jon from his hold. "C'mon.! need ice for my chin 


and to get out of these wet jeans otherwise, there'll be sand chafing where | really don't want no chafing.” 


Jon stood back, tied his pants more securely and bent to roll the cuffs to just below his knees. Neither of 
them bothered doing more than one button up on their shirts, opting to let them fly free in the early morning 
breeze as they traversed the last of the headland, having no choice but to get wet in some places or to climb 


precariously over some rocks, back to their private entrance. 


Jon, who had gone first around one particular spot, turned back to check on Richie's progress only to have his 
heart stolen away at the sight behind him. Richie wasn't in danger per se, if only for the danger of Jon jumping 
his husband as soon as they were alone. Richie was wading through the waves with a smile as bright as the 

rising sun that shone on him. His shirt and his hair were being whipped around by the breeze and Jon's breath 


was stolen from him. He wished he had a camera or even his phone to capture the image. 
"Everything okay, Cowboy?" his heart's love asked with a questioning smile. 
Jon held his hand out and nodded, "Yeah, Mookie..everything is just perfect." 


Walking the final few yards to the locked gate hand in hand, Jon was almost reluctant to end the most 
breathtaking morning he'd had in quite a while. 


* 


After leaving their wet clothes at the back door to be collected and washed later, they showered and made a 
light breakfast of scrambled eggs, fresh fruit and Mimosas. "Let's eat this upstairs?" Richie suggested, tucking 


the champagne bottle beneath his arm while he wrestled with glasses and the orange juice. "We can try this 
Facetime thing again with the kids." 


"Do you think they'll believe us?" Jon chuckled, popping a piece of mango into his mouth and gathering up the 
food bowls, plates and cutlery. "Maybe we should wait until this afternoon when we have the paperwork back 
from Mike?" 

Richie headed up the stairs, saying, "Who knows..but it might be fun messing with their heads for a bit" 
"You're so mean," Jon said, following Richie up the stairs. "Remind me to spank your ass later." 


"Ooh yes, please," he said, stopping to waggle his ass in Jon's face. 


"Don't tempt mel Get!" he chuckled. Richie sighed but kept walking up the stairs. "Do you think Seb will be 
awake by now? And do you think he'll be alone?" 


Walking out to the lanai and setting everything down, Richie shrugged. "Knowing our son, the answer would be 


no to both. It's Sunday so the bar was open later than normal, remember?" 


"Well I'll text him first coz | can never figure out this conference call thing anyway," Jon replied. "You can dish 


up the eggs and toast while | find my phone." 
"Kay." 


Jon searched for his phone beside the bed before remembering he'd left it downstairs. "Start without me, | 
won't be long." He walked back down, lamenting the fact they had fallen asleep on the hard sand with every 
twinge of his back He tended to forget that they weren't as young as they used to be regardless of the time 
spent in the gym. Finding his phone on the kitchen counter, he stopped and shot off a quick text to Sebastian 


Wake up, sleepyhead. It's almost midday! | need you to do a conference call with us and your sister on that Face- 
thingy asap. Papa and | want to talk to you both Dad xx 


PS F we dont hear from you in half an hour, Hl get Mikey to activate the alarm again! 


Jon grinned as he hit the send button It hadn't been the first time that they'd called on Rosie's chef to rouse 
their son by activating the alarm system. He pushed away from the counter and headed upstairs, his stomach 


growling heavily. He travelled back up the stairs and was just inside the bedroom door when his phone buzzed 


in his hand. He looked at the screen Seb. 
Gimme a few to say goodbye fo..damn it./ can’t remember her name.. 


"Good grief," Jon groaned as he sat down at the table with Richie. 


"What's up?" Richie asked. 


"Our son's dick, obviously," Jon scoffed. "He's all you, babe. He's not alone and he can't remember the poor girl's 


name. 


"Hey! | never forgot your name, Geoff," Richie joked, laughing hard at Jon's look of exasperation. He reached for 


Jon's wrist just as he was about to throw a grape at him in retaliation. 

"Geoff?! You coulda picked a better name than that, Ricky," Jon replied, arching his eyebrow at his husband, 
knowing how much he hated being called Ricky. He saw the fire rise in Richie's eyes as he brought Jon's hand 
closer and sucked the grape from between his fingers. Jon let out a shaky, silent Oh moments before his phone 
buzzed to life. 

"Saved by your phone, baby," Richie smirked, sitting back in his chair as Jon answered the phone. 

"Hey..that was quick," Jon said after seeing the caller was Seb. 

"Eh..she had to leave anyway," Sebastian replied. "Dad..what the fuck, you're on holidays and you're awake 
at.what? T am?! Aren't you supposed to be sleeping until midday or some shit like that? Or did Pops wake you 
up to.ugh, why did | go there?!" 

"Been there, done that..twice.had a great time," Jon teased. 

"Hell, yeah!" Richie added loudly. 

"Fuck, Dad!" Seb cried as Jon laughed at his son's discomfort. "Where's the brain bleach?" 

"Why sleep, when you've got a view like the one we do right now?" he asked. "Wanna see?" 

"No. don't need to see Pop's naked ass, thank you very much," Sebastian groaned. 

"Smart ass!" Richie called out. "We're clothed, thank you very much." 


"So can you get your sister on the line, and make it so we can see each other?" Jon asked. 


‘Its called FaceTime, Dad," Seb sighed, his eye roll very obvious in his voice. "Gimme a minute. Don't hang up, 


okay?" 


Jon handed the phone to Richie while he ate some of his breakfast. A few minutes later Richie grinned as their 


children's faces appeared on the small screen and he scooted his chair closer to Jon. 


"Hey..there you both are," Richie said. 


"Hi Papa," Lia said. "Where's Daddy?" 

"He's here," he replied, shifting the angle of the phone to get them both in 

"Hey, Princess. You look good" Jon said, "How's JJ? Jordan?" 

"They're good. Wu's asleep at the moment. You picked a good time to call actually," Lia replied 


The family spent a few minutes catching up with general day-to-day stuff that had been happening before 


Seb, who was yawning continuously, asked, "You woke me for a reason, Dad..so what is it?" 


"Well," Jon looked at Richie with a smile, reaching for his glass of champagne that was undiluted with juice by 
this time. "We have some news that we thought you both should hear from us first.” 


‘Oh, God! Are you both okay? Are you sick?" Lia, panicked, fired off her questions quickly. "Can you get home in 
time? What doctor do you need? I'll start ringing straight away." 


"Calm down, Li-Li," Richie soothed. "We're both fine. We're not sick Okay?!" 
"Always such a drama queen," Seb muttered, clearly ready to go back to bed. 
"Fuck off, Seb," his sister retorted, with little fire beneath her words. 
‘Guys..please," Jon scolded gently. "We have good news. Well.we think it's good." 
"What is it then?" Seb asked. 

Jon looked at Richie, who smiled and nodded. "We're married," they said in unison. 


"We know that," Lia sighed heavily, rolling her eyes before spying the glasses in their hands. "Is that 


champagne? At..seven in the morning? Are you both drunk?" 


"Look at who has become the sensible one now that she's a mother,” her brother scoffed "What's wrong with 


champagne at seven in the morning?!" 

‘Its not good for digestion first thing in the mor-." 

"Will you two quit it for a moment," Jon groaned, feeling the excitement of finally being able to tell their 
children that they were legally wed slowly draining away at their bickering. Richie pushed the wine bottle at 


Jon, sensing it was needed. Jon topped his glass up before gulping half of it down in exasperation. 


"So what's the real news then?" Lia asked. 


"That was the news," Richie replied. "Your dad and | were legally married last night. LE-GA-LLY . Did you pick 
up on that word this time, Babygirl?" 


"Wait! What?!" Lia gasped, clasping her hand over her mouth. "Oh! My! God! Really?! That's fantastic!" 

"Congrats, Dad, Pops!" Seb said, grinning. “That's awesome news." 

‘I'm so happy for you both," Lia cried before breaking down into tears. "You've wanted this for..oh, forever!" 
"Thanks, guys. Are you okay, Princess?" Jon asked. 

"Just hormones, Daddy," Lia said, swiping at her eyes quickly. "Don't mind me." 

"We won't," her brother teased again. "So..deets?! How? Where?" 

"Firstly," Richie said, "we're sorry you guys weren't with us. We really would have loved to have you both 
here. But really.it doesn't change anything other than we are now recognised as a married couple legally. Should 
anything happen to us..you guys won't have a fight on your hands." 

"Papa.please don't talk like that," Lia said, horrified. "Neither of you is going anywhere..ever..you hear me?!" 


"We hear you, Li-Li," Jon replied with a gentle smile. "We plan on getting old and fat together." 


The fathers then told their story about Father Mike and the ceremony he performed for them, the walk home 
and falling asleep on the beach, tactfully leaving the activities on the beach out. 


"Pops," Seb said in a harsh whisper, "Dad looks half asleep. | guess your nights' activities, which we do not want 


to know about, are catching up with him." 


| heard that, Monkey," Jon mumbled. "And you're right" He'd hunkered down in his chair further and further 
the longer they spoke, letting his head drop back onto the chair. "But a quick nap before we go meet Father 
Mike sounds very enticing right about now." 


"We love you both," Lia said, blowing kisses to her fathers. "We're so happy for you, aren't we, Seb?" 
"Absolutely," their son added with a smile. "Just a shame you've got no proof of it as yet," he teased. 


"We'll send a photo of the marriage certificate in a couple of hours’ time," Richie said. "We'll see you next 


weekend. We love you both..to the moon and back, my babies." 


Goodbyes were said and congratulations offered once more before Richie could hit the red button to end the 
call. "You know Seb's gonna blame us for his phone bill, don't you?" he chuckled, placing the phone down on the 


table and surveyed their breakfast remnants. 


"Yeah, probably," Jon agreed with a sigh. "Let's clean up first.. don't want to wake up to a mess." He pushed 
wearily to his feet and placed his hands on the small of his back and stretched before gathering the plates. 
"They're right, though." 


"Right about what?" Richie asked as he cleaned off the table and brought the glasses inside, leaving them by 
the bed. 


"We don't have any proof, other than the piece of paper,” Jon explained. "No pictures..not even any selfies 
before we left. We didn't even get new rings or anything like that." 


"| like my ring. | don't want to change it" 
"| don't either. But | feel like we need to..| dunno, commemorate it somehow?!" 


"Got any ideas?" Richie asked. They'd reached the kitchen and started to rinse the plates and stack them in the 


dishwasher. 


Jon leaned up against the counter as the last of the chores were finished and Richie was reaching for another 
bottle of champagne out of the fridge. "I think it needs to be something that's just for us. | dunno.let me sleep 


on it. More wine?!" 


"We gotta celebrate this marriage properly, Cowboy," Richie explained with a wicked smile, finding Jon's hand 


and tugging him along back up the stairs. "Just a shame we don't have those damn cock rings with us." 
"Hmm," Jon smirked, suddenly a little less tired but still ready for bed. "I wonder what happened to those?" 
"Less chit chat, Cowboy," Richie complained, scooping Jon up into his arms and headed for their bed. 


eK 


Alone in his hotel, the rather nondescript man woke with sand on his feet and a mouth so dry that it felt that 
the sand had invaded there too. He winced at the bright light streaming through the window, which seemed 
determined to force its way past his closed eyelids. Rubbing his tired eyes he took stock of his current 


situation. 


Clearly, he hadn't made it as far as the bedroom last night since he was sprawled untidily on the sofa in the 
living area of his small lodge. Despite the closed privacy blinds, the late-morning sun was almost dazzling in 


intensity and he regretted not closing the heavy curtains before he had crashed out. 


He sat up rather stiffly, mentally cursing middle-aged limbs that no longer took kindly to sleeping anywhere 
but a large comfortable bed. He was still wearing the clothes he had worn the night before, which appeared to 


be covered with sand, as were his bare feet. It was the latter that brought back the memories of the 


previous night. 


His evening stroll on the beach had become so much more interesting when he had come across Richie 
Sambora's apparently secret midnight wedding. Smiling briefly he again thanked the pure coincidence that led to 


him being the sole witness. 


After the wedding, he'd walked back along the beach to this lodge on the grounds of a small hotel on the 
outskirts of Waikiki. Admittedly these days he could easily afford to stay in a more expensive central hotel, 
but he had discovered this location many years ago on one of his earliest trips to Oahu. He liked staying in one 
of the small lodges as it allowed him to park his hire car right outside his room. When you need to carry 


numerous equipment bags he'd discovered that convenience outweighed luxury every time. 


Swallowing somewhat painfully, he now found himself regretting his activities on his return. A simple toast to 
both lady luck and the happy couple had somehow morphed into most of a bottle of spirit, which had not 
combined well with the cans of beer he'd drunk His headache and a throat reminiscent of the Sahara were a 


testament to that bit of stupidity. 


Hauling himself off the sofa and leaving a trail of sand in his wake, he made his way to the bathroom and 
stripped off his clothing. Whilst the water in the shower heated up, a brief search through his wash bag 
unearthed treasure; a half-full bottle of Tylenol. Gratefully dry swallowing two life-giving white capsules he 
stepped into the now steaming shower. 


Thirty minutes later, feeling much refreshed, he made his way to the kitchenette for a restorative cup of 
coffee. Noticing the sandy trail, he cursed his two left feet that made him fall face-first onto the sand; he 
would not blame the several beers he'd drunk. Mentally apologising to the cleaners who would no doubt have to 


clean the floors, he promised himself that he'd remember to leave a good tip on his departure. 


A glance at the clock made him curse again, it was rapidly approaching the deadline for sending the photo files. 
Safely equipped with life-giving caffeine, he sat down with his camera and laptop to review the results of his 


work. 


Downloading the camera files onto the laptop, he took advantage of the larger screen to review his initial 
choices of the best shots. Swapping one or two with those in the main file, he sorted the photos into various 
categories. Most fell into the good or good enough categories but, as usual, there were a few that were 
clearly the money shots. Those he would keep in reserve until appropriate payment was secured. Quickly he 
gathered the ones for immediate dispatch. It was barely ten minutes before his 2 pm deadline when he finally 


hit send on the emails. 


His income now guaranteed, he acknowledged the hunger that he had been ignoring for the last hour or so. 
Picking up the backpack he'd carelessly discarded the previous night, he packed up his ever-present camera 


and added his laptop. He would need to check his incoming messages whilst out and about and it would be easier 


to answer email on the laptop than on his phone. With a last look around the room, he made his way out of 


the door in search of somewhere to eat a late lunch. 


He walked from his hotel towards the central area where the local restaurants were located. On the way, his 
eyes swung left and right, almost unconsciously seeking out perfect locations and settings, yet never missing 
the opportunity to take that fortuitous photo. As usual nothing and nobody escaped his notice, which was why 
he was highly sought after and got paid handsomely for his work. 


He was passing the local street church when his attention was drawn to a group of three men sitting and 
chatting in the shade of the building. It seemed fortune really was in his favour as he recognised the same 
trio that he had observed the previous night. Reaching into his bag for his equipment, he made his way a little 
closer to the men. Raising the camera to his face he smiled to himself and pressed the shutter. 
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Pictures of You 


After waking from the wine and sex-induced nap, they decided, after Richie's suggestion, to take a cab back to 
the church since Jon was still feeling a little too heady from the wine to drive themselves and way too 


satiated to bother to walk back around the headland. 


The cab pulled up at the now-familiar church. Richie paid the driver as Jon exited out into the mid-afternoon 
sun. The soup kitchen had been packed up for the day but there were still people hanging around the 
churchyard under the shade of the trees. Counselling sessions, Jon now knew. Less formal than a stuffy office 


somewhere downtown, which encouraged the attendees to talk a little more freely. 
"Ready?" Richie asked, joining Jon at the steps of the church. 
"Yep," he replied. "Let's go find Father Mike." 


"Did | hear my name?" the man in question appeared at the top of the steps, as if by magic. "Well don't you 
two look bright-eyed and bushy-tailed," he said sarcastically with a chuckle. "I was expecting you a little earlier 


so l'm assuming your wedding night was..let's say, eventful?" 


"You could say that, Father," Richie laughed. "We fell asleep on the beach between here and the house. Then | 
got smacked on the jaw by this one." 


"Geez, Mookie," Jon grumbled, good-naturedly. "It doesn't happen every morning anymore." 


| have a feeling there's an interesting story behind that," Father Mike said. "Take a seat, boys. I'll get your 


paperwork and the coffees." 
"lll help with the coffees," Richie said, taking the steps two at a time. "Jon's still feeling..a little tender." 


Jon groaned at his husband's comment and Father Mike's laugh as they disappeared inside the church. He sat 
in their usual spot in the shade looking out over the street and the beach beyond. The remnants of their 
wedding were still there, well the palm fronds and the tiki torches anyway. The paper bag lanterns burned out 
completely last night. 


He smiled and let his mind drift, pulling his hat down lower and stretching his legs out in front of him. As 
much as he loved their homes, both in New Jersey and in Florida, Hawaii was surely putting up a good fight to 


become a firm favourite too. 
"Still awake, sleepyhead?" Richie's voice floated above him from the stairs. 


"Yeah," Jon replied, sitting up a little straighter and accepting the mug of coffee. He pointed out to the beach, 
"Just thinking about last night" 


Richie kissed the top of his head before sitting down just as Father Mike reappeared, "Here we go, boys. Signed, 
sealed," he said, handing the monilla envelope out in front of him, "and delivered. You are now officially married 


as far as the authorities are concerned" 


Jon placed his coffee on the ground between his feet before taking the envelope with a puff of breath. 
"Wow..never thought we'd have this in our hands. Mahalo, Mike." He pulled the certificate from the envelope, 


along with the copy of their marriage licence, and looked at it in wonder. 


"Let me take a photo, Cowboy," Richie said, opening up the camera on his phone. "Then we can send it to the 
kids as their proof." 


"Allow me," Father Mike offered and took a photo of them both holding the certificate before handing the 
phone back. 


Richie sent the photo including a close-up of the certificate and within moments, received excited responses 
from them both. He showed Jon before tucking his phone away and returning back to the discussion. 


Jon let Richie and Mike carry the conversation, adding comments where necessary, as his eyes wandered over 
the afternoon hustle and bustle. It was on one of those sweeps when a flash of sunlight reflected off, what he 


saw to be a camera lens. 


"Mookie.looks like you've been spotted, babe," he said, indicating to the man across the road, holding the 


camera to his face, focusing the telephone lens their way. 
Both Mike and Richie looked up from their conversation. 


"Heyl" Father Mike exclaimed, standing up and walking to the curb with his arms outstretched at his side. 
"What the HELL, Evan?!" 


The man lowered his camera and smiled before weaving his way through the traffic to the other side of the 
road. "Good to see you, Mike," he said, enveloping Father Mike in a warm hug. 


"Who said you could come to Waikiki without coming to see me, huh?" Father Mike commented. "You're staying 


in your usual spot?" 


"Yeah," Evan replied. "Just got in early Friday and have been on the run ever since. I'm here on assignment for 
some up and coming," he air-quoted, "young band. You know the type of thing.follow them around and 

get approved candids. Waste of time really. They're not going to make it. Their egos are so big that they'll tear 
themselves apart within a couple of years but, for now, they're paying me well enough to tolerate them." 


"Well, it's good to see a familiar face," Father Mike said. "Evan.! have some friends I'd like you to meet" He 


turned and indicated to the others. 


"No way," Richie muttered under his breath. "Van?! Good to see you, brother!" he exclaimed, jumping to his 
feet. "Long time, man!" He held his hand out to shake the photographer's. 


"Richie Sambora!" Evan nodded. "It's been a while, my friend. Denver wasn't it?!" 


"Yeah, man," Richie nodded. "Hey..you never got to meet Jonny then, did you? Cowboy, this is Van, the dude 
that got those amazing pit shots on the 2005 tour." Richie beckoned his husband over and Jon rose and went 
to Richie's side. 


"No, we never met," Evan agreed, shaking Jon's hand. "Evan Jackson. | think you had stayed home for whatever 


reason. Nice to finally meet you, man" 


"You too," Jon replied. "They were great shots, by the way. If | remember correctly, that was when Seb was 
sick so we flew out a week later than expected." 


"| would have been long gone by then," Van replied. 
"Where are you off to this fine afternoon?" Father Mike asked Evan. 


"Well, | haven't found time to eat today as yet. | spent this morning sorting through yesterday's photos for 
those ungrateful, immature assholes. They had the gall to set me a 2 pm deadline when | know damn well none 
of them will be awake for at least another couple of hours, but still.. its done now," Van said with a shrug. 
"That means.. l'm free until they surface from their stupor and call me up to complain about the proofs or 
demand | take more, so I'm going to find a late lunch. Is that little jazz bistro still open, Mike?" 


"It is," Mike responded to Evan "I still go there every couple of weeks. It helps me keep John's memory alive. 
Though it's tending toward being more blues these days." Father Mike addressed the mainlanders and said, "Big 
John used to have a regular spot there. | don't need to explain who he was because I'm sure our young Tiffany 


did enough of that yesterday. 


"Hey..why don't you all join me?" Evan asked. "I could do with some adult conversation and..well, | think I'll wait 
until we all have a drink in our hands before | explain the rest" 


After everyone agreed to the offer and Father Mike had let his assistant know where he would be, the 
foursome strolled down the street toward the bistro. Evan and Father Mike were engrossed in a conversation 


leaving Jon and Richie walking slightly behind them. 

"He seems nice," Jon commented idly, as they walked hand-in-hand. 

"Yeah, he's one of the good guys," Richie replied. "Knows how to work with the artist for the best results. Calls 
a spade, a spade." Richie looked over to Jon. "Are you okay? | know you're tired, and | know | am..so we don't 


have to stay long." 


"No, I'm okay," he replied, squeezing Richie's fingers a little. "Mike's coffee was strong enough to give me a kick 
in the ass for a while." 


"We're here," Van exclaimed, holding open the door. Soft, bluesy music wafted out on the street through the 
open door and they all stepped into the cool interior. 


After they were seated, with the waitress showing a hint of recognition of the new arrivals, their orders were 
taken and their drinks delivered, Van took a deep breath and said, "Okay.it's time for me to ‘fess up about 


something.” 


"Oh?! How unlike you, Evan, to be needing confession time," Father Mike chortled. "I've heard your stories, | 


mean, your confessions before." 


Van flashed his old friend a quick smirk. "Actually.this has got to do with you two," Van said, looking at Richie 
and then Jon. 


"Huh?" Richie grunted. "Us..but how?" 


‘|| was walking home from the gig yesterday evening. The band I'm here to shoot had a late afternoon gig. 
Early by usual standards, but I'd already got enough for what | needed. They suggested | join them in the clubs 
afterwards, but | couldn't face spending any longer with them so | thought I'd skin out 


"It was getting close to sunset," Van continued. "And | needed some peace and quiet to settle my ears down. A 


beach is a good place for that.far better than any hotel room." 
“Amen, brother," Richie agreed. 


"Anyway, | had a six-pack in my bag so | set myself down under a palm tree to enjoy them while they were 
still cold A few hours and several beers later I'm still sitting under the same palm tree when | see people 


down on the dark beach..lighting sand lanterns and tiki torches." 
Jon stiffened and glanced at Richie. 


Van reached for his backpack and drew out his laptop. He pushed back the contents of the table and, placing 
the computer in the cleared spot, opened it up. He signed into the program and brought up the files containing 
the photos of the wedding. Turning the laptop toward the couple he said, "Have a look.then we'll talk." 


Jon looked over Richie's arm as he flicked through photo after photo of their wedding ceremony. Photos that 
he never thought they'd have. He didn't know whether to be horrified that they had been spied upon or elated 
that they actually existed. 


"Van..dude, l-l don't know what to say," Richie said, passing the laptop to Mike for his perusal. "They're amazing. 
| gotta know, though..what are you going to do with them? Who are you offering them to?" 


"Nothing and no one, yet. | wanted to talk to you first. | was going to send an email to your management later 
today but then | saw you and.." Van shrugged and drained his drink, before signalling to the server for a refill 
"So..here's the deal. You choose which ones to release to the public. Let's say, maybe a dozen?! I'll get paid for 


an exclusive release. Then you get the rest in return For free. Mike, I'll need your approval too, since you're in 


most of the shots." 
The preacher nodded. "You'll have it, Evan" 
"Why didn't you just sell them in the first place?" Jon asked. "| mean.exclusive rights are well paid, right?!" 


"Very!" Van nodded. “But..not all of us are like those IMZ-type rogue photographers. Some of us, believe it or 
not, have ethics. Sure, the exclusives are the big money earners but it also pays to keep on the good side of 


celebrities." 


"And let me tell you.there are plenty of good and bad celebrities, too. | happen to think Rich is one of the good 
ones. Your management is easy to work with and you and the guys in the band are a dream to shoot, so why 


wouldn't | try to keep relations good between us? Coz then it usually leads to more work. Hint, hint!" 
"Okay," Jon said, accepting that he was telling the truth. 

"Dude..." Richie breathed. "I dunno.what do you think, Cowboy?" 

"Before you answer," Van broke in. "I'll make the deal sweeter. I'll do your next album cover for cost" 


Richie sat back in his chair. Jon knew he was working the figures through his head. Anything to do with his 
career, Jon let Richie make the decisions. He was always there to be a sounding board but ultimately, they 


were Richie's choices. 


Richie looked at Jon and shared a moment of silent communication with his husband. Turning back to Van, he 
nodded, saying, "Okay. You got yourself a deal, Van. | mean, everyone knows we're together anyway so it's not 
going to be written up as some big coming out story." He turned back to Jon, "Do you have any provisos, 


Cowboy?" 


"Yeah, just one," Jon said. "This is the first vacation we've had without the kids in over twenty years. We leave 
here next weekend. Please don't do anything until then Let us get home before the press starts hounding him. 


We've managed to stay mostly under the radar, for the past two weeks. Let us finish our vacation in peace." 


"No problem. That works for me," Evan agreed easily. "But if you're here that long | have another suggestion 
Zoe from Classic Rock is flying in on Wednesday to do interviews with the kiddies. Since they won't surface 
anytime before mid-afternoon, she should be free Thursday or Friday morning if you'd prefer to get the 


press bit over in a slightly more relaxed atmosphere.” 
"We'll have to think about that," Richie said thoughtfully, "but it might be a good idea" 


"You're going to have to tell Simon, babe," Jon added. "Sneaking off and getting married without telling him is 
one thing but doing it and getting caught by the press..you'll send him off on one of his rants." 


‘Oh God, yeah, that's true," Richie laughed. "We can't have that. Gotta think about his blood pressure!" 


"Speaking of management," Van said, reaching for his laptop again. "Let me do up a quick photo release contract 
for you with the offer. I'll email it to you and you can send it to whoever you need to for approval. It'll have 


my cell number and email on it, too. Jon, your surname?" 
"Bongiovi-Sambora." He spelled out his name. 
"Thanks." 


As Evan typed up the contract, Jon turned to Richie and said, "You're not agreeing to this just because you 
think we need photos of last night, are you?" 


"Nah, Cowboy," he replied. "I'm agreeing to it because it's a damn good deal and Van is the best there is." The 
photographer popped his head up and grinned when he heard his name mentioned. "And, most importantly..| 
want the world to see the love we have for each other." He picked up Jon's hand and kissed it. 


"Done," Van said, closing the laptop with a firm click. "Mike, I've sent you one also. If you're both happy with 


them, sign them and we'll arrange another meeting for the rest of the process." 


Their meals appeared and the conversation turned to more mundane things temporarily. The atmosphere was 
relaxed and the entertainment, a couple with their guitars, was mellow. Van and Richie regaled their table 


companions with their stories from the road, keeping Jon and Mike amused as they ate their lunch. 


When the couple on stage took their break, Van said to Richie, "You should get up, man. Has Mike heard you 
play yet?" 


"No, | haven't had the pleasure as yet," the preacher said. "I'd love to hear you live. | must admit, I've found 


some of your albums in the stores. You have a lovely voice, son" 
"Thanks, Father," Richie acknowledged. "I'll sign them for you before | leave if you'd like?" 
"That would be splendid, indeed," he replied. 


Richie looked around, seeing the couple that was performing earlier, enjoying their lunch. "I'll be right back," he 
said, wiping his mouth on the napkin before leaving the table. 


"No he won't," Jon said to no one in particular as he watched his husband approach the young couple and 
introduce himself to them, their faces lighting up in recognition. Richie spoke with them for a few minutes 
before shaking the man's hand and giving the woman a quick peck on the cheek. 


He stood, winked at Jon and took to the stage as the man followed him up. Jon heard the murmur of 
conversation swell like the ocean as people started to recognise who was up on stage. Testing the guitar, 
altering the tuning to suit his needs, Richie nodded to the original performer who turned on the sound 


equipment. 
"Hey, folks," Richie said into the microphone. "Hope you don't mind the break from your usual entertainment." 


Phones and cameras started to appear and Van, turning away from his meal, pulled his own camera out of his 


backpack 


"By the looks of it," Richie grinned and indicated to the lenses pointed his way, "I don't think | need to introduce 
myself but..ah..anyway..." He grinned when applause started. 


‘lm on vacation at the moment and can | say we're having the best time here. If we didn't have our new 


grandson to go home to, | think you'd have a hard time getting rid of us. Isn't that right, babe?" 
Jon smiled and nodded, raising his glass in agreement. 


"So anyway..we've been doing the right thing, ya know, keeping in shape even though we're on vacation," Richie 
continued with his light banter. "We've been going for morning runs along your beautiful beaches. As much as | 
love the Jersey shore, it ain't got nothin’ on your beaches here, ya know what l'm saying?" The cheers from 


locals and tourists alike filled the small club. 


‘On our first morning, we meet this guy," he said, "and he invites us to sit and enjoy a coffee with him at his 


church. How many of you know of Father Mike and the Church of Rock N Roll?" 


The club erupted again and a few patrons stood as Father Mike, with great aplomb, accepted the 


acknowledgement. 


Richie pulled the stool closer to the microphone and got comfortable as the applause died down. "Babe, hand me 
my drink, please? My husband, Jon, ladies and gentleman" 


Jon smiled and waved as he brought Richie his beer. "Your refreshment, oh Lord and Master," he teased, 


performing a low bow. 


"Well, | was gonna sing a couple of songs but if he's offering..." Richie joked and made as though he was taking 
off the guitar. "Get outta here, Cowboy," he laughed. "You can join me for the last song, for that." 


"Anyway, as | was saying," he continued, taking a quick sip of his beer, "I'm dedicating these songs to Father 
Mike and his church. Maybe, if you like what | do, you'd consider making a small donation to Father Mike's 
church..or better yet, go and help him feed the homeless at his soup kitchen. They'll welcome you with open 
arms, open hearts and the best cup of coffee in Waikiki." 


Jon looked over at Father Mike who was beaming at Richie's words. Van was starting to move around a little 
more, standing beside the small stage, moving up behind Richie as he started to sing, his shutter echoed 
quietly in the almost perfect acoustics. 


"This is a little Etta James for you," Richie said, as he started picking out the opening chords of At 
Last before letting the words spill from his lips. 


At last 
My love has come along 
My lonely days are over 


And life is lke a song 


Oh, yeah, yeah, at last 
The skies above are blue 
My heart was wrapped up in clover 


The night | looked at you 


And | found a dream that | could speak to 
A dream that | can call my own 
| found a thrill fo press my cheek fo 


A thrill that | have never known 


Oh, yeah, yeah, and you smile, you smile 
Oh, and then the spell was cast 
And here we are in Heaven 


For you are mine at last 


Jon sat enraptured, as always, by his husband's voice. He surreptitiously wiped a tear from the corner of his 
eye as Richie accepted his applause, moving on to a couple of his own songs, before concluding with Damn Your 


Eyes , another bluesy Etta James song, his gaze rarely leaving Jon's. 


"Thank youl" Richie said. "That was the last one," he continued as he started to remove the guitar strap from 


his neck, but had to stop when the crowd let out a collective groan of disappointment. 
‘tm not gettin’ paid for this!" he joked. 


"Tell ya what.if ya got any cash right here, right now, even if its just a buck.send it over to Father Mike and 


that might coerce Jon into joining me for one last song." 


Jon grinned as Father Mike was suddenly inundated with people putting cash in front of him. He tried to refuse 
but in the end, accepted the donations with humility and thanks. Richie indicated to Jon with a toss of his head, 
and Jon pushed away from the table. He had grown used to being called up on stage now and they had quite a 


repertoire to pull from. 

"Whatcha got in mind, Rich?" Jon asked as he moved up onto the stage, acknowledging the crowd. Father Mike 
was almost out of his skin with surprise; both with the donations being left with him and with Jon joining 
Richie on stage. 


"We haven't done a Beatles one for a while," he replied, picking out the start of the song. 


When Jon recognised the tune, he raised his eyebrows at his husband, "That one?!" he asked, slightly surprised. 
"You're such a horny fucker, babe." 


"Hey! We're on our honeymoon," Richie winked as Jon switched on his mic. 


Richie turned back to the expectant audience and said, "We got any Beatles fans here today? You might know 
this one." Richie nodded to Jon to start off. 


"l want you, | want you so bad." 


They wrapped up the impromptu set to enthusiastic applause. Richie replaced the guitar and said his thanks to 
the audience before joining Jon and their friends at the table. 


"That was.l'm speechless, Richie," Father Mike said. "l-l don't know what to say. | certainly wasn't expecting 


this," he held up the wad of cash that he'd been given. 


"Just say thank you and put it to good use, Mike," Van said. "They," he continued with a toss of his head to 
the rest of the patrons, "wouldn't have parted with their money, if they didn't want to. It's probably the 
cheapest fuckin’ Sambora gig they'll ever get to see!" 


"Not to mention the shortest," Richie chuckled as he finished off his beer. 


The server appeared with a tray of fresh drinks, placing them in front of them. "With compliments of the 


management, Mr Sambora," she purred. "If there's anything else we can do for you.please.just call me." 


"Thanks, darlin’," he smiled, oblivious to the attempt at catching his eye as Van started showing him the shots 
he'd just taken She walked away with a small pout. 


Jon, who was watching the exchange, smiled to himself. She had either been sent on a mission by her boss or 


didn't realise that Richie was taken. 


"Jon!" Mike exclaimed, turning to him. "What a dark horse you turned out to be?! You should be up there with 
Richie. You're equally as talented” 


Jon blushed slightly and offered the preacher a bashful smile. "Well, thanks, Father, but that's his job. I'm 
happy being his back-up singer occasionally.” 


"And you look so good in that little black number | get you to wear, too, Cowboy," Richie teased, puckering up 
for a kiss but ending up with Jon's hand over his face, pushing him back into the chair, laughing. 


"Asshole," Jon groused with a smile. 


"Yeah but I'm your asshole,’ he replied then frowned when it occurred to him what he'd said. "Ugh..you know 
what | mean." 


Jon laughed, slipped his hand behind Richie's neck and brought him in for a kiss. "Yeah, | know. | love you, you 
goofball," he mumbled against Richie's mouth. "Let's go home soon, huh?" he said, drawing back again. 


"That song works every time," his husband said, waggling his eyebrows at Jon. He caught the server's attention 
and indicated for the bill. He handed over his credit card and she walked away to process the payment. 


"Guys, we're going to head back," he said to Van, who was showing Father Mike the photos that he'd just taken 
and was explaining a few of the technical details. "Lunch is on us, too, by the way. Van, I'll be in touch within 


24 hours. Set up that interview, if it works out" 


"That'll be awesome, Rich, will do," Van replied. "Good to see you again, brother. It's always a pleasure to work 
with you. Jon.nice to meet you. No doubt we'll be seeing each other later this week" 


"No doubt," Jon replied, shaking Van's hand. His trepidation had long since dissipated, the more he got to know 
the photographer. "Actually.why don't you and Father Mike join us for dinner one night before we leave? How 


long are you here for, Van?" 


"Thursday is my out day. Montreal is the next stop, then home for a few days," he replied. 


"How about you come by Wednesday with the reporter," Jon suggested. "Then stick around afterwards for 
dinner. Father Mike, does Wednesday suit you?" 


"Of course," the preacher beamed. 


Goodbyes were said and, with Richie pulling his cap down lower over his face, they exited into the late 


afternoon sun. 
"That was nice, babe," Richie said as they strolled through the streets. "Offering dinner to the both, | mean" 


"Makes sense if Van is going to be there for the interview," he explained "And | was going to suggest cooking 


for Father Mike before we left anyway. Two for the price of one.” 


They passed numerous shops that they'd visited over the past two weeks, including a tattoo parlour that 
always caught Jon's eye with its aging neon lights and old-school signage. He'd peeked through the windows on 
their wedding day when he was shopping for his new clothes and was surprised to see the interior did not 


match the run-down frontage. 


"Rich," Jon said, dragging him to a stop just outside the parlour. "I got an idea of what we should do to 


commemorate our wedding." 
"Oh?" he said, looking expectantly at Jon 


Jon grinned and looked over his shoulder. Richie's eyes followed and his face slowly broke into a wide grin. "Hell 


yeah, Cowboy!" 
"Here's the thing though," Jon said. "We'll have to leave it to the last minute if we still want to be able to 


swim for the next week" Both having had tattoos before, they knew the dos and don'ts of caring for a new 
tattoo. 


"So Friday night?" Richie suggested. "We got that early flight we wanted so we'll just be hanging around 


anyway." 

Let's go in and see if they can fit us in?" Jon pushed open the door and they disappeared inside. 
Arrangements were made for Friday night and the tattooist helped design a simple line tattoo that they would 
both have. They'd decided on an infinity loop with their names on the loop; Jon's on the top left and Richie's on 
the bottom right. Within the centre would be their two separate wedding dates. 


"All we need now," Jon said as they left the parlour, "is to decide on a place to put them." 


"| got a few suggestions," Richie smirked as he steered them toward the taxi rank. "How about we go home and 


| can show you in detail where it should go?" 


"I am not getting my dick tattooed!" Jon laughed as they reached the first cab. “That's a hard NO, no pun 


intended. No, just no, Mookie. But you can show me other places.” 
"Damn it," he chuckled as they climbed into the car and gave the driver the return address. 


* 


The next week passed too quickly for Jon's liking but he was also starting to get anxious about seeing his kids 
and little JJ. He was glad Richie was able to secure the earliest possible flight home. 


They spent their remaining days doing some more sightseeing, lazing around the house or starting to gather 
their belongings together for the flight home. On their trip out for supplies on Tuesday for the dinner the next 
night, Jon relented and bought another suitcase for all the souvenirs they'd bought for the family. 


"Is a good thing we're not flying commercial, babe," Richie commented. "We'd get charged for excess baggage." 


"That's ‘cos we bought everyone those Hawaiian shirts you insisted on," Jon said, surveying the explosion of 
colourful shirts over the bed as he packed the new case. "Then the dresses and trinkets for the girls, caps, 


keyrings, magnets and carvings. Don't even get me started on the ukuleles!" 


"You bought half of this stuff, Cowboy!" Richie chuckled at Jon's outrage as he sat himself down in the midst 
of it all, laying on top of all the shirts, sending Jon into an eye-rolling fit of frustration. He picked up the 
pineapple plushie for JJ. "I don't think JJ would care if he'd got anything or not" Richie started squishing into a 
ball as he talked. 


"Its cute, though,” he whined, pouting and snatching it out of Richie's hands. "And the blocks, he'll be able to 


use when he's older." 


Richie sat up and looked up at Jon who was standing over him. "I'm sorry, Cowboy. C'mere," he called him 


closer to stand between his legs. "What's up? Huh? You're a bit out of sorts today.” 


Jon sighed, feeling Richie's hands resting at the back of his legs. "| dunno," he shrugged. "I wanna go home, 
but..." 


"But?" Richie prompted, placing his chin on Jon's belly. 


Jon looked down into his husband's dark eyes, brushing some hair away so he could see them better and 


smiled. "I kinda like it here, too. Its been.magical, | guess." 


"It has been magical," he replied, pulling the plushie from Jon's hand and tossing it behind him before pushing 
Jon's t-shirt up to nuzzle against his belly. "Lets see if we can cast some more spells before the weekend, 
Harry.” 

Jon snorted in amusement but succumbed easily to Richie's persistent attention 


* 


Wednesday afternoon came all too quickly. Richie tidied the house, especially the bedroom after yesterday's 
impromptu packing fail that ended with the suitcase and the shirts kicked forcefully from the bed to the floor. 
Jon was in the kitchen, preparing some refreshments for during the interview and also the ingredients for the 


barbeque dinner. 


Richie was just coming down from his shower when the doorbell rang. "I'll get it, Cowboy,” he said as they 
passed each other. 


"I won't be long," he said, rushing off into the bathroom to freshen up and quickly wash his hair. He was going 
to miss being able to see the ocean from the bathtub and shower and feel the sea breezes against his damp 
skin 

He pulled on the pants he'd worn for their wedding, fully laundered and stain-free and a clean, white t-shirt. 
Putting on a cheap shell necklace and fluffing his hair in the mirror, he gave a nod to himself before heading 
downstairs. 

Richie was still showing their guests around the lower floor when he arrived downstairs. "Hey..sorry, lm late." 
"Jon! Good to see you again, man," Van said, stepping up to shake Jon's hand. "This is Zoe from Classic Rock" 


"Welcome, Zoe," he said, shaking her hand too. 


"Lovely to meet you, Jon," she said, accepting the handshake. "Richie was just showing us around. It's beautiful. 


Is it yours?" 

"Unfortunately, no. It's a rental but we'd kinda like to keep it a secret," he replied. 

"| can see why," Zoe replied. "Well.shall we get down to business?" 

"Let's sit outside by the pool,” Richie suggested. "There's wine and beer outside, sodas too." 


When Jon had brought out the antipasto platter he'd put together and everyone had settled, Zoe turned on 


her voice recorder on her phone and said, "I hope you don't mind. It's just a back-up." 


Once she had their permission, Zoe stated the day and date for her audio records and started the interview. 
Simon, when contacted by Zoe for any requirements, had given her a brief outline of what his management 
team would like covered along with the go-ahead to discuss his client's wedding. 


Simon hadn't been too surprised by their marriage but told Richie that he hadn't heard about it from Lia or 
Sebastian. Indeed he was rather more surprised it hadn't happened sooner. Richie asked that Simon didn't tell 
the rest of his band because he'd rather do that himself. His manager gave him his word and his blessings 


with the promise to be in touch when they got home. 


Zoe discussed Richie's latest album, the recording process and the tours before leading them into the true 


reason she was there today. 

"So, it sounds like you've been a busy man, Richie," she said. 

"Yeah, that's why we're here on vacation in beautiful Honolulu," Richie said. 
Is stunning! Have you had time to do anything exciting?" 


"Yeah," Richie nodded. "We've been sightseeing and taking in the local scene around here and..we got married. But 
that wasn't planned at alll " 


"Congratulations!" she smiled. "Jon, you and Richie have been together a while now, is that right? What made 


you get married now?" 


"We'd already had a small ceremony in front of our family and friends..wow, twenty-six years ago now," Jon 
said. "But when the opportunity presented itself to make it legal, well, we jumped at the chance." 


"That original night was all we really needed for ourselves," Richie added, "but it's never been enough in the 


eyes of the law. We've been biding our time until then" 
"How did you both meet?" 


"Jon knocked me off my feet.literally," Richie smiled, taking Jon's hand and kissing his knuckles. "And he's been 


knocking me out ever since." 


"Oh stop it," Jon scolded, good-naturedly. "As Richie said, we bumped into each other one night and we both 
ended up on our asses on the sidewalk. The rest, as they say.is history." Jon stuck to the half-truth that 
they'd agreed on years ago. They would never deny their history if confronted, but it didn't need to be in the 


press any more than necessary. 


"You have two kids, am | right?" Zoe asked "They weren't here for the ceremony?" 


"No. Like | said.it wasn't planned and our daughter is rather busy having recently given birth to our first 
grandchild," Jon said. "It was just a vacation for the two of us." 


"And Sebastian, our son, is no doubt fully occupied keeping the bar under control,” Richie added, 

"Do they know about your wedding then?" 

"Yes!" Richie exclaimed. "We rang them the next morning. They wanted proof, can you believe that?!" 

The three of them chatted for a while longer as Van slunk around, trying to be as unobtrusive as possible, 
taking photos for the magazine. He was going to be making a tidy profit from his stay in Honolulu between the 


other younger band, Richie and Jon's wedding and the interview. 


Zoe wrapped up the interview not long after and arranged to send both Simon and Richie advance releases of 


her interview for perusal that night before sending it to print. 
"If we want to get this into this month's edition, I'll need your approval by midnight tonight," she said. 
"That won't be a problem," Richie said. "lm sure Simon will be okay with that too." 


Goodbyes were said and Jon escorted Zoe to her car whilst Van showed Richie the shots from the afternoon, 
Jon rejoined them after Zoe pulled out of the drive and the three of them chatted until Mike arrived for the 
evening. It was well after dinner when both Richie and Van received notifications that Zoe had sent through her 
rough mock-up of the interview with Van's prints. 


They excused themselves to go deal with that leaving Mike and Jon to talk. "You look very happy, Jon," Mike 


said, reclining back in his seat with his hands clasped across his belly. "Dinner was delicious, thank you." 


"You're welcome, Father," Jon acknowledged the praise. "I'm very happy. It's largely due to this beautiful island 
and yourself, to be honest. Thank you for being who you are and not forcing religion on us." 


"Son, | learned a long time ago that it's more about faith and spirituality than religion per se," Mike said. "It 
may be called a church but it's more a family.my family. And if | can help them through their bad days with 


some pieces of scripture or just lending a shoulder to cry on, then that's what I'm going to do." 


"Well.it works for me," Jon said. "I wish I'd had someone like you around when | was in the system. My mom 
could have had a normal existence too if she'd had someone to turn to after her father kicked us both to the 
curb. You would have saved me a lot of nights crying myself to sleep." 


"Your resilience, Jon," Mike said, "is your Mother's greatest gift to you. From what you've told me, you both 
have a strength of character that most people pray for. Our hardships temper the steel in our spines." 


The rest of the evening, after Richie and Van had finished their respective business, was relaxed and after 
goodbyes were said, Jon led Richie upstairs, saying, "Leave the dishes until the morning. | have a need to hold 
you in my arms tonight, Mookie." 


They made the most of their remaining time, sticking close to the house for the majority of it. Thursday night 
was spent repacking and tidying up for Alena so that she didn't have much to do after they left. 


Friday morning broke clear and bright, perfect for their final walk around the headland to visit with Father 
Mike one last time. They left a little later than normal and walked rather than jogged, wanting to make their 
last day count for as long as possible. They were greeted warmly as usual and were sent on their way by 
Mike and his congregation with a traditional song of farewell, the gentle hum of the combined voices soothing 


their sadness as they headed toward the house for the last time. 


All too soon, the day drew to an end and, after their meal and a final skinnydip in the pool, Richie drove into 
Waikiki for their appointment at the tattoo parlour. "This should be exciting. We haven't done tattoos at the 
same time," he said, resting his free hand on Jon's thigh. "You won't be able to get away from me now, 


Cowboy." 
"Right back at you, you realise, don't you?" Jon smirked. 


| do and | wouldn't have it any other way, baby," Richie replied. "Whatever happens, my love, whatever 
happens." 


A short while later Richie, having opted to go first, was lying on the table with the tattoo gun buzzing. Jon 
stood to one side and watched as his name was inked permanently into Richie's skin over his heart. It gave him 
a kind of a thrill to see it if he was honest. He was startled slightly when Richie tapped him on the leg and 
winked at him. "I can see by your face, babe, that it's looking good so far." 


Jon smiled, "Yeah and it's only just started It's a weird feeling..seeing my name on your skin" 


"Your name has been on my skin from the moment we met, Cowboy," Richie said, oblivious to the tattooist 


leaning over him intent on his work. "This is the only visible one though." 


"Please don't kiss right now," the amused artist said as Jon started to lean over, "you'll be in my light and he 


might end up with Mickey Mouse instead." 


Just over an hour later, they were walking back toward the car with their matching patches of cling-wrap 
over the fresh tattoos and two tubes of after-care cream. As they walked past an ice-cream parlour, Jon 


said, "| feel like ice cream. Let's get one and sit on the beach before we go home." 


"One last late-night dessert it is then," Richie agreed. After stopping and making the purchase of the sweet 
treat they crossed the road and found a park bench to sit on, not yet ready to face the few hours of sleep 


before having to leave for the airport. "Let's not sleep when we get home. We can do that on the flight. Let's 
just sit here in the dark for a while and listen to the ocean" 


"You got my vote, Mookie,” Jon sighed happily, curling up happily against his side as they ate. 


* 


By 4 am, the car had been loaded with their luggage and the house locked and alarmed for the last time in 
their stay. They'd left a bunch of flowers, a note and a generous tip for Anela for her arrival in the morning. 


At the airport, Richie dropped Jon off at the VIP terminal with their luggage so that he could return the 
rental car. The rental office escorted Richie back to the terminal, in a golf buggy, where Jon was waiting for 
him. Their baggage was checked in and they were escorted to the jet, settling into the comfortable seats well 
before take-off. 


By 5:30 they were in the air and heading back East. Postponing breakfast until later in the flight, the solo cabin 


crew member offered them pillows and blankets before making himself scarce until needed again. 


They slept for a good six hours, before they were woken by the crew, as planned, and told that they were 
about two hours out of New Jersey. After eating their light snack, they took advantage of the luxury of 
having the jet to themselves. They stretched their legs and the kinks out of their backs by walking around the 
cabin, just waiting for the seatbelt sign to light up. 


"Do you think Seb will remember to collect us from the VIP section?" Jon asked. 

"Apart from remembering girls’ names, he's anally retentive just like you are, Cowboy," Richie chuckled, falling 
down onto the couch and stretching out. “C'mere.| wanna try something." He turned on his side and patted the 
space in front of him. 

"What?" Jon sat on the edge and Richie tugged him down into a lying position. 

| wanna see if both of us fit on here..you know, for next time we fly private," Richie chuckled, pulling Jon tight 
up against him. "Perfect." He hooked his leg over Jon's thigh and was just about to lean in for a kiss when the 
seatbelt sign pinged above their heads. "Goddamn it!" 

Jon chuckled, extricating himself from his husband's grasp and said, "Give it an hour or so and we'll be 
home..alone..and we can cuddle all you want in our own bed" He stood up and pulled Richie along with him as the 


crew member came through to make sure everything was stowed for landing. 


Touch-down was smooth and the service was impeccable when it came to unloading their luggage. Richie and 


Jon thanked the flight and cabin crew before they disembarked into the familiar New Jersey air. 


| miss the clean air already," Jon complained lightly as they followed the concierge outside. 


"Me too, Cowboy," Richie commented. "Hey..there's Seb. See?! | told you, he'd be here." 

Their son waved and trotted over to greet them both with warm hugs. "It's so good to see you guys," Seb 
said. "Hop in the car before the paps see you both. That magazine article hit the media today. You're trending 
right now." Seb opened the back passenger door for them to climb into while the concierge loaded the luggage 
into the trunk. Expecting one of his fathers to go around the other side to get in, he was surprised when Jon 
got in the front as Richie slid into the back seat. 

Seb frowned before turning back to the man who had loaded the suitcases, tipping him handsomely before 
getting behind the wheel. Sebastian quizzed them on their vacation as he drove and they regaled him with their 


adventures. 


"So why are you sitting in the front, Dad?" he asked as curiosity finally won out. "I thought you'd both want to 
ride in the back" 


‘It's just more comfortable for wearing the seat belt," Jon explained. 
"Why? Did you get yourselves sunburnt, or something?" 
"Yeah, something like that," Richie smirked from the backseat. 


"IIl have to download all the photos and put them all onto the one drive," Jon said. "Then you'll have to come 


for dinner one night so we can tell you all about them. Just.not tonight 


"At least leave it for a couple of nights," Richie added. "Let us settle back down into normality before we have 
guests." 


"Hmm..about that," Seb said, making the final turn into their street. 
"Seb..." Jon groaned, seeing their driveway and the spaces in front of their house, full of cars. 
"It wasn't me!" Seb said. "Well.not all of it.” 


"There goes our quiet night together," Richie mumbled from the back seat whilst Sebastian pulled his car into 
the driveway as close to the house as possible. 


"Daddy! Papal" As the engine stopped, Lia burst out of the front door and launched herself into Jon's arms 
first, before Richie's. "I've missed you both so much!" 


"Hey, Babygirl," Richie said, burying his face into her neck and breathing deeply. She smelled exactly like Jon did. 


"l'Il bring your bags in," Sebastian said, opening the trunk. 


"Ooh! Presents?" their daughter asked, seeing the full compartment. Her child-like glee being the only indication 
of her still tender age. 


"Yes, but not until you tell us what's going onl" Jon said, looping his arm across Lia's shoulders. "And where's 


our grandson?" 

"Well..come on in and see," she beamed up at Jon, beckoning for Richie, as they walked toward the front door. 
She stopped them both before the entrance and removed herself from between them both. Grabbing their 
hands Lia forced her fathers’ to hold hands and fussed over their hair and clothes. She was about to do up 


their shirts to a more respectable level when she spied the cling wrap on Richie's chest. 


"What's this?" she asked with a knowing smile. "Did you get matching tattoos?" She started to pick the tape off 
when Richie swatted at her hand. 


"Later, Babygirl,” he said. 
"Both of you?" Seb asked, grinning when Jon nodded. "Ah. Well, that explains the seatbelts." 
“Seatbelts..2" Lia started to ask. 


"Can we go inside already?" Richie interrupted. "I'd love to pee at some stage, ya know?" 


"You might need to hold it for a short while, Papa," she giggled and turned to the door. She turned the knob 
and opened the door, stepping inside. 


"Ladies and gentlemen.may | introduce the official Mr and Mr Bongiovi-Samboral" she exclaimed as Jon and 


Richie stepped inside their home filled with their families and close friends. 


"CONGRA TULA TIONS!" 


**THE END-END** 
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Early February 2012 
Nikki POV 


Nikki walked in from the garage, his hands full of shopping bags. "Babe?! I'm home," he called out, having seen 
Tommy's car when he pulled in. He dumped the bags onto the kitchen counter as Tommy walked in from 


outside. Nikki smiled when Tommy slipped his arms around his waist and kissed his neck. 


| missed you," Tommy purred, sending shivers up and down Nikki's spine, even though one of Tommy's hands 


was already opening bags. 


"The chocolate is in that bag," he chuckled, pointing to the furthest away. Like the kid he was, Tommy whooped 
for joy and lunged for the bag, leaving Nikki tottering on his feet from the whirlwind. "Anyone would think you 


were on your period too," he commented as Tommy tore open the wrapper on a Butterfingers. 


"Well, come to think of it. have skipped a couple of cycles," Tommy said, talking around the sweet treat. "Will 


you still love me if I'm pregnant, Nik?" 


Nikki blinked at Tommy before snorting in amusement. "You're such a fuckin’ goofball. OF course, I'll still love 
you," he said, taking a bite of the candy that Tommy offered to him, "when your feet swell up and you put on, 
like, a hundred pounds and lose your fuckin’ boyish figure and all that shit” 


"Aww, thanks, baby," Tommy grinned back at him, chocolate staining his teeth. 
Nikki laughed at the younger man's antics and went back to unpacking. "Where's Stormy Skies?" 


"She went out to the movies with Taj" Tommy replied. "| read him the riot act and told them to be home no 


later than ten" 


"At least we know they'll behave themselves if Storm's on the rag," Nikki said. "One step outta line and she'll 


tear Taj limb from limb." 


Taj was relatively new to the boyfriend scene, a local kid that went to Storm's high school. Storm and Taj had 
been friends for almost a year when the young boy nervously asked Tommy and Nikki if he could take Storm 
out to the movies. 


"Dude," Tommy chuckled. "Ask her yourself: We know we trust her and we also know that she'll hand you your 
balls on a platter if you try anything she doesn’t want to be a part of." 


The poor kid had blanched as white as a sheet. Nkki had laughed and draped his arm across the boy's shoulders 
‘Movies only. | want session times and one of us will be there to collect you both and see you home," he'd added 
"Understand, Taj?" 


"Y-yes Sirs," he stammered 


Nikki wasn't too bothered about Taj. Storm had already confided that she was growing bored with him but 
wanted to let him down nicely. Also, when they'd sat her down to have the birds and the bees talk with her 
before their first date, armed with a box of condoms and a couple of shots of whiskey each, she'd just 
laughed, that delightfully tinkly laugh, before reaching into her dresser drawer and proudly displaying a similar 


box. 


"' love you both so much for trying," she said, kissing both her fathers on their cheeks, "but Aunty Theeny and I 
already got it covered like, literally!" 


Tommy grabbed the unsealed box, flipped the lid open and looked inside. "There's some missing!" he exclaimed 
gruffiy. 


"Dadl had to practice on the bananas | got you to buy," Storm sighed. "Remember? You asked me why I wanted 
so many?!" she chuckled, kissing his cheek as she took the box back and tossed it in the general direction of the 
dresser. "Nothing has happened yet and nothing will happen until Im ready. And Im not ready yet. But isn’t it 
healthy that | know about sex? | mean, | should anyway..what with your room downstairs." 


Nikki knew they'd raised their daughter right. She was a strong, capable, independent, free-spirit with a heart 
of gold. She loved fiercely, deeply, and was very protective of her family and friends. Storm also didn't suffer 
fools lightly. 


"We need to sit down with Storm and decide what she wants for her birthday," Nikki said, rummaging around in 
the bags on the counter. "I bought all these to get some ideas," a stack of magazines whumped onto the 
counter, "just in case." 

"Damn, Nik, did you buy out the whole rack?" Tommy chuckled as he flipped through the stack of magazines. 
He'd bought a wide variety from music to interior design to pet care. Anything that he thought may be 
helpful. 


"Not quite," he said. "But | figured we can donate them when we're done." 


Tommy nodded and hummed his acknowledgement as he browsed through magazine after magazine while Nikki 


put his purchases away. 


"Oh, look!" Tommy exclaimed, pushing away from the counter and following Nikki around the house. "Rich is in 
this one," he said, flipping the pages toward him. "Did you know that when you bought it?" 


"No..gimme?" Nikki asked before taking the magazine from his hands and briefly reading about his little Street 
Rats next album release. Nikki felt a bloom of pride flood him and he smiled. "Don't throw this one out, okay?!" 


"You gonna pin it up on your wall, baby?" Tommy joked. "Ya know..we should invite them out for Storm's party. 


Whaddya think?" 
Nikki slid his eyes to his lover and marvelled at his innate sense of maturity. Any jealousy between them all 
had been dealt with long ago. He smiled at Tommy and nodded. "That's a great idea, baby. Storm will love having 


Lia here. I'll give Rich a call later." 


Tommy's phone buzzed and he reached into his back pocket to retrieve it. Looking at the message on the 


screen, he let out a groan. "Oh ro...” 

"What's wrong?" Nikki asked. Tommy didn't look upset per se, maybe a little..disconcerted?! 
‘Its Thena," Tommy said and gave Nikki the phone. 

Nikki looked at the screen and the message was a smirking devil emoji. 

Since its one of THOSE years.how should we celebrate Stormy’s special day this time? 

"Shit! Am | allowed to say that I'm a little scared?" Nikki chuckled, handing Tommy his phone. 
"lm fuckin’ terrified,’ Tommy said, "and she's my sister!" 


~ Ke 


24th February 
Storm's Birthday 


Storm woke, stretched hard and let out a little squeal. Today was her birthday and tonight was her party. 
Sweet Sixxteen, as had been written on the invitations, because there was no way she was going to send 
invitations out announcing her 4th birthday. 


Ugh..why did she have to be born a Leaping?! It was so unfair to only have a birthday every four years! 


Storm was thankful, though, that her fathers let her celebrate her birthday every year, usually on the 28th 
of February, after being teased about it in grade school when someone figured out that she was technically 


only one year old instead of seven 


Her dads had worked hard this year to get everything just right. They'd consulted her every step of the way 
about what she wanted, or more importantly, didn't want, but tonight was going to be the big reveal because 


they hadn't told her exactly what the end result was going to be. 


She knew that there was going to be a huge movie screen set up in the yard, with mountains of pillows and 
rugs to sit on, heaters to keep them warm and a fully operational concession stand. Then, after the party, 


Storm had been allowed to have her closest friends stay for a sleepover. 


The guest suite was going to be turned into a glamorous tent with tulle and fairy lights and individual beds 
with gift bags full of "girly stuff as Daddy had described it. 


The invitations had been given out two weeks ago and most of her friends were able to make it. The best part 
was that Lia and her dads were flying out today too. Storm was a little disappointed that Seb couldn't make it, 
though. 


Lia was like family; they'd known each other since they were introduced at Lia's dad's first Thanksgiving party 
when they were just toddlers and now that they were older they talked at least once a week. For many years, 
the girls had tried to piece together how their fathers had known each other, each set of fathers tactfully 


brushing the conversation toward the when youre old enough pile to be dealt with later. 


It was going to be fun to reveal to her friends that her ‘Uncle’ was THE Richie Sambora. Lia had told her that 
he was thinking about bringing his guitar with him and if he did, then that was going to blow all her friends’ 


minds. 


Storm glanced over at the clock. Almost 8 am. She was surprised that her dads hadn't come barreling into her 
room like they normally did on her birthday. They would usually bring breakfast and presents, sitting on her 
bed while she ate. They loved telling stories about her growing up while she unwrapped their gifts. Storm had 
to admit that it was her favourite part of her birthday. 


Looking toward the photo of her mom, Kimberley, with her dads after she was born, Storm had a brief 
moment of self-pity that she never got to meet her mom. Not that Storm could complain about her 
upbringing and with her aunt providing all the womanly advice Storm could ever want, but she would still like to 


have known her. 


Her fathers had always told her the truth about her true parentage and how she had come to be with them, 
as had Aunty Theeny. However, they'd only touched very briefly on the story of her biological father and the 
little she had heard made Storm glad that he wasn't around any longer. She loved her dads even more for 


taking in a relative stranger and her child the way they did. 


Thinking again of her dads, she frowned, wondering if they'd forgotten her birthday as she threw back the 
covers to go to the bathroom. She peered at her reflection as she washed her hands afterwards; nothing had 
changed. Storm wasn't sure what she was expecting but this was a significant birthday. She was slowly but 
finally becoming womanly. Pulling her sleep shirt tight against her, Storm checked for any further growth of 
her budding breasts by cupping them in her palm. 


"Nothing," she grumbled to herself in the mirror. They were there, definitely, but were they worthy of a boy's 
glance as she walked down the street or through school like they did with Chloe? She didn’t think so. Pulling a 
face at herself, Storm flicked off the light and left the bathroom. 


She padded down the stairs, trying to shake off the feeling that something was..off. It was quiet, too quiet, 


even for a normal day. 

Usually, Dad was bouncing around in the kitchen, cooking breakfast and singing into the wooden spoon or 
whatever utensil he was using as the music blared from the living room. Dad would grab her or Daddy if they 
happened to be within reach and dance them around the kitchen with him. 

"Hello?!" she called out, grabbing a glass and the orange juice from the fridge. "Dad?! Daddy?!" 

"In here, Pumpkin,” Nikki responded. 

"Did you forg-." Storm stumbled to a stop at the entrance to the living room. 

In amongst a frothy bubble of balloons in various shades of pink, peach and white across the floor, a huge 
number of lb balloons in the middle of it all and a banner that read Happy Sweet b Storm across the whole 
back wall, stood her dads dressed in suits. 


"What the fuck?!" Storm gasped, clasping her hand over her mouth. 


"Not quite the response we were aiming for," Nikki chuckled. "Happy Birthday, Pumpkin" He stepped forward, 


balloons scattering, and enveloped her in one of his strong hugs. 


Tommy joined them. He kissed her on the top of her head, cupping her face in his hands as he smiled down at 


her. 

"Happy Birthday, sweetheart. We figured that today deserved something a little more special than the usual 
breakfast in bed. This is a milestone day!" he said, holding his arms wide to indicate the effort they'd gone to. 
"Both for you and us. You've become such a beautiful young woman and Dad and | are so very proud of you, 


Stormy Skies." 


| thought you'd forgotten," Storm said, sniffling back happy tears. Everything felt right again and she wouldn't 
have had it any other way. 


"How could we forget?!" Nikki said, shifting strands of hair from her face to behind her ears. "Tom and | have 


been planning our asses off behind the scenes, Pumpkin. Wait until you see what we've got planned for you!" 
"Oh?! Like what?!" she asked, rising to her tippy toes to see over their shoulders. 


You can look all you want, Stormy," Tommy chuckled, releasing her. "There's nothing here for the moment. You 


need to go get dressed if you want more." 

‘Is it a car?" she asked, hopefully, and started to go to the front door. 
"In your dreams, Pumpkin," Nikki scoffed. 

Storm stopped, turning back to him with a pout. 


"You don't get that until graduation and only if you get good grades. You gotta get better marks than Dad, 


remember?! You've already outsmarted me." 
"Aww, Daddy," she said. "You're plenty smart. You don't need to be book-smart:" 


"She's right, babe," Tommy agreed. "You're both quick learners. Nikki, the clubs wouldn't be thriving the way 


they are if you weren't.” 
"| learned from the best, Tom," Nikki grinned, shifting into Tommy's arms and puckering up for a kiss. 


"God..you two," Storm chuckled, folding her arms across her chest as her dads stared goofily at each other. 


"Think you can keep your hands off each other until tomorrow when all my friends have left?" 


"No guarantees, sweetie," Nikki said with one of his cheesy smiles. "What better way to introduce us to your 


friends. | could do a guided tour through the basement. Whaddya think?" 


"God! No!" Storm exclaimed, playing along with the game. "Dad.please..don't let Daddy do anything to embarrass 


me. 


Storm had stumbled across her parents' basement room by accident one day last year. She'd been looking for 
Nikki after waking very early one morning. She'd known her Dad wasn't awake with the level of snoring that 
was coming from their bedroom. 

Storm had searched the rest of the house for Nikki and had found the usually locked basement door open and 
the sounds of movement were coming from in there. Peeking in, Storm discovered Nikki wiping down what 


seemed to be a huge, wooden X. She gasped loudly as she stepped into the room further. 


Nikki had spun on his heels, saw her and ushered her out of the door. What followed that afternoon had been 


a rather uncomfortable but open discussion about sex and BDSM play. 

"Oh, | have my ways," Tommy chuckled, waggling his eyebrows at Nikki. 

"And thats what l'm afraid of," Storm giggled. 

She loved her dads unconditionally and especially the way they were so open with her, treating her like a fully 
functioning human being rather than sheltering her from the bad or ugly side of life the way some of her 
friends’ parents did. 


"So why are you two dressed up this morning?" she asked. 


"We thought," Tommy said, releasing Nikki from his hold and draping his arm around Storm's shoulders, 
steering her toward the staircase, "that we'd take our daughter out for breakfast." 


"Ooh!" she exclaimed. "Where are we going?" 


‘Its a surprise," Nikki said, still standing amongst the balloons as though he was afraid to move. "But I'd 


suggest something a little nicer than your usual Saturday morning attire." 


"OFF you go," Tommy said, kissing her hair. "Go get dressed, Sweetheart. We're leaving in an hour, with or 


without you." 

Storm squeaked in excitement before taking off up the stairs to get ready. 
sige 

Tommy POV 


"Good morning, Sirs, Miss," the head waiter greeted the trio at the door of the exclusive restaurant that had 


recently opened. 


Storm was being escorted by Tommy, her arm through his, as Nikki stood just behind them. "We have a 
reservation under Miss Storm Lee-Sixx," Nikki said, placing his hands on her shoulders. 


"Ah, yes," the head waiter said with a smile. "Our very special guest this morning. Welcome Miss Storm and 
may | add, Happy Birthday, too. We do hope you enjoy your meal with us today and if you need anything, please 
ask for me." 


"Thank you, Greg," his daughter replied with a graceful inclination of her head and a warm smile. 


Tommy was so proud to escort his daughter this morning. He still couldn't believe that this beautiful, intelligent 


creature was his and Nikki's. 


"This way, please," Greg said, stepping out from behind his desk and leading the way through the full 


restaurant. 

He and Nikki had worked around the clock to get the timing for all of this to slot into place perfectly. Tommy 
could feel Nikki's growing excitement too. It was rolling off him in waves. Right now, they were walking toward 
Storm's first surprise of the weekend and judging by Storm's loose hold on his arm, she was still clueless. 
That soon changed, however, as they were led to a large table that was already occupied. 

Storm squealed as they got closer and slipped from his arm as Lia came rushing forward from where she'd 
been sitting. The two girls were as close as family, which was important to Tommy, regardless of the history 
between Nikki and Richie. Storm didn't have blood-cousins and the fact that Lia was in a similar situation 
family-wise had helped Storm navigate some rough patches in grade school. 

"Tommy! Good to see you, man," Richie said warmly, holding out his hand. 

"You too, dude," Tommy said, taking the offered hand and giving a one-armed hug at the same time as they 
shook hands. "Thanks for coming out. Jonny, good to see you too, brother," he said to the blonde by Richie's 
side. 


"Lia would have found a way to get here even if we couldn't," Jon chuckled. 


Nikki swooped his hand down Tommy's back, pinching his ass as he moved past him, falling into Richie's waiting 


embrace. 


"Thomas," his mother called out, waving him over. Tommy cast a glance over his lover and his ex before he 


stepped over to his mother and sister, hugging them both and submitting to his mother's inspection 


"Mom," Tommy grumbled fondly, "you only saw me the day before yesterday. Nothing's changed." 


"Everything can change in a blink of an eye," Voula responded. "| may not be here tomorrow! You let me look at 


my son" 


Tommy sighed as his mother pushed and pulled him around to get a better look at him, nodding with 


satisfaction and rewarding him with a kiss on his cheek. 
"So handsome," Voula said. "You look like your father!" 
"Thanks, Mom," Tommy said, gripping her cool hands and kissing her knuckles before taking a seat next to her. 


He shouldn't complain. His mother was getting older and frailer with each passing day and he knew he would 


sorely miss the motherly concern once the day came that she was no longer in their lives. 
"Storm!" he called and crooked his finger at her. "Come and say hello to Yaya and Theeny. 


Storm nodded and came over as Greg seated Lia next to Jon, leaving Nikki and Richie seated together and a 
spare seat for Storm once she'd finished speaking with Voula and Athena. 


Tommy tried to concentrate on what his mother was saying to Storm, keeping up the facade of paying 
attention even though his eyes drifted over to his lover and Richie. He knew that there was nothing to be 
worried about but it didn't stop his imagination from making stupid leaps into his own private hell. Tommy 
mentally shook himself and made more of a concerted effort to enjoy his daughter's birthday. 


And he did. The conversation flowed around the table, the food was plentiful and the love was joyous. After the 
table was cleared of empty plates, fresh coffee was poured as Nikki winked at him from his seat and he 
returned it with a soft smile. 


Tommy wiped his mouth with the napkin and cleared his throat. "Now that our bellies are full," he said, "I think 
the birthday girl has waited long enough for her gifts." 


| missed that this morning, Dad," Storm pouted. "The three of us surrounded by breakfast dishes and 
wrapping paper on my bed" 


"There will be plenty of time in the future for that, Pumpkin," Nikki smiled "It's not every year that you turn 


sixteen, however." 


"Well." Athena interjected, "unlike most kids, she will get to turn sixteen again The question is whether anyone 
else here, besides Lia, will still be around to see it." 


"Only the good die young, Theena," Nikki smirked. "Voula is living proof of that." Nikki and Voula had developed a 


very special relationship over the years and both loved to tease each other mercilessly. 


Tommy had to laugh when Jon choked on his mouthful of coffee at what Nikki had said as a chorus of Oooh 's 
circled the table. 


"And you'll outlive us all, Nikki," Richie added, tapping the side of his nose with a smirk. 


Voula sat back in her seat as a smile slid across her face. "I could tell stories that would make even your toes 
curl, Nikki dear," she said. 


"Anyway... Tommy said, trying in vain to steer the conversation away from spiralling out of control and into 
the gutter because no doubt his mother did have some stories but he knew that they definitely wouldn't 
match Nikki's, or even Jon and Richie's. "Stormy Skies..Daddy and | just want to say how proud we are to be 
your fathers and l'm sure your mom is here with you Today, Too. Never forget how much she loved you and 


sacrificed for you.” 


"From the first moment Tommy saw you, Pumpkin," Nikki added from across the table, "he was smitten and 


took to being a dad instantly." 

"It took you a little longer, babe," Tommy added. "You were afraid you were going to drop her." 
"She was so tiny!" Nikki exclaimed, indicating with his hands. "I just felt so..." 

"Unwieldy?" Jon offered. 

"Bulky?" Athena added. 


"Weighty?" Richie smirked, letting the double meaning slide through his tone, earning himself an eye roll from 
both Nikki and Jon. 


"Your mom loved watching these two goofballs trying to care for you when you were born," Athena added. 
"She would tell me all the stories of their accidental failures with glee every day when we spoke. It was her 


greatest comfort knowing that you'd be well taken care of and loved beyond measure by them." 


Storm wiped away the tears as her aunt spoke and Tommy kissed the top of her head, receiving a watery 


smile in return. 


So," Tommy continued, reaching into his jacket pocket, pulling out a small, flat, square box, "this is the first of 


the gifts from Daddy and me to you, our beautiful Stormy Skies." 
"Thanks, Dad," Storm said in almost a whisper. 
The table fell silent as Storm tugged on the peach coloured ribbon, and tore at the wrapping paper. She 


thumbed open the lid of the jewellers’ box and gasped in surprise when it revealed the rose gold and diamond 


bangle. 


‘Oh my god!" she breathed, touching the piece with reverent fingers. "Its beautifull | love it, you guys." 
"lts got an inscription, Pumpkin," Nikki said. 


Storm withdrew the bangle from the box and turned it until she found the words and read them out loud. 
" From the cradle to the grave, our love always. Nk-Nak and Tom-Tom " 


"Do you like it, baby?" Tommy asked as he took it gently from her fingers and placed it on her arm. 


"Dad! How can you even ask that?!" Storm cried, throwing her arms around his neck "Of course, | do! Thank 


you. | love youl" She kissed his cheek before rising from her seat and doing the same to Nikki. 


Storm took her seat again and Lia handed her gift over next. "This one is from me," Lia said. "Though Papa..and 
Simon, helped me get it. | hope you like it" 


Tommy noted that the package was about the size of a shoebox, wrapped in bright colours and when Storm 
got through the wrapping, his daughter let out a small scream and Lia laughed delightedly. 


"Oh! My! Fucking! God!" Storm exclaimed as Voula nudged him to find out what was going on. "Lia!" 

"What is it, Pumpkin?" Nikki asked. 

Storm started unpacking the contents as she bounced excitedly on the seat. There was a T-shirt, CD, concert 
tickets, backstage pass and a handwritten birthday note all signed by Katy Perry, the latest, hottest artist 


that was taking over the music world 


"Do you see this?!" Storm exclaimed, holding up the T-shirt to show everyone before holding it to her face and 
inhaling it. "Is been wornl I'm just gonna die! Oh my god..thank you, guys, so much." 


Tommy and the adults all chuckled at her enthusiastic display. Athena had to explain to Voula who Katy Perry 
was and why it meant such a big deal to her granddaughter. 


"You're gonna love the concert!" Lia said. "Katy's so nice!" 

"Well played, Street Rat," Nikki said to Richie, who smiled and shrugged in acknowledgement. 

Tommy watched the small play between the two as he sipped on his mimosa. He was grateful that things 
between the four of them were settled but it still didn't stop the little barbs of jealousy pricking at his 


consciousness. 


"And here's our part of the present,” Jon said, handing over a small gift bag. 


"This was more than enough, Uncle Jon!" Storm said, indicating the small pile in front of her. "But thank you so 
much!" she said, delving into the bag. Pulling out an envelope first, Storm removed an aeroplane ticket. 


"That's an open ticket for the next time we're going down to Florida,” Jon explained. "We'd love to have you 


come and stay with us, Storm. If that's okay with you two?" Jon added looking at Nikki first, then Tommy. 
"Yeah, we can go down to the beach and work on our tans," Lia added. 


"Are there any hot boys down there?" Storm asked Lia, who only smirked in response. "I've got a rocking bikini | 
wanna show off" 


"Hey!" Tommy and Nikki both exclaimed within seconds of each other causing a ripple of laughter around the 
table. 


"What did | say?" Storm grinned without remorse, poking her tongue out to her dads before removing the last 
remaining item from the bag apart from the card. It was a CD with Richie's handwriting over the 

cover. Weathering The Storm. 

"Just a little something | wrote for you, darlin," Richie said. "Well..for all of you." 

"Thank you, Uncle Richie," she replied. 

‘Its a little dark but the meaning behind it is all about resilience; in your psyche, in your Mom's strength of 
character through her struggles with her illness while she was pregnant with you, her death and Nikki and 
Tommy taking you in | hope it will also be a guide throughout your life, Storm. Thats our family's wish for 
you and yours." 


Tommy was as speechless as Storm. He looked over at Nikki before saying to Richie, "Dude..!" 


"Richie, dear boy, that is the sweetest thing you could have done for them," Voula said. "So, you write and play 


music, do you?" 
"Yaya," Storm replied, "Richie is a very famous musician” 
"Oh!" Voula nodded, then paused before adding, "And how did you meet my sons?" 


"We. met Nikki on a street one day," Richie replied, mindful of the mixed audience that was at the table. Nikki 


almost choked on his coffee whilst Tommy and Jon laughed at their respective partners. 
"Best damn la-," Nikki started to say, his words ending in a groan when someone kicked his shin 


"What was Nikki about to say, dear?" Voula asked, turning to Athena who was wiping tears of laughter from 


her eyes since she knew the whole story. 


"Doesn't matter, Mom," Tommy said before anyone else could answer. 


"Storm," Richie said, still chuckling from the lively banter at Nikki's expense, "That'll be on the album that's 


coming out later this year too." 


"No! Really?!" she exclaimed, her face alight with happiness. “That's amazing, Uncle Richie. | can't thank you 


enough." 
"Mom," Athena said, "why don't you go next? | think what | have should go last, don't you?" 


Voula nodded and reached under the table for a larger square box. "My darling heart, you've turned into such 
a beauty," Voula said, speaking to Storm after Tommy shifted his seat back a little to get out of the way. 


It matters not your heritage, you are my heart and | am very proud of you. And as such, you deserve to 
wear this tonight at your party. This was mine when they crowned me Miss Greece when | was young and 


beautiful like you are. Now | am old and wrinkled" 


"Thank you, Yaya," Storm said hoarsely, her voice thick with emotion as she accepted the gift box handed to 
her by her grandmother through her father's hands, "but don't be silly. You're beautiful as you are now. | 
hope to look as good as you do at your age." 


Tommy knew instantly, by his mother's description, what her gift to Storm was going to be and it was a huge 
fucking deal within his family. Athena used to beg to wear it as a child and Voula had relented, on occasion. But 
when it was offered to his sister on her sixteenth birthday, Athena declined it, respectfully, saying that it 
should be passed down to the first granddaughter. That had earned Athena a lot of respect from his mother. 


Storm removed the Miss Greece tiara from the box and whispered, "Yaya.this..this is amazing. And..and way 
too much! Really!" 


"Don't be silly, dear heart," Voula replied, with a dismissive wave of her hand. "It should be worn and shown off. 


Not tucked away in a closet somewhere." 


"| promise," Storm said, placing the tiara on her head, "that | will take very good care of it" Storm rose from 


her chair to hug her grandmother, holding the tiara in place as she bent over. 


"Here..let me place it on properly," Athena said to her niece. Storm stood upright, as did Athena, and let her 
aunt fix the tiara into her hair so that it sat securely. When Athena had finished, she cupped Storm's face in 


her palms and smiled. "You look so much like your mother. She would be so proud of you, sweetheart." 


"Thanks, Aunty Theeny," Storm said. 


"While you're here," Athena said, releasing Storm's face with a kiss. "Firstly, this is from me." Athena handed a 
small gift box, containing a pair of earrings. They were silver crescent moons with stars dangling from the top 


and they sparkled from the dusting of small diamonds over them. "| had these made to go with the next gift." 


"Aunty Theeny..they're beautiful," Storm gushed once she'd unwrapped the package and saw what was inside. 


"This..this has all been too much, you guys. | love you all so much," she exclaimed. 


Storm made her way back to her seat and Tommy rubbed her back as he could tell she was very emotional 
but what he wasn't expecting was for Storm to turn to him and bury herself into his arms, crying. "Stormy?! 


Are you okay, Sweetheart?" he asked, looking over her head to Nikki who was watching with concern 


"They're happy tears, Dad," she said, pulling away slightly. Tommy reached into his jacket pocket and handed 
her his handkerchief. Storm took it and blew her nose delicately and dabbed at her eyes. "I'm sorry," she 


grinned as she handed it back to him. "I just got..overwhelmed, | guess." 


"You may want to hang onto that, Storm," Athena said. "| have something else for you. Well, it's not from 
me.its from your mother. She entrusted me with things before she died; things to be given to you on certain 
dates. Today is one of those days." She handed Storm an envelope and as it passed by Tommy, he recognised 
Kimberley's handwriting. 


Tommy inhaled deeply, guessing what was going to be in the envelope. 


"You don't have to read that now, baby," he said softly against Storm's hair. He loved the fact that she hadn't 


grown up so much that she couldn't find comfort in his arms as she used to as a little girl. 
Storm held the envelope in her hands, rubbing her finger across her mother's neat writing. 


"Dad's right, Pumpkin," Nikki said. "Maybe you can read it later at home. I'm sure its gonna be heavy stuff to 
deal with." 


"He's absolutely right, Stormy," Athena said, kindly. "You can read it whenever you feel comfortable with it. It 
doesn't even have to be today, sweetheart. Besides, we girls have a spa appointment soon. I'm taking us all to 


the spa for the day to give your dads time to fix the house for the party.” 


"Dad, will you look after this for me?" Storm eventually asked Tommy, handing him the envelope after one final 


look. "I- | think | want to read it while it's just the three of us." 
"Is your choice, sweetheart," Tommy replied, taking the envelope and slipping it into his jacket pocket. It was 
heavy. Heavy with import as well as weight, which surprised him. There were either a lot of pages or 


Kimberley had included something in there as well. 


"You didn't mention anything about a spa day, Theena," he said to his sister. 


"I know," Athena replied chirpily. "You don't need to know everything, brother, dear. Now, girls, Mom," she 
continued, "grab your purses, we have an appointment in..." Athena checked her watch, "Oh! In an hour. Jon, 


Richie..'ll bring Lia back to Tommy's place. Is that okay with you?" 


"Sure," Richie acknowledged. "I think the plan was we were gonna hang for the day?" he turned to Nikki who 
nodded. 


"Be good, Babygirl," Jon said which earned him an eye roll and a loud huffy sigh from the almost seventeen- 
year-old Lia. 


"Oh my god, Daddy," Lia groaned as she collected her belongings. "You're so embarrassing sometimes." 
"Embarrassing?!" Jon gasped in mock outrage. "Did ya hear that, Mookie? I'm embarrassing our daughter now." 


"I heard, Cowboy,” Richie nodded, shifting in his seat whilst Lia was occupied with fixing her makeup and ignoring 
her fathers. 


Tommy had the feeling something was going to go down, so he sat back and watched. 


‘lm pretty sure, Cowboy," Richie continued as they both slid, cat-like, from their seats, "that we 


can really embarrass her." 


Tommy barked out a laugh when they both leapt from their seats, saying something that sounded 
like kissies’ or some shit and surrounded their daughter as she rose from her seat and smothered her with 
kisses. The young girl's outraged yelp ended up in giggles as the tables around them turned to see what the 


commotion was. 


Most smiled and returned to their meals but some rolled their eyes or cast suspicious looks at two grown 


men and the teenager. 


"| love you both and | promise I'll behave, Daddy," Lia grinned cheekily, hugging Jon first and then Richie before 


running to join Storm and the other ladies leaving the restaurant. 
"They grow up quick, man," Richie sighed to no one in particular. 


"I swear Stormy was only three yesterday,’ Tommy said, adding to Richie's comment. "Oof," he grunted when 


Nikki threw his napkin in his face. 


‘Im just happy you said that affer Theeny left," Nikki said. "So far we've avoided the whole four-year-old 


comments and presents so maybe she's forgotten for a change." 


"No way, babe," Tommy chuckled. "You know my sister better than anyone. She's just waiting for the right 


moment to pounce!" 


Within the half-hour, the four men were ready to leave also. Tommy paid the bill, leaving a generous tip for 


their servers and thanked Greg for the pleasant morning. 


As the two couples stepped outside to the bright sunshine, Nikki asked Richie, "You've got a set of wheels this 


weekend?" 


"Yeah, babe," he assured the older man. "We picked up a rental last night when we got in. It's that one over 


there." 
"So you'll follow us?" Nikki continued. "We can talk more when we get back to our place." 


"Excuse me, gents?!" Greg called to them from the entrance before rushing over. "I'm glad | caught you. One of 


your young ladies dropped their purse." 


"That's Lia's," Jon said, recognising the purse as the head waiter held it out. "Thank you, man. She's going to be 
frantic when she finds it gone." 


"You're very welcome," Greg nodded and returned to his post. 
"That girl would lose her head if it wasn't screwed on," Jon grumbled, pulling out his phone to text her. 


"Tell her Athena will cover anything she wants," Tommy said, knowing that his sister would pay for the whole 
day anyway. 


"Thanks, man," Richie said. "Okay, so we'll follow you back and help you get ready for tonight" 


"Sounds like a plan, dude," Tommy said, shaking Richie's hand. "Babe, I'll get the car started," he said to Nikki, 
heading towards their car. 


He was happy now that the first part of Storm's birthday was complete. Now for Stage Two, he thought to 
himself as Nikki threw himself into the front seat and buckled up. 


"Let's go home, my baby," Nikki said, slipping his hand between Tommy's legs. "I'm sure you're dying to get out 
of that suit already," Nikki continued, giving the bulk that lay against Tommy's right leg a gentle squeeze. 


"Fuck, yeah..." he breathed. Throwing the car into gear, Tommy revved the engine and peeled out of the car 
park with the rental in hot pursuit. 
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Friends 


Author's Notes: 
Hellooooo everybody (read that in a Mrs Doubtfire voice@) 


Hope everyone has had a lovely week and if not, l'm sending you hugs! Hell, I'm sending hugs to you all anyway! 


Storm's party is in full swing here and what had started out as a little fluff piece..well, lets just say it threw 


a tantrum and ran away singing na-na-nana-nah at me 
Enjoy, lovelies. 
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Saturday Evening 
Nikki POV 


Nikki was leaning on the railing of the balcony that overlooked their pool area. The yard was littered with 
teenagers and he was sure that if he hadn't had the pool covered with a hard surface to garner more usable 


room, they'd be swimming as well 


At the back of the yard, a large outdoor screen had been erected and was currently showing music video clips 
before the movie. There was a catered concession stand beneath the balcony and the aroma of popcorn, 


hotdogs and pizza wafted up to him. 


It was at moments like this that Nikki couldn't help but study the differences between his sixteenth year and 
his daughter's. By the time he'd turned sixteen, Nikki had constantly been in and out of trouble with his mom 
and her seemingly never-ending stream of abusive boyfriends. He'd also been dealing drugs of all kinds for over 
three years, which had resulted in him being thrown out of school. Although he had always considered school 
an absolute waste of his time, he had enjoyed some aspects of it. Like what some of the kids were doing down 


below him, thinking they were unseen by adult eyes. 


Nikki was grateful that Tommy's family had set the benchmark for wholesome family life, unlike anything that 
Nikki had ever lived through. It had made Nikki strive to be a better man once he and Tommy had worked out 


their differences. 


That wasn't to say that life had been easy. He and Tommy would often have heated whispered arguments well 
into the night just so that Storm wouldn't hear them. Nikki could only recall one time that it had come to 


blows but it was Tommy's shocked face and Storm's tearful scream as a three-year-old who had escaped her 


crib that pulled Nikki back into a remorseful reality. 

They'd both spun on their heels to see their daughter sobbing on the staircase and rushed over to her to 
scoop her up and set things right in her small world again. They'd made a promise that night. After they'd 
calmed Storm and put her back to bed and then retired to their bed for Nikki to make his more private 
apology to Tommy, they'd vowed that they would never let it get that heated again 


That was when the playroom had come into its own. Even if it didn't turn out to be a full-blown scene, it was 


perfectly soundproofed for even the smallest of arguments where they just needed to yell in frustration 


Nikki sighed contentedly, shifting his feet but didn't move from his resting place against the balcony. He was 


feeling a little edgy even though his outward demeanour wouldn't show the internal restlessness. 


He tried to pinpoint what it was but the only thing he could come up with was that he was just plain horny 


and with no way of relieving that situation anytime soon. 


It didn't help that his lover and ex-lover were within touching distance and he was watching half a dozen young 


couples making out on the temporary piles of cushions intended for the viewing of the movie. 
Hell, he even included Loverboy in the mental tryst that was currently playing in his head. 


And if he didn't have a house full of teenagers with rampant hormones at the moment, he probably would 


have acted upon that urge. 
Storm's party was mixed gender and although they had assured any parents that asked that there would be 
no alcohol, Nikki never promised that they would be supervised 100% of the time. As long as they all kept out 


of the house for this main gathering, he would consider his supervisory skills a success. 


He sighed and turned back to the others who had been discussing a multitude of topics including the business 
side of the club scene and family, squeezing his thighs together and feeling the pulse between his legs. 


"Everything okay down there?" Tommy asked and Nikki nodded in response, his mouth quirking into a half-smile. 


"Whassup, babe?" Tommy said, cocking his head to the side like a puppy listening to a new and undiscovered 


sound. 


Nikki couldn't help but smile; that was his Tommy to a T. One big, perpetual puppy. He pushed away from the 


railing and sat down next to his puppy and drew him into his arms. 


"What's up?" Nikki repeated, grabbing Tommy's hand and placing it on his crotch. "Ill give you one guess.” 


"Good thing you're up here then," Jon chuckled. "Don't wanna scare any of the kids with that..that.Jesus 
Christ.." Jon chuckled, looking between Tommy and Richie before shaking his head. 


"Scare?! Judging by the way some tongues are down throats down there," Nikki replied as he shifted to lay his 
head in Tommy's lap, "I think they'd be fine with the visual. What's wrong, Loverboy? Feeling a little.inadequate.. 
around the big boys?" 


Nikki smirked, he couldn't help teasing the guy even after all these years, barking out a laugh when Jon cast 
him a withering look and flipped him the bird before his face shifted into a grin 


"As long as Lia's throat's not involved in those tongues," Richie growled, standing up after disentangling himself 


from Jon before walking to the railing. 


"Don't panic. She's fine, Street Rat," Nikki purred, pushing up slightly into Tommy's warm hand. "She's with 


Storm and a couple of her girlfriends on the dance floor." 


Nikki, who was almost purring with contentment under Tommy's fingers, arched his neck to watch Richie take 
up almost the exact spot he did. 


"Mookie, come sit down," Jon grumbled. "She doesn't need her Papa watching her every move." 
"Like you're not all churned up inside either, Cowboy?" he retorted, turning his back on the party below. 


Nikki felt Tommy's silent chuckles beside his head at the other couple's squabble. The music shifted, blending 


perfectly into a readily recognised tune; one of Richie's hit songs. 


"Sounds familiar?" Nikki said moments before catcalls were heard from below, looking for the man they'd met 
earlier. A chant rose from the younger guests, Richie Richie Richie, getting louder as more and more of them 


joined in. 
"You better turn around soon, Mookie," Jon chuckled. "Sounds like you've breached the generation gap." 


It does, doesn't it?" he replied, looking pleased with himself, winking at Jon. He turned and the crowd of 
teenagers responded. 


Nikki was proud of his little Street Rat; the boy who had to grow up suddenly on the streets, just as he had 
done. Richie had never been made for the streets. But he had. Nikki had understood the streets earlier, out of 


necessity. 


Richie had come a long way; healthy and balanced, a good husband and father, successful and very talented 


musician. Jon too for that matter. 


Nikki recognised the fact that he'd followed a reasonably similar path. He huffed a small, wry breath as he 
thought that out of the four of them, only Tommy had had what would be considered to be a normal 
upbringing. He looked up to his young lover from where his head lay in Tommy's lap and allowed his love for 


him to flow freely. 


Nikki reached up and cupped Tommy's cheek in his hand, drawing Tommy's gaze his way. He drew Tommy down, 
meeting him halfway, and kissed him tenderly. The taste of nicotine and whiskey, the mandate of no alcohol 
expiring when Storm had become a teenager, was strong on Tommy's tongue but it was inherently him and 
Nikki wouldn't have it any other way. When he drew back, Nikki could see the surprised questions in the 


expressive brown eyes. 

"Thank you, baby," Nikki whispered 

"What for?" 

Nikki found it hard to speak at that point and allowed a small smile to play across his lips while he worked the 
words forward. "For being you. For us. For our daughter," he said on a sigh. "I wouldn't be here if it weren't for 


you and your undying faith and confidence that everything will work out." 


"There isn't anywhere else I'd rather be, Nik," Tommy replied "Well..apart from naked in our bed," he said in a 
loud whisper that was just loud enough for Nikki to hear over the top of the teenage crowd below. 


~ Ke 
Midnight 
Post Party Sleepover 


Storm POV 


"I got it!" Storm declared, brandishing the remnants of a bottle of whiskey that had been opened by her dads 


and Lia's dads earlier. 


The second part of Storm's birthday was a sleepover. Her friends from school, Harper and Riley, were joining 


her, as was Lia. 


Jon and Richie had gone back to their hotel about an hour ago as the movie night had drawn to a close. 
Normally, her dads would have had them stay in the guest suite but since they'd set aside that for her girls’ 
night, they were sent packing. 


Though Storm doubted they were disappointed about it by the way they were all over each other as they 
were leaving. They were as bad as her dads with their obvious affections for each other and they were clearly 


not going to waste a night in a five-star luxury hotel room with no parental responsibilities. 


The guest bedroom had been set up with fabric and fairy lights draped from the ceiling to give the illusion of 
a whimsical tent. Individual beds with little privacy screens were set up along one wall and each one had 
decorative gift bags of eye-masks, toiletries and all things girly as Daddy would say when Storm would come 
home laden with nail polishes, face masks, lotions and hair products. There were even matching and individually 
embroidered pyjamas in pink satin as a memento of the night, which Storm figured would have been her Aunt 


Theeny's suggestion 
"Pass that here, girl," Riley said, climbing over beds to get to the bottle. 


"Birthday girl first, Riles!" Harper exclaimed, stepping between the two friends and pushing the bottle back 
toward Storm. The music was playing, but not so loud that it broke through the soundproofing. "Drink up, 
babycakes," she giggled. 


"Okay, okay," Storm laughed, unscrewing the cap. She sniffed at the dark liquid and screwed up her nose. She 
didn't know how her dads liked this stuff but she didn't want to be thought of as a prude with her friends. 
Placing the neck at her lips, Storm tipped the bottle up and took a sip. She managed to swallow it before she 
coughed violently at the taste and the burn of it down her throat. "Woah!" she said, letting a shudder take 
over her body as Riley grabbed the bottle from her hand. 


Riley, who was the more outrageous one of her good friends, took a mouthful and swallowed without a 
problem, smacking her lips as she held the bottle out. "Lia, come on. Don't be an East Coast wimp,” she said, a 
friendly smile tempering her words. "Show us whatcha got or do you behave like you look? All pure and 


innocent.” 


"Ooh no, you didn't just do that, Riles," Harper groaned, taking the bottle next as Lia smirked and joined the 


younger girls. 
'No..it's okay," Lia said. "Don't let the outside fool you," she challenged, accepting the bottle and matching Riley's 
drink "With age.. come experience, girls," Lia said dryly, her eyebrow arched delicately as the other three 


howled in acceptance. 


"I knew we liked you for a reason," Harper said. "And your dads are as hot as Storm's! | can't believe your dad 


is really Richie Sambora! l'm so jealous," the girl sighed, collapsing onto her bed. 


"He's just as dorky as every other dad, trust me! My whole family is dorky, to be honest," Lia giggled. "But he 


does know some awesome people!" 


"Not as dorky as mine," Storm sighed. She was starting to feel the effects of the whiskey as the bottle was 


passed around again. 


"What do you mean, girl?" Riley asked. "Your family is pretty dope too!" 


"Riley's right," Harper added as Storm shook her head. "| mean, what about that amazing Tiara you were 


wearing earlier? That certainly wasn't dorky!" 


"That was from Yaya, my grandmother," Storm explained. "She was given it when she was crowned winner of 
the Miss Greece contest." 


‘Oh wow," Riley gasped. "No wonder you took it off before it could get damaged" Storm had thought it prudent 
to remove the tiara and give it to her Dad for safekeeping once the movie night had started to become a little 
more out of control. 

"You got that gorgeous bangle from your dads. And Athena gave you those beautiful earrings too," Lia added. 
‘Oh, come onl" Stormy cried. "Just how embarrassing were my Aunt's other presents though?" 


"You mean there were more that we didn't see?" Harper asked, curiously. 


‘Oh yes," Lia laughed whilst Storm just buried her head in her hands. "When we reached the spa they had a 
special room set aside for the four of us, decorated with Happy Fourth Birthday banners and balloons." 


"That wouldn't have been so bad, if that was all," Storm mumbled through her fingers. "It was the kiddie's 
party games that were the cringe-fest!" 


"What, you didn't enjoy the games of pass-the-parcel and pin-the-tail-on-the-donkey? Not to mention that 
piñata filled with kiddie candy?" Lia asked in an overly solicitous tone as the other girls burst out laughing. 


"They didn't? Really?" Riley gasped, between giggles. 

"Oh yes they did," Storm nodded. "But that wasn't all” 

"What else?" Harper demanded. 

"Well, then there was the confetti bomb," Lia laughed. "When Storm opened her huge You Are Four Today card, 
there was a spring-loaded trigger inside. I+ launched four flying paper fairies and a tubful of glittery confetti 


all over her." 


"It got everywhere,” Storm winced. "My hair, my clothes..it took ages to wash out before we went into the spa 


itself." 


"Just be grateful that you aren't one of the cleaning staff," Lia replied. “Imagine having to clean the floor after 
you walked past!" 


"Even that would have been better than having to listen to the music," Storm grumbled. 


"Music?" Riley asked. 

"When Storm opened the card it pulled out a plastic tab and started a recording of someone singing You are 
four today . Badly and off-key," Lia explained. "Only you couldn't put the tab back and closing the card didn't 
stop it either." 

"You're kidding," Harper commented. 

"Nope," Lia laughed. 

"So where is it now?" 

"It was accidentally left in the trunk of Aunty Theeny's car," Storm sighed. 


"Accidentally?" 


"Oh yes," Lia grinned. "It took itself back outside and buried itself under a pile of blankets so she wouldn't hear 


it when she drove away!" 
"Oh my God.Really?" Harper gasped. 

Storm's mumbled reply was lost in another round of hilarity. 

"Was that all?" Riley managed to ask, once the laughing had died down 


"Oh no," Lia continued the story. "When we got to the pool room there was a unicorn-shaped kids rubber ring 


floating in the hot tub." 
"Really?" Harper squealed. 
"Yeah," Stormy sighed. "And those..bozos..made me put it on.and then took photos!” 


"Ah, but you looked sooo cutel” Lia laughed again before continuing, "When we went back to the room there 


was a cake shaped like a number four, with four candles of course, and a huge gift-wrapped box." 

"Was that where that ride-on pony came from?" Riley asked. 

"Yeah," Stormy nodded. "It's made by a company that has just started up this year. I'll give Aunty Theeny this, 
it was very clever and I'd have absolutely loved it.ten years ago. It's supposed to be for four to nine-year- 


olds." 


"Well that explains why all the boys were riding it around the yard this evening," Harper commented dryly. "We 
all know that's about their mental age!" 


The girls burst out laughing again and Stormy found herself unable to resist joining in. She had to agree with 
the comment and she knew another couple of guys who would no doubt be trying it out as soon as all the 
guests had left the house. 

"Well, | thought it was cute!" Harper said, defending the gifts designed for a four-year-old. 

"Really?" Storm challenged again as the laughter died down. 

"Yeah," Harper nodded. “Being born on February twenty-ninth isn't all bad. You get to have an extra special 
birthday every four years. The rest of us have to wait for the big milestone birthdays. It makes you kinda 
special too. Own it, Storm! Its..quirky!" 

"| guess," she huffed, rolling to her back and staring at the ceiling as she replayed the rest of the evening in 
her head. Pushing up on her elbows, Storm nudged Lia with her foot. "You had a few admirers tonight, Li-Li," 
she said. "See anyone you liked?" 

Most of the teens had ended up in pairs by the end of the night, snuggling into mounds of pillows and kissing in 
the dark as the movie played. Taj had tried to do the same but Storm had explained that she didn't want to 
leave Lia sitting by herself since she didn't know anyone. She felt bad that her feelings for Taj weren't the 
same as she suspected his were. 


As the bottle was handed back and forth, Lia sighed dreamily, looking away and blushing. 


"You did?" Storm asked, sitting up when she noticed her cousin's change in demeanour. "Who?! Enquiring minds 


need to know!" 

"Do tell, girll" Harper demanded. "So we can tease them mercilessly next week after you've gone home." 
They'd all become quite giggly and their eyes were losing focus from both the alcohol and tiredness. 
"No, no one here," Lia laughed. “Sorry to spoil your fun." 

"But.there is someone, isn't there?" Storm persisted. 


"Hmm, back home. But he's no boy," Lia admitted, smiling coyly. "He's..he's older than me. Hotter than any of 


your boys and definitely more..experienced." 
"Deets! Who is he? How did you meet?" Storm asked, excitedly 
"What does he look like?" Harper added. 


"Did ya fuck him yet?" Riley queried, her eyes wide and eager for an answer. 


"No, not yet," Lia groaned on a sigh. "We only went for our first date on Valentine's Day. And.we have to be 
careful because of the age difference." 


"Just how much older is he?" Storm gasped. 

"Umm.he's Seb's age," Lia said, softly. 

"And just who the fuck is Seb?" Harper questioned. 

"Lia's older brother," Storm explained. "Cute too. I'd do him. Looks like Richie but with blue eyes." 


"Eww, Storm," Lia chuckled. "I really don't want to know that my big brother is getting crushed on by my 


almost-cousin." 


'So..wait a minute," Riley said, holding her hands up. "Let's back up a little here. How do you guys know each 


other, coz, Storm, you've said you've got no other family?!" 


"| don't. Lia's not blood family,” Storm said. "But we've known each other since we were babies. Our dads knew 


each other when they were younger somehow." 
"You mean..you don't know yet?" Lia asked. 
"Know what?!" Storm demanded. "Spill it, Li-Li." 


"Papa and Nikki.they used to date. If that's what they called it back then, | guess," Lia shrugged. "Knowing both 
our parents, they probably went at it like rabbits," she laughed. 


"Eww," Storm grimaced. "Lalalalalala," Storm stuck her fingers in her ears, trying to ignore the flashes of 


images of her Dad and Richie together. 
"Ooh.] can see that, totally,” Riley cooed. "They're both so hot." 


"How come you know this?" Storm complained, ignoring her friend drooling over her dad and uncle. "Ugh! | hate 


being blindsided like this." 


| found some old photos of Papa and Nikki together," Lia explained. "So | asked," she shrugged. "Though 
somehow | don't think Papa gave up the whole story. It was all very vague and PG-rated." 


"Hal My Dad, PG?!" Storm laughed. "Yeah, | don't see either of them being all hearts and flowers, do you?!" 


Lia laughed, "Not at alll" 


"So what did you get told," Harper asked. 


"That they met after school on a street back in Jersey," Lia said. "Papa was still in school when Nikki first saw 
him but somehow by the time they started dating, Papa had left home." 


"Well that wasn't very exciting," Riley groaned, snatching the bottle up from where it sat and swirling the 
brown liquid around before tipping it up to her mouth. "| was hoping for a little scandal at least!" 


Lia caught Storm's eye and sent her a look as if to say Hl fell you more later . Storm nodded and wondered 
what else there was to add. Her dads were pretty open about a good portion of their lives so it was curious 
that they'd never mentioned this to her. Storm lost herself in her thoughts as the conversation drifted around 
her. Her friends were quizzing Lia on being the daughter of a musician and what perks she had available as 
such. 

"Hey! Earth to Storm," Harper giggled. 

"Huh? What?!" 

"| said," she sing-songed, "How did your dads meet then?" 

"Oh! Um." Storm stuttered, dragging her mind back to the present whilst filtering through it for the answer. 
"Oh! | remember. They met back in Jersey in some diner. Dad said he was there with my Grandpa on business 
and Daddy saw him in the diner. They met up a couple of times before Dad was supposed to fly back home 
with Grandpa but he stayed an extra week because of Daddy." 


"Aww, that's cute," Harper cooed. "Your dads behave differently when they're around each other, did you know 
that?" 


"Huh? How do you mean?" Storm asked 
"When there's only one of them around, they're pretty chill" Harper said 

"Yeah, but when they're both together," Riley giggled. “Its like-" 

"No one else matters?" Lia finished for them. "That's exactly how my dads are, too" 
"Yeah, that's exactly it!" Harper said. "Is so cute," she added 


"Gag!" Storm said. She was starting to feel a little uncomfortable with the topic and needed to change it 
quickly. 


She took the bottle from Riley's hand and stood. "l'm.gonna take this back before we get sprung." Ignoring the 
protests, Storm stepped over the bed and tiptoed back through the darkened house. 


She was feeling the effects of the drink and she didn't like it. The room spun and the floors seemed to be 
made of rubber as she took unsteady steps. She wasn't game enough to even think of what her stomach was 


up to. 
If she could just pull this off, she swore to herself, she was never going to touch alcohol again. 


She hadn't wanted to take the bottle, but Riley had pressured her earlier in the week at school to do it and 
mentioned it at every chance she got at the party earlier. Riley wasn't the only one that was bemoaning the 
fact that there was a strictly No Alcohol rule for the teenagers but the adults seem to always have drinks in 
their hands. It wouldn't have surprised Storm if her dads had asked everyone to empty their pockets as they 
walked in to make sure there was no contraband being snuck in. 


Thinking that she was being stealthy, Storm tried to place the bottle back where she found it. She just got it 


back into place as the light switched on in the living room. Storm groaned and dropped her chin to her chest. 
"Was it worth it, Stormy?" Tommy asked. 

Storm turned slowly, trying to make it look as though she was steady on her feet when in fact her head was 
spinning and the world was tilting dangerously. Her dad was standing in the doorway, propped against the jamb, 
his arms crossed. He looked relaxed but Storm knew that he was fuming beneath the cool exterior. 

"Dad..." she started to say when he cut her off. 

"Don't even bother, Stormy," he said quietly. Storm knew when her dad got quiet that it was going to be bad 
news. "How much have you all had? I'm presuming you've all had some?! Do | need to call the girls' parents? Or 


Jon and Richie? Coz if | do.-then you're doing the explaining, young lady." 


Storm looked up at her dad and nodded. "| promise we didn't take much, Dad. Please don't call anyone! Riley and 
Harper..they'll hate mel” 


"lts disappointing, Stormy," Tommy replied. "I thought we'd gone over all of the pitfalls of drinking?" 

"But you guys drink?!" Storm countered 

"Yes, now..but we didn't drink any alcohol while you were growing up," Tommy said. "Do you know why?" 
Storm shook her head. 

"Your biological dad was a drunk and a drug addict," Tommy said. "One night before you were born, Nikki came 
home incredibly drunk and it really scared your mom. PTSD, if you like. So.she stipulated that we, Nikki and I, 


were to be sober at all times until you reached your teenage years. We thought that you'd be mature enough 
by now to understand the dangers. | guess we got that last bit wrong, huh?!" 


Storm approached Tommy and slid her arms around his waist. "No, Dad, you didn't," she said looking up at him. 


‘lm sorry. It was a stupid mistake and it won't happen again." 


"Damn straight, it won't," Tommy growled but tempered his words by rubbing her back. "C'mon, | think it's 
lights out. You girls need to sleep it off. Do | need to get buckets?" 


Storm played back the last hour, checking on how much they'd drank of the whiskey and shook her head. "I 
think we'll all be fine. Lia had the least of all of us and Riley probably had the most." 


"That sounds about right," Tommy muttered. "She's a wild child, that one!" 


"Yeah, but she's a good one, Dad, | promise you," Storm replied and allowed herself to be walked back toward 
the guest suite. 


"Hmm," Tommy hummed doubtfully. "Im gonna wait here until | see the lights go out, okay?!" 

"Okay," Storm sighed, submitting to Tommy's hug. When he released her, Storm continued, "Dad?!" 

"Yeah?" 

“Tomorrow, after the girls have gone..can..can we talk? You, me and Daddy?" 

“Sure, Pumpkin. What about?" 

"Everything," Storm shrugged. "You and Dad, Mom, us, my father. l.l want to know everything.” 

Tommy looked down at her for a long moment and nodded. "Okay. | don't know for sure, but | think your mom's 
letter will have many of the answers you're looking for. And if it doesn't..then Daddy and | will answer what we 
can," he said, smoothing Storm's hair from her face as he spoke. 

"If you're old enough to drink whiskey, then you're old enough to know everything.” He winked before pulling her 
into a hug and whispering in her ear. "You'll never be old enough to drink whiskey for your old dads, Pumpkin, 
but yes, | think its time. I'll talk to Daddy." 


"Thanks, Dad," she replied, hugging him fiercely. "I love you!" 


"Love you too, Stormy Skies," Tommy answered, kissing her hair. "Bed! Now!" he said a little louder and 
extremely gruffly so that the other girls would hear. "Goodnight, Pumpkin” 


vo 


Tell Me Why 


Author's Notes: 
Hello and welcome to another weekend. 


This week we see what happens after Storm's party. Tissues may be necessary! You've been forewarned. 


For those that are looking for a little Terrorcest smut.l'm saving that for a future story arc QS 


Hope you're all well and taking care of yourselves, emotionally as well as physically. Sending peace, love and light 


you r way. 
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Sunday - Party Aftermath 

Tommy POV 

Finally! 

It was mid-afternoon and they'd just bid goodbye to Jon, Richie and Lia to catch their flight back East. 


Nikki's bad mood had been bubbling along ever since last night when he'd told the older man what he'd found 
after he went down to check on the girls. All four of them had woken with hangovers of varying degrees and, 
while he'd pottered around cooking breakfast for the sorry group of teenagers, Nikki had sat them all down and 
read them the riot act about underage drinking and brain development. 


Considering their history, Tommy had had to disguise the odd snort of amusement at Nikki's righteousness at 
the minor substance abuse with a forced sneeze or by diving into the pantry to retrieve some much-needed 


ingredient, only to be met by Nikki's steely glare and a growled, "Not. Helping. Thomas." 


Nikki had concluded his speech by garnering the girls' consent to admitting their misdemeanour to their 

parents before they left the house, whilst acknowledging their own failings in not safely storing the alcohol. He 
also made them dismantle the guest suite ready for the hire company to collect their belongings. Tommy had 
to stop him from sending them out to clean the backyard too when Riley had to race off to the bathroom to 


vomit, taking pity on their tender heads and stomachs. 


While Harper's and Riley's parents were understandably upset that their daughters had been drinking, Nikki and 
Tommy had managed to talk them down from the edge with their explanation of the lecture given this morning 
and the punishment meted out. 


"C'mon, babe," Tommy said, rubbing Nikki's back. "Don't let the girls‘ experimentation ruin a good weekend. You 
and | did so much worse at their age." 


"You never did," Nikki sighed, turning from the driveway and walking back inside the house. "I was ruined a lot 


earlier than you. Where'd Storm go?" 
"| dunno, babe," Tommy shrugged as he closed the door behind him. "She was here a moment ago. Why?" 


"l- | want to make sure she's okay," he said as he checked the living room. "It's probably a good time to have 


that talk too, | think." 
"Good point," he agreed and joined Nikki in the search for their daughter. 


Tommy looked into Storm's bedroom, whilst Nikki checked the guest room but found nothing but the detritus 
of a teenage girl's life. He made a mental note to get her to tidy up one day this week Even though they had a 
cleaner that came in once a week, it didn't mean that Storm should expect the poor woman to clean up her 


mess when she was perfectly capable of doing it: 


Tommy had a hunch, suddenly, as to where she could be. "Hey, Nik?!" he called over the bannister and waited 
for the dark hair to appear below him. "Up here, babe," he said when Nikki's face appeared. 


Nikki nodded and jogged up the steps, two at a time. "Is she okay?" he asked. 


"I haven't seen her yet but the only other place she would go is her safe place," Tommy said with a throw of 


his chin toward their bedroom. 


"Hmm," Nikki agreed, letting Tommy take the lead down the hallway. "Which is never a good sign, if she's gone 


to our room. Was | too harsh on her, T?" 


"Nah, babe," Tommy assured him, pausing outside their closed door. "Mom and Dad once read me the riot act, 
too," he whispered. "One time | snuck some wine at a dinner party they were having. It was disgusting at the 


time but | thought | was top-shit for having a drink, ya know?! Just wanted to curl up and die, though." 


Nikki snorted in wry amusement and said, "Whereas Deanna would have just pulled out a seat and handed me 


the bottle." 


Nikki was pulled into Tommy's arms and held tight, "You're not Deanna, Nik You've learned from her mistakes, 
babe." He buried his nose into Tommy's neck as he spoke, nodding wordlessly whilst drawing strength and 


comfort from Tommy's words. 


"Thanks, baby," he said, pulling away but threading his fingers through Tommy's. "You always know how to haul 
me back from the edge." 


"There used to be a time that you would have gone over that edge regardless," Tommy replied, with a wink. 


"Those days are long gone though." 


"Thanks to you, my sweet boy," Nikki smiled, thinking of the many ways in which his lover ensured that. 


Cupping Tommy's face, he kissed him sweetly. "Let's see if you can work your magic on our daughter, huh?" 
Nikki pushed the door open slowly and saw Storm's dark auburn hair peeking out from beneath the covers. It 
wouldn't have mattered if it was the hottest day of the year or in the middle of a blizzard, Storm always 
sheltered in their bed when she was out of sorts. 

"Damn it," Nikki swore softly as the sound of Storm's hiccups could be heard. Tommy squeezed his fingers and 
pushed him into the room and toward the bed. Separating, Tommy crawled onto the bed on one side and Nikki 
on the other. 

"Pumpkin?" Nikki said, pulling some of the covers away from her face. 

"Go away," came the muffled reply as the young girl buried her face into the pillows. 


"No chance, sweetheart," Tommy said. "Not while you're upset like this. Besides..you're in our bed, remember." 


‘Its been.what? Ten years? Twelve years since you slept in our bed with us," Nikki added, trying to lighten the 


mood. "We don't sleep in pyjamas anymore." 
"Ewww," Storm groaned before curling up further. 


Nikki chuckled deeply at his daughter's disgust at their sleeping arrangements. "C'mon, sweetheart, tell us 
what's wrong, huh?" he tried again. "Did you not have a good time this weekend?" 


"They're gonna hate mel" Storm cried from between the pillows. 


"Come on out, Stormy," Tommy said, shifting to sit up against the headboard, shuffling some pillows behind his 
back. "Who's going to hate you? Tell us what's goin’ on" 


Storm sniffed and rolled over, shielding her eyes from their gazes. "Why am | so bad?!" she wailed. 

"Bad?" Nikki queried. "What makes you think you're bad, Pumpkin?" 

"| took the bottle. | should have just left it," Storm said, squeezing her eyes closed as tears rolled down her 
cheeks. "What made me do that?! You're both mad at me, Riley and Harper probably hate me and god knows 


what Jon, Richie and Lia think of me." 


Nikki looked over at Tommy with a fold you so look and sighed. Tommy realised that Nikki knew he'd gone too 


far this morning with his lecture. "Stormy..baby, can you sit up so we can talk, please?" 


Nikki turned and grabbed the box of tissues from his nightstand as Storm shifted into a sitting position and 
leaned against her dad. Tommy sighed and wrapped his arm around her shoulders, feeling the remnants of her 


sobs shake her small frame. 


Nikki handed her the box of tissues and waited for her to blow her nose before speaking. "Stormy. know it 
might seem as though | was a litte harsh this morning with my lecture but it's only because we, Dad and |, 
have been through it all and we're just trying to save you some grief.” 


"And the others were under our care too," Tommy added. "What if something had happened to one of them? 
You'd never forgive yourself and we'd be charged with negligence at the very least." 


"I'm sorry," Storm sniffled. "l-l didn't think..." 


"That's the whole problem, Pumpkin," Nikki replied. "Alcohol will make you do that. The things we've seen in the 


clubs..." 


Tommy remembered the times either he or Nikki had been caught in the crossfire of alcohol-fueled fights. 
Sometimes it had come to a reasonably peaceful end but then there were the nights that things got ugly..like 
the night that punk-assed college prick decided to take out his frustrations of being dumped on one of their 


best waitresses. 


Storm sniffed, shredding the used tissue in her hand before saying, "I get that side of it. But.l'd heard Riley 
talking about other parties she'd been to, older kids, and the amount of booze that had been there. l-I wanted 
to be like that! | wanted to be one of those cool kids." 


"They're not the cool ones, Stormy," Tommy said. "Who makes the rules on being cool, huh? The drunk and the 
drugged ones? Nah.they're the most scared ones. They're the ones with the most to hide. They're the ones 
that are the most pathetic of creatures." 

"But..but you guys drink now?!" Storm countered. "What's the difference?" 

"The difference is maturity, Pumpkin," Nikki said. "When.when | was your age or thereabouts, I'd been.in an 
abusive home life with my mom and her boyfriends and had been kicked out for not foeing the lne or agreeing 
on what they wanted me to do." 

"Whaddya mean by toeing the line?" Storm asked. 


Nikki chewed on his bottom lip as his eyes met Tommy's. He blinked slowly, once, and Nikki took it as an 


acknowledgement. 


"Pumpkin..you said you want to know everything, right?!" he asked and Storm nodded. 


"My past isn't pretty," he said. "Are you sure you want to know it all?" 


"Yeah..yeah, | do," Storm said. "| mean.if you want to tell me, of course, Daddy. But after that, | want to know 


about my mom, too. 
"We can do that, sweetheart," Tommy said. "You have her gift still to open too, don't forget?" 
"| know," she replied. 


"Okay then." Nikki said and proceeded to recount his story. He told her about his abusive and neglectful 
mother, her boyfriends and the torture he endured as a child at their hands before finally being mercilessly 


beaten and driven out of the house for good. 


It brought not only Storm to tears but Tommy felt himself tearing up as well, even though he knew almost all 
of the details. He reflected on how much Nikki had grown as a person and how becoming a father had stabilized 


him even further. 


Nikki went on to describe living alone on the streets, what he had to do to survive and the people he had been 


forced to associate with. 


"Is that where you met Uncle Richie?" Storm asked. "How? Was he part of the drug scene, too?" she asked, 


horrified. "And..and how did you two meet then?" Storm looked between her fathers. 


Nikki huffed out a breath and a slow smile crossed his face. "Richie..should probably tell you himself but since 


he's not here.. He's not ashamed of his past and has never denied it when asked either, so | guess | can tell 


you." 


"Richie's parents found out that he was, at the very least, bi when he was sixteen or seventeen, | can't quite 
recall that detail at the moment. At the time, they were very religious and banished him from their home for 
being gay. Whereas | fell into the drug trade, Richie ended up as a male escort working my patch." 


"Wait! What?!" Storm exclaimed. "A..a.prostitute?l" 


"Yeah," Nikki said matter-of-factly, nodding. "We dated for a while..we had fun. | think we thought it was 
serious at the time. But then Jon came along into Richie's life and your Dad had dropped into mine." Nikki looked 
over to Tommy and said, "When | met Tommy. knew instantly that he was my forever and everyone that had 


come before him, paled in comparison" 


"How did you and Dad meet?" Storm asked. "| mean, you've told me that you were with Grandpa at the time,’ 
she said, twisting to look at Tommy. 


"| was," Tommy nodded. "Your Grandpa was looking to expand the business and | had suggested the East Coast. 


So we flew out to check out some possible properties. We called into a diner one day for lunch. Your Daddy 


was sitting in a booth, his hair was long and shaggy, hanging over his eyes but he was the sexiest thing I'd 
ever seen There was an instant click when he followed me to the restroom. After he kissed me, | had to find a 


way to stay. Which | did, much to your grandparents’ consternation” 


"Back up a second," Storm said, holding her hands up. "Did..did you just say Daddy kissed you for the first..in 
the men's room at a diner?! Oh. My. God. That's both romantic and disgusting at the same time. l-l don't know 
how to feel about this," she said, shifting position so that she was now looking at them both. 


"What can | say, Pumpkin," Nikki grinned. "Your Dad had me hooked from the first moment | saw him. Actually, 
come to think of it, Tommy's the only one out of the four of us that had any semblance of a normal 


upbringing. | think Jon's was even more screwed up than mine." 
Tommy nodded in agreement. 


"How so?" Storm asked. "I mean | know Lia has three grandmothers, so | guess Richie must have reconciled 


with his parents at some point, but that means that Jon must have..two moms..?" 


"You know what, Pumpkin," Nikki said thoughtfully, "I'm not sure of all the details so | don't want to muddy the 
waters there. But l'm sure he'll explain if you ask him. We can give him the heads-up if you want..you know, so 


you don't blindside him." 

"Umm. guess," Storm replied, her face contorted into a mask of confusion. "Fuck..this is all so..weird. People, 
family..that | thought were normal ..stable..are.just not. | mean.that's not a bad thing but it's..surprising?! | 
dunno..am | making any sense?" 

"Of course you are, sweetheart," Tommy said reassuringly. 


"Its a lot to take in, Pumpkin," Nikki acknowledged. 


"And don't forget," Tommy added. "You've still got your Mom's letter to read. That will either provide you with 


your answers..or possibly raise even more questions. Do you want to read it now?" 

Storm blew out a breath and nodded before Tommy rose from the bed and retrieved the envelope where he'd 
placed it for safe-keeping on the dresser along with the tiara, earrings and bangle after Storm had shown 
them off to everyone at the party. He turned back to the bed and handed it over. 


"Would you prefer us to leave, sweetheart?" he asked, sitting on the edge of the bed. 


"Nol" she exclaimed. "l-I don't want to do this without you both here. You're my dads..the only ones | have, the 


only ones | want." 


"Stormy..we love you so very much. Your mom knew that we would always be there for you," Nikki said softly 


as Tommy settled himself back on the bed but closer to Nikki, who had moved to sit against the bedhead. 


Nikki pulled Tommy against him as Storm slid her thumbnail beneath the flap of the envelope and broke the 
seal carefully, the seventeen-year-old glue giving way relatively easily. Pulling the pages held within out of the 
envelope, something bright and shiny fell to the bed. 


"Oh!" Storm exclaimed and retrieved the necklace from where it lay. She recognised the design immediately 


since Athena had modelled the earrings she'd gifted Storm to match. 

Tommy also recognised it instantly as the one Kimberley had worn constantly. He vaguely remembered toward 
the end that it hadn't been there one day but he hadn't thought any further of it because they'd been busy 
looking after a rapidly declining Kimberley and baby Storm respectively. 


"That was Kimberley's," Nikki murmured as they watched Storm inspect the moon and star pendant closely. 


"She rarely took it off." 

"Çan you put it on me, please?" Storm held it out to Tommy, insinuating herself between them both and holding 
her hair out of the way while Tommy clipped it closed. She was about to move but Nikki grasped her wrist. 
Storm gave him a small smile and stayed where she was. She cleared her throat and opened the pages before 
starting to read out loud. 

My Dearest little Storm 

If youre reading this, Pumpkin, it means two things 

"Oh!" Storm exclaimed. "She called me Pumpkin, just like you do, Daddy." 

"Where do you think | got it from?" Nikki said with a soft smile. 


Tommy wasn't going to tell her it was also because of her shock of dark red hair when she was born. 


firstly, you've reached your sixteenth year and secondly, that | unfortunately, have had fo leave you behind on 
my journey trom this Earth, 


As | write this, Im watching Tommy (What did you end up calling them, Pumpkin? | wonder if they continued with 
the Tom-Tom and Nk-Nak that theyre calling themselves at the moment?) trying to disentangle your little fingers 
from Nikki's hair. Im not sure who is crying the loudest at the moment; you or Nikki! 

"Oh no!" Storm exclaimed. "Not the hair!" 


"Brat!" Nikki growled and tugged at her hair gently. "Even back then you were a brat" 


They love you so much, Storm. Im at peace knowing that they'll be there to take care of you, fo love you as 


much as | do. 


Í suppose you've got a lot of questions right about now. | hope the boys have followed through as they've promised 
fo me and told you all about me but | want you to hear some of it from me; your Mama 


İt just occurred fo me that Hl never hear you say those words fo me. Do you have a soft voice, dainty? Or are 


you more robust and vocal as your cries suggest you may be? 
"Definitely not dainty!" Tommy snorted. 


"What can | say, Dad," Storm said. "You've led by example. I'm only trying to get myself heard around this 


place." 


"You get heard plenty, Stormy Skies," Nikki replied and Tommy chuckled as he remembered the way Storm 
would holler as a toddler. They'd both drop what they were doing and go racing to where she had ended up, 


usually stuck in or behind a piece of furniture somehow. 


"We wouldn't know what to do if you weren't as loud as you are," Tommy added. "The only time you were quiet 


was when you were asleep." 
Nikki POV 


Storm smiled before returning to the letter. Nikki was so proud of his daughter for the way she was handling 


all this new information so far. He could hear Kimberley's voice as her daughter read her words. 


lm skipping ahead, forgive me. Let me start from the beginning.or what | can remember. Ive blocked some of it 
out and the pain has taken bits and pieces too, which is why Im writing you these letters now. 


| was never a beauty growing up, always the shy one on the fringes of the school social groups but | had one 
steadfast ally. Athena. We were best friends from the moment we met, even when we went our separate ways 
through college and afterwards. | couldn't have lived through what Im about to tell you without her love and 
support | hope someday you find your own Athena, my sweet baby girl 


As | said, | was never the first girl chosen by boys, both in high school or afterwards, so when your biological 
father stepped into my life and started paying me attention, | lost my heart to him quickly and shut down my 


brain to any warning signs. 
"Just remember, Pumpkin," Nikki cautioned, "you don't have to read all of this at once." 


"| know, Daddy," she replied. "But | feel like | need to. Thanks for being here though." She cleared her throat and 


continued reading. 


We were engaged and we had a place together. We had plans..or | thought we did As I said | refused to see the 


signs at first..until it was too late. 


Your biological father was not a nice man in the end. The kind and gentle man | met and fell in love with changed 
as he fell victim to his addictions. He became a mean closet alcoholic and drug user, not to mention the domestic 


violence he perpetrated against me and ultimately you 


Nikki heard Storm's voice falter a little and sighed, sad that his daughter had to go through this. But, 
ultimately, it was fitting that all the painful stuff would be coming from Kimberley herself. 


İt started with him staying out later and later, returning home drunk before things escalated into drug use. He 
would come home in a rage and throw me around over the slightest litte thing 


He would backhand me, push me or throw me across the room for my misdemeanours. Things like not making the 


bed, the meals being late or cold, the washing piling up for a day. 

Things that HE thought a good girlfriend or wife should be doing 

He also kept tight control over what money | had to spend All my pay cheques would have to go fo him and he 
would give me a pittance to run the household | learned how to eke out the groceries to make my money last as 
long as possible. 


"Oh, mom," Storm gasped, clutching her hand to her mouth. 


Her shoulders shook with silent tears and Nikki touched her arm, letting Storm know they were there as he 


looked over at Tommy, seeking his own reassurance. 


It could have been him who became that guy. His alcohol and drug use could so easily have escalated to that 


degree if it hadn't been for a few serendipitous encounters. 


Old Mrs Carson, who, with her stories of her son's addictions, had made a huge impact on his young mind 
about the dangers of heroin use. He hoped one day, a long, long time from now, that he would meet her again 


and thank her for that. 


Next Richie, and then Tommy. Two boys who had shown him how love could be. Two boys who had shown him 


that not everyone that loves him, leaves him behind. 


He'd been so scared of them leaving, that it had clouded his judgement back in the early days. He had been the 
one to leave them both first. 


But here they all are. Settled with long term, loving partners and with children, for fuck sake! 


Why didn’t | leave, | hear you ask? Storm's voice shook and was thick with emotion, drawing Nikki out of his 


reveries. 


Because | was blinded by love and because he would always beg for forgiveness and stupid, stupid me always took 
him back He was handsome and successful and | thought that | would never find another man like him if | left 


But then | found out | was pregnant with youl | was overjoyed and loved you from the first moment that little 
blue line popped up on the pregnancy test. 


Your father, however, was not pleased He grabbed me by the hair, emptied the closet of my clothes and threw 
me out. You see, baby, he didnt believe that you were his. He called me all kinds of names and accused me of 
sleeping around amongst our friends and with strangers whereas, truthfully, he had been only my second sexual 
partner. 


Storm had started crying now, fat teardrops rolled her cheeks. 


He demanded that | not put his name on your birth certificate because he didn’t believe you were his.and you know 
what? | couldn't have agreed more with him. 


He does not deserve to be a part of your life. 
"What happened to him?" Storm growled in anger. 


That would have been his reaction too if he were in Storm's shoes, anger..and then retribution. She may not be 


his biologically but their daughter had his and Tommy's qualities. 

"Where is that fucker? | wanna know!" 

Nikki sighed as Tommy caught his eye and shook his head and mouthed Not now. 
Nikki nodded and simply said, "He's dead, Pumpkin" 


"Good!" she cried. "| hope he suffered like he made my Mom suffer!" Storm fell silent for a moment before 


asking, "Do you..do you think that | took the bottle last night because..because of him?" 
"What?!" Tommy exclaimed. "What are you trying to say, Stormy?" 
"Well..genetics and all," she replied. "I've got his blood in me so would that make me an alcoholic and drug user?" 


Nikki huffed out a breath. It was a subject that hadn't even crossed his mind until now. 


"Well." he started, "we can't help your genetics, Pumpkin, but we can give you the tools and the support 


needed to avoid that situation. Now that you know, you can be more mindful of it” 


He paused to let Storm absorb the information before he continued with, "You know, my mom..she liked to 


drink heavily too, drugs, multiple boyfriends who weren't model citizens, the whole deal. There was a very real 


possibility that | could have turned out like her, too. | had definitely started down that road" 
"What stopped you?" 


Nikki kissed her head and looked over at Tommy. "Your dad came along and made me want to be a better 
person than that. Sure, we still had our wild times over the years but then you and your mom came along..and 


suddenly something became more important than getting drunk and high." 


"Moderation is the thing, Stormy," Tommy added. "You're gonna get drunk and maybe high, and it's gonna hurt 
on the comedown from them but hopefully..we've taught you to be a little more careful of what and how 


much you're doing.” 
"Mom and | were lucky, weren't we?" Storm said after a few minutes of silence. "That Mom and Aunty Theeny 
were friends and that you all just..accepted her, me, into your lives when you didn't have to." Storm's words 


disintegrated into sobs again. 


"Do you want me to read the rest," Tommy offered. After a few seconds, Storm nodded silently and handed 


over the pages. "Let me just go find my glasses," he said, leaving the room briefly. 


While Tommy was gone, Nikki held Storm as her sobs subsided, the pile of sodden tissues piling up on the bed 


around them. 


Tommy returned shortly after, laden with not only his glasses but a tub of ice cream left over from last 


right and some spoons. 
"There ya go, sweetheart," he said, handing his bounty over to Storm. 


"Thanks, Dad," she murmured, her voice thick from shedding tears as Tommy settled himself back against the 
headboard and put his glasses on to start reading. 


Before I forget.always, ALWAYS, use birth control until you are absolutely sure that you are with your forever 


person. 


"See?!" Tommy stopped after the first sentence. "Even your mom says to use birth controll She was a smart 


lady, your mom." 


Nikki could have kissed the younger man at that moment if he hadn't had their daughter leaning up against 
him. Tommy always knew how to diffuse a tense situation and Nikki loved him for that. 


As Storm groaned at her father, Tommy looked up and Nikki sent him a wink and smile in appreciation. Tommy 


returned the smile and resumed reading. 


Thena and | have had long chats about what | want for you in this regard, baby girl She will help Tommy and Nikki 
navigate through your lives together. She, my mom and Voula, will be the strong and formidable, female influence 
in your life that | wont be able to be for you 


Anyway, back to your history lesson, baby. 


Youre probably wondering why | didn’t go to my moms place when | was thrown out. It wasnt safe. Pure and 
simple. Your father knew where your grandmother lived and he would have found me and dragged me back, or 


worse, killed me in one of his rages. 


Athena came to the rescue, as did Tommy and Nikki | had no one else to turn fo. She took me to the safety of 
her new apartment. One that your father knew nothing about and couldn't find 


Thena and the boys provided me, us, with a home and protection. There was no hesitation on their part about 
taking me in | lived with Athena for a short while before coming to live with your dads after..well, after..while | 


waited for you to arrive. 


Athena was the sister | needed then and she came with me fo the doctors’ visits whenever she could She was 


there the day they found rt 
Cancer. Ovarian cancer One of the hardest to dagrose. One of the hardest to treat One of the deadlest 
Ironically, it was also the day that | found out that | was gong to have a daughter 

'No.," Storm sobbed, folding in on herself. Tommy took the tub of ice cream from her hands before it fell 
before rising from the bed and fetching a glass of water from her ensuite. Meanwhile, Nikki held her close, 


rocking her gently as he used to when she was tiny. 


"Take your time, sweetheart," Tommy said, handing her the glass. "Let yourself process this slowly. We're not 


going anywhere." 
"I can't imagine how Mom would have felt," she cried. "Why?! Why did it have to happen this way?!" 


"Who knows, Pumpkin,” Nikki replied. "Shitty stuff happens to the best of people all the time, unfortunately. But 
its the way they chose to deal with it that makes the difference. Look at Jon and Richie. They went through 
some truly fucked up stuff but they're happy, healthy and successful." 


"Remember the song he gave you?" he continued and Storm nodded. Richie had played the song he'd written 
for her at the party last night. He knew the lyrics would have gone over most of the other kids' heads but 


they held special meaning for both of their families. "You're gonna weather this storm too, Pumpkin" 


Storm calmed somewhat and nodded to Tommy to continue reading. 


Storm, this cancer runs in the family. Me, my mom, my grandmother, my aunt..we all have, or had, the gene for 
it. Please take your health seriously. Get all your checkups. Never miss an appointment. As much as | want fo see 


you again, | dont want it to be anytime soon 

"Daddy. lm scared that-," Storm started to speak 

"We're all a little scared, baby girl Nikki said 

"| do-don't wanna die!" she sobbed, her eyes as round as saucers and filled with tears. 


"Fuck, Stormy Skies," Tommy said, gripping Storm's hands fiercely. "Daddy and | will do everything we can to 
make sure that you have the long and wonderful life you deserve and that your Mom should have had." 


"Don't worry, Pumpkin,” Nikki interrupted. "We've got it all arranged with your Mom's specialist. She has a 
schedule of checkups and blood work that needs to start soon, which we were going to talk to you about after 
you turned sixteen. | guess this preempted our talk, huh?" 


"Okay," she nodded, blowing her nose loudly. 


Tommy continued to read after their Stormy Skies had calmed a little, both keeping a close watch on their 
daughter. Nikki wished he knew about these letters and had read them first. But then that wouldn't be fair to 
Storm. She wanted and deserved to know the truth; good and bad. 


Thats why my mom, your grandmother, couldnt take you. She knew what it was like to lose her mother to this 
disease at a young age and she didn’t want to risk putting you through that. | hope, for both your sakes, that she 
has avoided it a lot longer than | have managed to. 


"| miss Grandma Susan," Storm murmured. Kimberly's mother had succumbed to the same disease a little less 


than ten years after Kimberley had. 


The doctors cant tell me why mine was triggered so early. It could have been falling pregnant with you, it could 
have been the stress of dealing with your father..who knows?! All | know is that my heart is breaking at the 
thought of having fo leave you behind. 


When mom told me that she didnt feel she could fake you, she was completely heartbroken, as was | 


İt was a big decision, | get that, but | couldnt let you fall into the foster system either. | couldnt pass from this 
world without knowing you were sate. | turned fo one of the few people | trusted implicitly. Athena. She too, was 
gobsmacked and honoured when | asked her to have you..but.her career was just taking off and she was flying all 
over the world at the time. 


it was Tommy that said in that voice of his, the one that youre never quite sure if he's joking or not, "We'll fake 
her." Oh, the look on Nkkis face! He was scared absolutely shitless 


"He was!" Tommy chuckled. "You turned ghostly white and your eyes bugged out of your fucking head!" 

"Do you fuckin’ blame me?!" Nikki countered. "Just outta the blue you hit me with ‘Yeah, we'll take her’," he 
said, trying to imitate Tommy's voice. "We had only just got used to having a woman, a pregnant woman at 
that, in our house, let alone a baby!" 

"Do you regret saying yes?" Tommy asked, peering at him over his glasses. 


"Never in a million years," he replied, kissing Storm's hair and smiling at his big-hearted lover. 


l am very happy to say though that he has turned into a wonderful Daddy, as has Tommy. They dote on you, 
Pumpkin. You are beautiful, my precious baby, and you are so very loved 


| have no regrets, baby girl, about not seeking treatment because if | did go down the path of chemotherapy..there 
was a high risk that you would not be here, and now, | couldn't imagine my life without you. Im sure Tommy and 
Nikki feel exactly the same way too. 

Im getting tired, my darling litte Pumpkin. Things are getting harder and harder to do but Im determined to 
complete these letters so that you know that I will always be with you as you walk your path in life. | do not 
doubt that you are now a beautiful young lady, smart and sassy too if your dads have anything fo do with it 


Ím leaving you my necklace so that you know that, like the stars and the moon, | will always be there even if you 


can't see me and | will watch over you while you sleep. 
Í suppose you may be wondering why | named you Storm? 


Because a storm is dark, powerful, magnetic, awe-inspiring, beautiful, unrelenting and chaotic but out of the chaos 


comes strength and resilience. 

Í wish all of those for you, my darling little girl 

Í love you always.. 

Mama xoxo 

A sombre silence settled over the room as each of them absorbed the importance of Kimberley's letter. As 
Tommy carefully refolded the pages, slipping them back into the envelope, Nikki let himself remember 
Kimberley. 

Despite the tragic circumstances under which they met, Kimberley had definitely been Nikki's kind of people. 


She'd taken no bull shit from anyone and was as smart as a whip. She'd had a temper that flared easily but 
was extinguished just as quickly, however. Her smile and laugh had lit up the room, just like Storm's. 


‘It's late, sweetheart," Tommy said after checking his watch. "You should go get some sleep. You've got school 


tomorrow." 
Storm groaned. "| don't wanna go. | don't want to find out that I've been dropped from the group," she said. 


"If they do, then they're not the friends you need to be with," Tommy grumbled, handing the envelope back to 


Storm. 


"Dad's right, Pumpkin, they're not..fuck!" Nikki started to say but was interrupted by his phone ringing. He 
pulled it from his pocket and looked at the screen. "It's the club," he muttered as he answered. "This better be 
important! You know I'm on family time," he growled into the device. He listened to the voice at the other end, 


before sighing and gently extricating himself from behind Storm who moved to snuggle into Tommy. 
"Everything okay, Nik?" Tommy asked as Nikki rose from the bed. 
He nodded and mouthed, "I'll be back," and left the room. 


Nikki found himself caught up in some staffing issues that couldn't be solved easily and then, after finally 
finishing with that call, saw that there had been a missed call from Richie. Retrieving the message, he listened 
to Richie thanking them for inviting them out for Storm's party and also reassuring them that there were no 
hard feelings over the drinking episode. 


"I think Lia's learned her lesson well and truly, judging by the snark thats coming out of our daughter because 
of a hangover headache," Richie had chuckled before saying his hurried goodbyes as their flight had been 


called. 


Nikki calculated the time difference and decided that he'd call his Street Rat tomorrow when it was a more 
suitable time for them both. He checked his watch before walking the perimeter to lock the doors and set the 


alarm. 


The lack of noise from the bedroom didn't register until he walked in to find Storm and Tommy sound asleep. 
Storm's head rested on Tommy's chest and his lover's hand was lax against her hair as though Tommy had 
fallen asleep mid-stroke. Nikki smiled and sighed happily at the sight before chuckling softly to himself. It looked 
like he was going to have to sleep in the chair tonight. 


He backed out of the room to grab Storm's comforter and a pillow from her bed rather than searching 


through the linen press for a blanket before returning to his and Tommy's room. 


With natural, cat-like stealth, Nikki cleaned his teeth and changed into a pair of sweats and a T-shirt in 
consideration of Storm's unexpected presence before pulling the covers over their daughter and his lover, 


taking Tommy's glasses off and placing them on his nightstand. 


Tommy's eyes fluttered open briefly but Nikki hushed him with a finger over his lips, replacing it with his 
mouth to kiss Tommy goodnight and whisper, "Love you, baby. Go back to sleep." 


Tommy muttered something incomprehensible as he drifted back into a deep sleep as Nikki placed a kiss on 
Storm's hair. He turned off the light and made his way by memory to the large chair and made himself 

comfortable under Storm's pastel pink, flowery bed linen. He kept a watch over his family for as long as he 
could, worrying about what the future would hold for their daughter before sleep finally got the better of 


him, succumbing to the blackness of the early hours of the morning. 
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Learning How To Fly 


Author's Notes: 
Happy weekend, everyone! 


This one is for all the JonandRichie shippers. 


They've welcomed me back with open arms and it's been like slipping into a warm bed; safe and comfortable. | 


hope you feel the same way, tool WY 


J 


Sunday Afternoon Post Sweet Siocteen 
LAX VIP Departure Lounge 
Richie POV 


Richie had just signed the family into the VIP Lounge as they waited out the two hours before their flight 


home. Everyone was tired and tense and Lia was morose and snarky with her first hangover. 


Jon was particularly irritable and cranky and, unfortunately for Lia, taking it out on her. Richie knew it was just 
because he was scared but it came across as frustration and anger. Jon always took it the hardest when 
their children slowly moved from one stage in life to the next. Richie would need to jog Jon's memory about 


what hijinx they had been getting up to when they were not much older than their daughter. 


That's not to say that he wasn't disappointed that Lia had willingly got slightly drunk at the slumber party but 
he also realised that it was part of growing up. This was just another first to chalk up for their little girl. 
Richie hoped that she would learn at least a small lesson from the experience. 


He wasn't going to lecture since Nikki had explained that he had performed said lecture to all the girls and 
made them clean the room as punishment. Nikki had assured them that Lia was the least hungover though, 


which was a small blessing. 


The concierge showed them to a group of comfortable lounge chairs and pointed out the amenities and buffet 
before confirming the details of their flight with the assurance they would be advised when it was time to 
make their way to the gate. 


Lia dumped her backpack unceremoniously on the floor and flopped into a chair with a groan, pulling her legs up 


and the hoodie she wore, over her face. 


"Hey," Jon snapped as he set his small bag between two seats, "move your bag out of the walkway. That's all 
we need this weekend is to be sued if someone trips over your shit, Lia Just.look after your stuff for once, 


huh?!" 
"Jonny," Richie said, laying a cautioning hand on Jon's arm. "This can wait until we get home, huh?" 


Lia sighed heavily, making it obvious to all around them that she was being asked to do something against her 
teenage will before unfurling herself and reaching for her backpack with exaggerated movements, yanking it 
closer and making a show of tucking it under her seat. Throwing her father a withering glare, she said, "Happy 
now?!" before curling back into the ball she was previously in. 


Richie saw the muscle in Jon's jaw pop and he had to fight back a chuckle. "How about | get us something to 
drink, Cowboy? Itll help settle down that ulcer that you're brewing in there," he said, patting Jon on the belly 
and kissing the side of his head before heading toward the bar. 

He placed the order for two wines and a tall glass of cola. Leaning against the bar he turned back to watch Jon 
and their offspring. Lia was going through something that they hadn't quite figured out yet but he was willing 
to place bets that it involved a boy somehow. And that notion was probably what was scaring Jon more than 
Lia's minor alcoholic escapade. 

The drinks were placed in front of him and Richie thanked the bartender, picking the glasses up expertly before 
walking back to their area. Jon had picked up a newspaper that had been left on the table and was huffily 
turning pages, a picture of pure parental outrage. Richie placed the glasses on the small table. 

"Oh! So you're allowed to drink," Lia snarked from beneath her hoodie. "Talk about double standards, Dad!" 


"You're one step away from being grounded, young lady," Jon snarled. 


"Heyl" Richie exclaimed, frustrated with them both. "Lia, that was uncalled for and if you don't start becoming 
the girl we know and love, then, yeah, I'm going to have to side with Dad on this one." 


"Papa, no!" Lia cried, unfurling herself in outrage. "You..you can't ground me! I'm-l'm..you can't!" 


"Why not?" he asked, calmly. "You're behaving like a tired toddler throwing a tantrum. Grounding you for a 
week should give you plenty of time to rest.” 


"God!" she cursed. "You're treating me like a baby when I'm sixteen, Papal Sixteen! I'm a woman now." 


Jon, who had let Richie take over the conversation, chose that moment to laugh at their daughter which just 
flamed the fire of outrage beneath her. 


"Jesus Christ, Cowboy," Richie groaned under his breath, turning to him with an incredulous look 


Lia emitted a noise that was part shock and part outrage before grabbing her bag from beneath her seat and 
putting it on her shoulder. "I'm not speaking to either of you at the moment," she huffed and took herself off 
to another section of the waiting lounge. 


"Goddamn it!" Jon grumbled with a sigh. He leaned forward, snatching the wine glass from the table and took a 
gulp, almost draining the glass. 


"What the fuck is wrong with you today?" Richie growled. "You had to go and laugh at that moment, didn't 


you?!" 
"I didn't mean to, okay?!" he grumped. "It just happened" 


"Yeah, well, you've both got some apologising to do," Richie said, turning to face his husband. "If you're taking 
some stupid resentment over Nikki that you're still holding onto, out on Lia, then don't!" he snarled lightly. "I 
thought we'd cleared that shit up years ago." 


I'm not the only one it bugs, though," Jon returned through clenched teeth. "| was watching Tommy when you 
and Nikki were talking last night. I'm pretty sure he feels exactly the way | do..thankful that there's a whole 
fucking country between the two of you." 


"What the fuck, Jonny?!" Richie exclaimed, thoroughly shocked at Jon's words. "Yes! Nikki and | will always care 
for each other. We both learned that you gotta look out for each others' backs when you're out on the 


streets. That never dissipates!" 
Richie scrubbed his hand over his face as Jon, whose face was granite hard and lips pursed, finished his wine. 


"But if you don't know by now, asshole,” Richie continued, his voice dropping down low to avoid creating a scene, 
"my life is with you! Has been since that first moment when you swept me off my feet!" 


"Fuck, Jon," he cursed, slouching into the seat. "| can't believe this is still an issue after all these years." 
Reaching for his carry-all, Richie dug around in it for his book. Pulling his sunglasses down over his eyes and 


proceeded to try to immerse himself in his book 


They'd spent the night making love both in the large bed and in the spa bath, luxuriating in their time alone 
but it also meant that neither of them got much sleep and Jon never operated well on lack of sleep whereas 


he'd had many years on the road to be able to work through it. 


Choosing to ignore Jon, who was huffing as he shuffled the pages of the newspaper, tsking like Eddie did, over 


a segment in the business pages, Richie glanced up at regular intervals to check on Lia. She was curled up into 


a ball in the corner of a sofa up against the far wall. Richie couldn't tell if she was asleep or on her phone. As 


long as she was safe, it didn't matter. 

Richie finally found a passage in his book that took his attention away from his tired and irritable family and, 
when Jon said he was going for a walk, just nodded and hummed his acknowledgement. He didn't look up until he 
heard Lia laugh out loud. She was sitting up now, looking at her phone and laughing. He sighed in relief to see 
his normally happy Li-Li well on the way back to being her old self. Glancing around, he couldn't see Jon, 


however, and just assumed he was in the bathroom or off sulking somewhere. 


As long as he didn't miss their flight, Richie would make him pay for his indiscretions tonight when they got 


home. 
He was just getting back into his book when his phone pinged in his jacket. He pulled it out and checked the 


screen. Jon had sent him a message. Richie frowned and looked around for his husband while the message was 


downloading. 
When he looked back at his phone he saw his husband's face, deep in thought, with the text ve been thinking... 
Richie huffed a breath and replied with Oh?! 

The three rotating little dots taunted him indicating that Jon was replying 


Jon had sent another selfie, this time of his pouting face, the one that he uses to cajole Richie into just about 
anything he wants. 


Ive been an asshole 
Richie snorted in amusement and replied You don’t say?! and added an emoji thing for good measure. 
Jon sent back an outraged face this time with Youre rejecting my apology?! 


Not rejecting, Cowboy, but you can do better. Tonight. Richie took a selfie with the most Dominant, serious face 


he could muster without breaking character. He hit send. 


Jon sent back multiple photos in quick succession, in the first, his face was contorted into some kind of 
ecstasy before the next one had his head bowed in contrition and the last was his hand on his crotch, gripping 
the organ hidden behind the denim of his jeans. 


The last one had Richie groaning softly and sitting up a little straighter to search for Jon in the VIP lounge. 
Not being able to locate him, Richie replied with You wont get anything until you've apologised to Lia, brat! 


The next pic came through with Jon and Lia both smiling into the camera and Richie looked up immediately to 
where Lia had been sitting. She wasn't there. The momentary flash of panic was quashed immediately by the 


fact that he knew she was with Jon. 


Secure in the knowledge that the other two were safely occupied, Richie remembered that he wanted to thank 
Nikki again and to say one final goodbye. He pulled up the number and hit the green button to connect the call. 
He waited, listening to the ring tone but only got his voicemail 


"Nikki.itts me," he said after the beep. "Just wanted to say thanks again, babe, for inviting us out. | hope Lia 
wasn't too much trouble..you know, with the whole drinking thing. | get it.. there are no hard feelings by the 
way. It's just teenagers doing what they think they need to do. Seb did it and Lia really should have learned by 
his mistake but | guess they've each got to make their own to understand. And judging by Lia's hangover..l 
think this time she's gonna understand. Not sure how Stormy and the other girls are faring but we got Snark 
Central happening at the moment. Boy, do | have a story to tell-." 


The first announcement for their flight was called over the loudspeaker and the concierge was approaching 


from his position. 


"That's our flight. Anyway, babe," Richie said. "I just wanted to touch base again. Say goodbye and shit. Love ya, 
Nik!" 


"Sir, we have a buggy for yourself and your family, to take you to the gate. You also have priority boarding." 
"Thank you," Richie replied, slipping his phone back into his pocket. "We'll be there in a moment," he said as Jon 
and Lia rounded the large planter in the middle of the area. "Have you both got everything?" he asked them, 


deliberately ignoring the previous text conversation for now. 


"I'm sorry, Papa," Lia said, wrapping her arms around his waist. "I've apologised to Daddy, too, if you're 


wondering." 


"So | see," Richie smiled, squeezing her tightly for a moment. "Love you, Babygirl, but we gotta go. We'll talk 


more when we get home, okay?!" 


Lia nodded and started for the main doors where the concierge was waiting. Richie collected his carry-all and 


guitar case whilst Jon waited. 
"Mookie." he said. 


"Not now, brat," Richie said, with a small smile as a compromise between accepting Jor's apology and wanting 


him to do better. "Wait till we're on the plane before | tell you how you're gonna apologise tonight." 
"Yes, Sir," Jon murmured with a dirty curl on his lips, as Richie indicated for him to go ahead of him. 


Lia, who was busy sending and receiving text messages, was already waiting in the buggy and Richie allowed Jon 


to sit next to her while he sat, with his guitar case, in the front next to the driver. They whizzed through the 


terminal to their gate, bypassing weary travellers with ease and were deposited at their departure gate as the 


final boarding call for first-class passengers was being announced. 


They were escorted onto the plane and seated, Jon beside him at the window and Lia in front of them, getting 
themselves settled whilst the rest of the passengers were being seated. 


Richie had indicated to Jon, as they were seated, that they'd talk once she was asleep. He knew Jon would be 
bursting to talk it out; it's what he did. 


Lia immediately placed her headphones on and tuned everything out, falling asleep not long after take-off 
And as soon as he checked on Lia over the top of her seat, Richie pressed the call bell and sat back down 
"May | help you, Sir?" the attractive brunette asked, smiling coquettishly at them 

"Yeah, darlin" Richie said, making the woman blush. "Can my husband and | get a couple of wines, please?" 


"Certainly, Sir," she said with an incline of her head, her demeanour cooled somewhat at Richie's claim. 


"Anything else?" 
"Do you have something light to snack on?" 
"We have a fruit and cheese platter or some sandwiches," she said. 


"The platter sounds good, doesn't it, babe?" Richie asked Jon rhetorically, knowing that Jon wouldn't answer if 
he thought it would get him into trouble. "Not too heavy." 


Jon narrowed his eyes at Richie slightly but smiled and nodded at the attendant. The woman returned the 
smile, albeit a slightly confused one, and walked off toward the small galley. 


"Well done, brat," Richie murmured. 
"Thank you," Jon replied, equally subdued. 


The attendant returned with their order, along with other passengers’ orders, on a small galley cart and 


served them swiftly before moving on. 
Richie took a sip of the cold beverage then said, "Okay, Cowboy..spill." 


"Finally," Jon groused lightly, slipping his fingers into Richie's. “I've already made good with Sleeping Beauty in 
front of us but | want to say that.! was being an asshole and I'm sorry, Mookie." 


"Just an asshole?" Richie asked, squinting at Jon as he reached for a piece of cheese and placed it on a 
cracker. "Remember what we were doing at their age?" he continued around the mouthful of his snack, pointing 
to the back of Lia's chair. "We're no saints, Cowboy. Sure, it was disappointing..but it was also in a controlled 
environment at Casa Lee-Sixx. At least you waited until we got in the car before unloading your righteousness 


on her. By the way..how did you win her over?" he asked. 
"Thank god for dad jokes and selfies, huh?!" Jon chuckled 
"Ouch! Never knew you were that cruel, Cowboy?!" he exclaimed in mock horror, trying to keep a straight face. 


"Hey! Never underestimate the power of a good knock-knock joke!" Jon retorted and Richie grinned back at him. 
He looked down to his hands in his lap, picking absently at a hangnail. He sighed before continuing. 


"| was pissed that the guys had left the booze around, | guess," Jon admitted finally. "And then | got up in my 
head and let it fester and multiply. | know Lil-Li has a good head on her shoulders and..," Jon sighed, taking a 
sip of his drink, "and | know Nikki's a special person in your life. | know that | shouldn't have even gone on that 
tangent but.but as | said, | got up in my head too much." 


Richie let Jon's words hang in the air for the moment before raising their joined hands from where they lay 
on the shared armrest; his right, Jon's left. 


"See that ring, Cowboy?" he said, rubbing his thumb over the silver band. "The only thing that would ever 


come between us now..is death." 


Richie heard Jon's intake of breath, stiffening in surprise at his words. "And | don't know about you, baby," he 


hurried on, "but | ain't going anywhere soon, ya hear me?! And neither are youl" 


"Please don't say things like that, Mookie," Jon whispered desperately, his eyes a little wild. “Especially since 


we're up in a flying tin can with our daughter on board." 
Richie huffed out a surprised breath, nodded and kissed the back of Jon's hand. "I'm sorry, Cowboy," he said. 


"Heyl" he said a few moments later, hoping to distract Jon from his morbid thoughts. Richie had noticed that 
since Eddie's stroke, Jon had been a little more sensitive about death on good days but on bad ones it was an 
overwhelming sense of doom. "I was thinking..that maybe we can come back out to LA one week by ourselves 


and visit Enslaved again? You know..t's been a while since we've been?" 


"Don't we need an appointment?" Jon asked. "If you can swing that, sure! We certainly need to update a few 


things." 


"Ill talk to Nikki. See what he can do for us," he replied, feeling a little easier now that Jon had taken the 
change of topic with ease. "But for now. wanna feed you grapes," he said, pulling a juicy globe from the vine 


and holding it against Jon's lips. His nostrils flared as his husband's mouth opened slowly as his tongue curled 


around the fruit before his lips closed around Richie's thumb and finger, "And pour your wine while we discuss 


how you're going to show me that apology tonight." 

"As long as you don't eat too much cheese, Mookie," Jon said. "Otherwise you'll pay for it later." 

"Yeah, yeah..| got it covered, babe," he replied. 

The rest of the flight was spent talking and dozing with Richie having learned how to sleep easily on planes. It 
was Lia that woke them up by leaning over the back of her seat and flicking their noses, tickling their faces 
with napkins or tugging on their hair. 


"Wake up!" she groaned. "I'm bored!" 


"| liked it better when you weren't talking to us, Princess," Richie grumbled and yawned, stretching as best he 


could in the small space. 
"What time is it?" Jon asked, scrubbing his hands over his face. 


"We're about an hour from landing," Lia said, brightly. "| can't wait to get home. | hope Seb's been looking after 
Cookie properly. She's used to-." 


"Being spoiled rotten?" Jon offered. 
"Dadl" Lia exclaimed. "She's my baby and deserves to be spoiled" 


"Heaven help any children you're going to have in twenty years ," Richie said, giving his daughter a very pointed 
look 


Lia blushed, rolled her eyes and groaned, "Papal I'll be too old by then" 
"And you're too young now!" he said, unbuckling himself and standing. "I'm going to the restroom. I'll be right 
back." He placed his hand on Lia's head and pushed her face down gently into the cushion of the seat, ruffling 


her hair. "Stop growing!" 


As he waited for the bathroom to be free, the attendant approached him. "Excuse me, Mr Sambora.would you 
mind if | asked you for an autograph?" 


“Sure, darlin," he replied, putting on his public persona. 
Some days, like the days that he just wanted to take a piss in private, he hated being in the public eye. But 


then he usually gave himself a mental kick up the ass and a talking-to about being grateful for everything he 
had because of being in the public eye. 


"Thank you," the woman said, brandishing a marker at him. 
"What would you like me to sign?" he asked. 


"Oh," she smirked and proceeded to unbutton her blouse, one too many buttons than was necessary. "Hope you 


don't mind?" 


He gave her a tight smile and signed the creamy flesh encased in lace quickly, making sure to keep as much 


distance between them as possible. 


"Have you ever joined the mile high club, Mr Sambora?" she asked suggestively as she pushed her breasts 
upward, accentuating them and ran her fingers through the V of her shirt. 


"Actually," he said, tersely, "many times..with my husband" He held his left hand aloft and gave her a withering 
look. "If you approach me again in any other manner other than what is required by your job, | will be 


reporting you as soon as we land." 


He stepped back and handed her the pen just as the restroom door opened. The occupant ducked between 
them, giving the flight attendant a disdainful sweep of his eyes. Richie slipped into the bathroom and closed the 


door on the woman. 


He wasn't averse to female fans flaunting themselves at him and most knew that he was happily married but 
there was the odd one that just had to push too far and with everyone holding cameras in their hands in the 
guise of phones, he was always wary of possible scandalous photos being taken. 


He did what he had to do, washed his hands and left the small cubicle only to be confronted by an older 


gentleman in the airline's livery. 


"My apologies, Mr Sambora," he said. "lm the head flight attendant on board today and I've been alerted to the 


fact that one of our staff was behaving inappropriately toward you. Is this correct?" 
"Yeah," he replied, wondering how this guy knew. 


"For that, | apologise, Sir," the older man said. "Ms North has been relieved of her duties in First Class and has 
been placed under my ZIC's watch in Economy. If you wish to make a formal complaint, then | would be happy 
to assist you. Ms North will be brought before a disciplinary panel and will be retrained before returning to a 


First Class cabin" 


"Thank you," Richie said. He was a little relieved that they wouldn't have to deal with her again. "I don't think a 


formal complaint to the police or anything will be necessary if the matter will be dealt with internally.” 


"| imagine you attract quite a few ladies in your profession," he asked, rhetorically. "But you don't need that 
kind of attention when you're with your family. "My apologies again, Mr Sambora, and if there is anything that 


| can assist you with for the remainder of the flight, please just press the call bell. Also, I'll have you 
disembarked first when we arrive." 


"Thanks, man," Richie said, shaking the Head Steward's hand before heading back to his seat, passing the man 
that had saved him from further unwanted attention. 


"Hey..." Richie said. 


"Hi there," the younger man replied, smiling up at Richie from his seat. "The name's Matt." He held out his hand 
to shake Richie's. "Richie Sambora isn't it?!" 


He was young, good-looking in the Hollywood sense of the word, Richie thought. "Yeah. Nice to meet you, Matt. 
Thanks for the backup, man." 


"You were sleeping when she tried the same on me," Matt replied. "| thought I'd given enough back off vibes. 
Obviously, her radar for gay men is way out of whack. | just happened to have a quiet word to him after 
passing you both." 

"| appreciate it, anyways," Richie said. "Well, I'd better be getting back to my seat." 


"Your family?" Matt asked, swivelling his head around. 


"Yeah, my husband and daughter," he replied with pride. Jon glanced up, looking around as though knowing he 
was being spoken about, locked eyes with his and smiled. Lia was watching Richie with rapt attention. 


"Cute..." Matt chuckled. "Your daughter looks like him." 

"Biological to Jon, yeah," he said. "We have an older son who is mine." 

"Well.happy life to you all then, Richie," Matt said. Richie thanked Matt again and took his leave. 
"What took you so long?" Jon asked as Richie sat down. 


"Papa! Do you know who you were talking to?" Lia exclaimed in an excited whisper as she knelt on her seat, 


peering over the top of it. 

"Don't you two need the bathroom at all?" Richie asked, drawing out the anticipation. 
‘| went about an hour ago while you were sleeping,” Jon said. 

"Same," Lia added. "Now tell us why you were talking to Matt Bomer, Papa?!" 


"How do you know his name?" Richie asked. Lia looked just as excited as she does on Christmas Day. 


"Papa." she groaned, drawing out his name with a whine. "He's an actor! OF course, | know who he is!" 

"He is?! | thought he looked familiar," he shrugged. 

"Maybe you'd remember if he took his clothes off, Mookie," Jon chuckled 

"What the hell are you talking about, Cowboy?" 

"He was in the Magic Mike movies, Papa," his daughter said with a dreamy expression 

"Oh!" he said simply. 

Richie remembered that he and Jon had seen the movie and their night had ended up with a vigorous romp in 
bed but not after sending themselves into fits of hushed giggles as they both tried to execute some of the 


dance moves first. 


He shifted uncomfortably when that swoop deep in his belly swirled through him. He glanced over to Matt and 


could now see the character the man played in the movie. "Wait! How do you know about those?!" 


"Please!" she scoffed. "Everybody has seen Magic Mike! All those hot men taking their clothes off..." There was 
that look again. One that Richie didn't much like. 


"Heyl" Jon frowned at her. "When did you see it?! You're out of the age rating.” 


‘Oh, please, Dad," the teenager scoffed. "I'm almost an adult and its not like | haven't seen a penis in all my 


life?! Being the only girl in a male household and with Seb's friends, it's kinda hard, pardon the pun, not to!" 
"Good god," Jon groaned. "That's it! You're never leaving home ever again!" 

They were saved from Lia's retort by the announcement from the Head Steward that they were half an hour 
from landing and instructing all cabin crew to prepare for landing. The mood amongst the passengers shifted 


from a quiet calmness to nervous excitement. 


“Turn around and buckle up, Lia, please," Richie instructed, wanting to change the subject of his almost 


seventeen-year-old daughter and penises. "Make sure you've got all your belongings too." 
With a knowing, cheeky grin, Lia turned around in her seat and did what he'd asked her to do. 
"Did you let Seb know what flight we were on?" he asked Jon 


"Yeah," Jon said. "He said he and Jordan'll be at the gate to meet us." 


"Okay," Richie said as Lia popped back up over the seat. 

"Did you say Seb and Jordan will be there?" she asked. 

"Yeah..why?" 

"No reason," Lia shrugged. "Just wondering how we're all gonna fit in the car if he brings the sedan" 
"We'll put you in the trunk," Jon chuckled. 


"You're the smallest," Richie added, "you can sit on someone's lap if need be." He noticed Lia's eyes flash wide 


as she emitted a squeak before disappearing behind her seat again 
He cast a look at Jon, who just shrugged and shook his head. 


The cabin crew roamed the aisles swiftly, fixing trays and seats before being instructed that touchdown was 


impending. 
"| wish we'd just land already," Jon groused. 


"Anxious, Cowboy?" Richie asked, slipping his hand between Jon's legs, squeezing his thigh. "Which is it? The 
plane or tonight?" 


"Tonight," he replied with a smirk, closing his legs tightly on Richie's hand. 
"Lia will disappear to her room after dinner so she can catch up with all her friends," Richie murmured, 
pressing the heel of his hand into Jon's crotch. "Then we'll be all alone and you can apologise to me as many 


times as you like." 


"If Lia can get herself to school tomorrow," Jon purred, "we can sleep in after | apologise all night long. As long 
as her damned cat doesn't scratch at our door at the crack of dawn" 


"May | remind you that it was you that ultimately agreed on getting it?!" Richie replied, arching his eyebrow at 


Jon 

"I know, | know," he groaned. "Remind me how long cats live for again? | mean she's had it for six years so far." 
"We've probably got about another ten years or more to go." 

"Ugh!" 


"And it likes you!" Richie chuckled. 


Lia had worked hard to convince them to get her a cat for her tenth birthday. They had eventually agreed 
but on certain conditions; that it had to be a rescue and that she would be responsible for its care. Lia had 
agreed and even wrote out a Contract of Care, having been around paperwork and contracts all of her life, 


promising to them that she would look after it. 

They'd reluctantly agreed and drove to the local shelter. Lia had picked the longest haired ball of scruff she 
could find and fell in love immediately. They'd got the kitten home and it had followed Jon around the whole 
time much to his husband's disgust. Though Richie had found Jon and the cat having moments together when 
Jon thought he wasn't being watched. 

The plane had landed without incident while they'd been talking and was taxiing to the arrivals gate. When the 
crew was given the all-clear to open the doors, the Head Steward ushered the three of them and Matt off 
the plane first. 

"Nice to have met you, Richie," Matt said as they walked out of the plane. 


"You too, Matt," Richie replied. "This is my daughter, Lia, and my husband, Jon. They were the ones that 


recognised you first" 


"Nice to meet you both," he said, shaking their hands. "I'm sorry, | hate to be rude but | have a connecting 
flight to catch." 


"Not a problem, man," Richie said and Matt smiled again before taking off in a light jog through the airbridge 
to a waiting buggy. 


"C'mon, Li-Li," Jon said, stopping to wait for the teenager as she peered intently at her phone. "Your brother 


will be waiting.” 


The comment, or something on her phone, brought a sunny smile to her face and she picked up the pace, 


hurrying ahead of her fathers. 

"Since when has she been that keen to see Seb?" Richie chuckled as they followed her. 

"Who knows with her at the moment," Jon replied. "She's like a completely different being some days." 
Passing through the entrance and into the concourse, Richie, who had pulled his cap down over his head and 
put his tinted glasses on even though it was well into the evening, heard Seb yell to them. "Dad, Pop, over 


here." He was standing with Jordan and Lia off to one side of the gate. 


"Hey, Seb," Richie said, feeling weary suddenly even though he'd managed to sleep on the plane. "Jordan.good to 
see you, too, buddy." Richie handed over his guitar case to his son after they hugged. 


"You too," Jordan replied. "Thought I'd tag along and keep Seb company. Hope you don't mind?" 


"Not at all," Richie replied. 


"You're basically one of ours anyway," Jon added with a chuckle, throwing his arm over the young man's 


shoulder as the small group walked toward the multi-level carpark. 
"| can drive, Seb," Jon said, holding his hand out for the keys as they neared his SUV. 
"Don't trust me in your car, old man?" the younger man teased. 


"Exactly that, Monkey," Jon replied with a chuckle. "You're too used to that old truck of yours. You forget how 


to drive a new car with finesse." 

Seb barked out a laugh but handed over the keys to Jon as the small amount of luggage was loaded into the 
trunk and Lia placed herself in the middle of the back seat forcing Seb and Jordan to take a seat on either side 
of her. 


"Take us home, Cowboy," Richie said as he climbed into the passenger seat, closing the door and tugging the 
seatbelt across him. Jon started the car and pulled out of the car space toward the exit. 
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"So, sis," Seb said around a bite of pizza, "How was the party? Do the LA kids stand up to us Jersey kids when 
it comes to partying?" 


"Yeah, Lia," Richie smirked. "Tell the boys what you, Storm and her friends got up to..and don't leave anything 


out." 


"Especially the hangover part," Jon added, arching his eyebrow at her as he reached for another slice of pie 
before settling back into the couch, his feet in Richie's lap. 


He'd got over his anger and after making amends first with Lia at the airport, promising to make amends to 


Richie in private later, Jon was feeling extremely relaxed now that he was home. 


Affer a unanimous vote, pizza was called for while he went to shower. Even though they hadnt done anything 
strenuous today, it felt glorious to wash away the grime of the airport and the plane. He had tried to coerce Richie 
into the shower with him to start his apology but his husband just gave him a wry smile and reminded hm that 


they were not alone. 


‘Like we haventt-," Jon had started to say, deliberately sliding his soapy hand down his belly, 


Richie, whose eyes had been drawn to the movement momentarily, smirked and shook his head before leaving the 
bathroom. Jon had laughed, the noise bouncing off the tiled walls and he had to reluctantly admit that Richie might 
have had a point. 


"Oooh," Sebastian crowed. Jordan coughed as he choked on a bite of pizza in surprise. "Not my sweet little 
sister?! Tell me she didn't get drunk?!" 


"Fuck off, asshole," Lia grumbled, taking a swig from her can of soda. "It was good! We-" 
"The booze?" Seb teased, interrupting his sister which earned him a withering look and a flipped middle finger. 
"Dude!" Jordan exclaimed, whacking his friend on the arm. "Let her speak." 


"Thank you, Jordan," Lia said with a shy smile toward her brother's friend before turning and poking her 


tongue out at Seb. "At least someone here has some manners." 

Jon watched the exchange between the siblings, in which he included Jordan. The boy had spent so much time 
at their place over the years, that he and Richie automatically thought of him as one of theirs. There was 
something a little..off.when Lia spoke to Jordan but he couldn't quite figure it out. He mentally shrugged, too 


relaxed to look for more clues that would explain his feeling. 


"We had breakfast at this new restaurant. Storm got some beautiful gifts from her aunt and grandmother. A 


fucking tiara that her grandma won as Miss Greece!" 

"Mrs Lee?" Seb asked incredulously. 

"Tommy said his mom was a looker when he was a kid," Richie offered. 

"Did Storm like your gifts?" Seb asked, knowing what they were. 

"I thought she was going to pee herself over the signed card from Katy," Lia chuckled. "Oh! And then Athena 
took the ladies to the spa for the day so that Nikki, Tommy and these two," Lia pointed to her fathers, "could 
finish getting the other stuff set up." 

"Ladies.phht," Seb chuckled. "You're no lady, kiddo.” 


"What other stuff?" Jordan asked, ignoring his friend. 


"Nikki and Tommy went all out," Richie said "They'd covered the pool with a dancefloor and set up a movie 


screen in the yard" 


"Concession stand, pizza, hot dogs; the works," Jon added. 


"There was a DJ before the movie and Papa played a couple of songs," she said, off-handedly as though it was 
no big deal, although for many there it had been the highlight of the party. "Then there was Storm, myself 


and two other girls for the sleepover." 


"Tell me about the girls," Seb asked with a little too much interest, nudging Jordan. "Were they as wild as what 
I've heard about? Pretty? Did ya get photos?" 


"Cool your jets there, Monkey," Richie cautioned, reaching out with his foot to poke his son's leg. "They would 


have been not much older than sixteen, remember?! Possibly only fifteen" 


"So?!" Seb shrugged. "I'm just asking, Pop. What is it that you and Dad keep telling us? /ts okay fo read the 


menu or some shit like that?!" 


"Definitely no tasting from that menu then, huh?!" Jon said, pointedly as Lia opened her phone and showed the 
boys her photos of the night. 


"Ooh, Storm's grown up," Seb mumbled as Jordan looked over his shoulder. "The blond is hot! Maybe you and | 
should head out to LA one day, Jordi. Check out some of these California girls." 


"Holy fuck, Li-Lil" Sebastian exclaimed before his friend could even answer. "JD from the bottle?!" 

"Playing with the big kids, little girl?" Jordan teased, earning himself a withering glare. 

"When Dad said you had a hangover, | imagined you girls sneaking a bottle of wine, maybe..but not straight 
Jack! How's that head of yours now, kid?" Seb said, reaching across the coffee table and flicking his sister hard 
on the head. 

"Fuck off, Seb," Lia growled and threw a slice of pepperoni at him. 


"Settle down, you two," Jon sighed and checked his watch; it was just after 8 pm. 


The time change was screwing with his head a little. Especially for such a short trip, as those didn’t usually 
affect him as badly as a long trip away from the East Coast. 


"Li-Li, lights out for you by 1030, please?! You've got school tomorrow." He felt Richie's disappointment at the 
long wait to be alone by the harder squeeze on his leg. He glanced up to see Richie giving him a very pointed 
look 

"But Dad..." Lia groaned. 


"Argue the point any further,” Richie groused in frustration too, "and I'll take half an hour off the time. Be 
thankful we haven't grounded you, young lady." 


Lia gasped, casting her eyes to Jordan briefly, who had stopped mid-swallow of a light beer. "I 
fucking hate being the youngest!" she grumped. 


‘OFF you go, Atte girl" her brother added. 

"And | hate you sometimes, Seba stain |" 

Lia pushed herself from the floor and snatched up the pizza boxes, regardless of whether or not anyone else 
had finished eating, and stalked off to the kitchen. She dumped the boxes on the counter with a huff before 
returning through the dining room, muttering tearfully, "I'm going to my room." She plucked her phone out of 
Seb's hand and disappeared. 

"What got up her nose?" Seb asked. 


"Dumbass," Jordan snorted and whacked Seb on the upside of his head. 


"They missed each other," Jon commented blandly, scrubbing his face with his hands in frustration and making 
Richie snort. 


"What are you two going to do now that you've riled up your sister?" Richie asked the boys. 

Jordan shrugged and looked at Seb. "You working tomorrow?" 

Seb thought for a moment then shook his head, "Not until the evening shift in the bar. You got classes?" 
"Not until after lunch," Jordan said. "Wanna hit the clubs for a bit?" 

As the younger boys organised themselves, Jon felt Richie's warm hand sneak beneath the fabric of his 
sweats and roam up his legs. Tremors of anticipation rolled through him, just below the skin as his husband 
slowly turned his head from the youngsters, leaning it on his propped hand and pinning Jon with those velvet 


brown eyes. 


As soon as he felt Richie's cock twitch beneath his calves, Jon took the hint and wondered if his son would be 
as switched on, stretching hard and yawning loudly for effect. 


‘lm beat," he said, shifting his legs from Richie's lap and placing his feet on the ground. “If you're going out 
tonight you two, stay safe, please? Leave your cars at Rosie's and walk the rest of the way if you're not 
staying there." 


"Sure, Dad," Seb nodded. "C'mon, Jordi," he said, unfurling himself from his usual place on the floor in front of 


the fire. He held his hand out to his friend, hauling him to his feet also. "You can crash in the loft if you want." 


"Thanks, brother, but It won't be a very late one for me anyway," Jordan said. "| have an economics lecture 


straight after lunch and that professor is a mean fuck." 
"G'night, Dad," Seb said, hugging Jon 


"Thanks for picking us up, Monkey," Jon replied, affectionately. "Apologise to your sister tomorrow, please?! 


Love you." 

‘Love you, too, Dad," Seb said. 

He kissed his son's cheek then said, "G'night, Jordi.” 

“Night, Jon," the other young man said. "Thanks for the pizza" 

"Anytime," Jon replied before turning to Richie. "See you soon, Mookie?" 

"Yeah," his husband replied. "I'll kick these two out and check on Lia before | lock up." 
"Kay," Jon said, with a wink before making his way into their bedroom. 


Shutting the door softly behind him, Jon pulled the covers back on the bed before going to clean his teeth. He 
was looking forward to sleeping in their bed again tonight; even the most comfortable hotel bed was never 
conducive to a good nights’ sleep. And, yeah, he was tired but not enough to sleep just yet. Especially when 


there was something more important to do first. 


Hearing the distant roar of his son's truck leaving down the street, followed closely by Jordan's, Jon hurried to 
finish his nighttime routine. Grabbing a large bath sheet from beneath the vanity, and the bottle of their 
favourite massage oil, Jon, the toothbrush still stuck in his mouth, scurried into the bedroom and placed the 


towel and bottle on the bed before rushing back to finish scrubbing his teeth and spit the foam out. 


He was just rinsing his mouth when Richie entered the bathroom and reached for his toothbrush to do the 


same. 


"Are you gonna shower?" Jon asked, checking Richie out in the mirror as he multi-tasked, pulling his t-shirt up 


over his head to reveal his warm, caramel skin. 


They'd both aged, but Jon still saw the leggy brunette he'd met on the street all those years ago when he 
looked at his husband. Grey hairs now outnumbered the rest on his chest and both of them had salt and 
pepper beards when they let them grow. Richie preferred to keep his hair darkened, for now, using the excuse 


that it looked better under the spotlights, whereas Jon had allowed the grey show through. Given that Carol 
was completely grey early, Jon didn't hold out on keeping his dark blonde hair for too much longer. 


"In a few," he mumbled around a mouthful of foam. "I'll shower after I've finished. You might wanna leave, 
Cowboy. For your own sake." He bent over the sink, gripping the edge of the basin as his abdomen gave an 


ominous gurgle. 


"You had a ton of cheese and not enough fruit Today, didn't you?" Jon chuckled as he watched Richie's 
movements become a litle faster, spitting the toothpaste out and rinsing his mouth hurriedly. Jon opened the 
medicine cabinet, popped out a couple of pills they kept handy for such occasions and handed them to Richie, 


who swallowed them with a mouthful of water. 


"Thanks, babe. Yeah..and before you say it, | know, you told me so." he replied breathlessly as he quickly 
unbuttoned his jeans. "Then the pizza on top of that. it's been brewing for a little while." He pushed his pants 
down and settled on the toilet with a groan. "Seriously, babe, you don't wanna be in the same room in 


about..three..two-." 


"Okay, okay..l'm goirt," Jon chuckled, holding his hands in surrender and making his way to the door, closing it 
behind him, just as the contents of Richie's guts made a reappearance. Jon heard a groan before the odour 


cloud seeped out from around the closed door. 


"You need to see a doctor about that, Mookie," he called through the door. "You know where the box is if you 
want a thorough cleanout" He waited for a reply but just heard sound effects and groans. "Good god, babe." 
Jon gagged and buried his nose into his hand. 


"Your shit ain't smellir of roses either, Cowboy," Richie's pitiful voice echoed off the tiled walls. "Hope you're 


chucklin’ up, up there, Dad! Thanks for giving me your genes when it comes to cheesel Asshole. Love you, Dad!" 


Jon had to stifle a snigger. Poor Adam, Jon thought. Good thing he's not here right now. It would give a whole new 
meaning to the phrase heavenly scent! 


"Il go get you something to settle your stomach," he said. 
"How about just a replacement one?" Richie groaned. 


"My poor baby," Jon chortled and went to the kitchen in search of something to soothe the upset digestive 
system. Putting some water on to boil, Jon grabbed Richie's favourite mug and a peppermint teabag and waited. 
He knew the tablets, along with the tea, would work fast but Jon wondered if Richie would still be feeling well 
enough for a little fun. At the very least, a massage was still on the cards. 


| thought you went to bed," Lia said, startling him out of his thoughts. She poured herself a glass of milk. She 
looked like his little Li-Li when she was dressed for bed, her long, blonde hair pulled up in a messy bun, one of 
his old t-shirts, a pair of sleep shorts and some kind of goop over her face. 


"Hmm," he hummed, nodding. "Two words have slightly derailed things though. Papa and Cheese." Jon counted 
them off on his fingers. "Don't light any matches in the house, Babygirl, until the gas has dissipated somewhat." 


"Ugh! I'm glad | got your genes and not Papa's," she grimaced, looking at her glass of milk with disgust. "On that 
note.l'm outta here. G'night, Daddy." She kissed his cheek carefully so as not to leave any of her facial mask 
behind. 


"Don't stay up too late, please," he reminded her as she disappeared, with a wave over her shoulder, into the 
shadowed living room toward her bedroom. He took the kettle off the stove and poured the scalding water into 
the mug, leaving the teabag in to steep, before returning to their bedroom with the tea, killing the lights on 
the way. 


Hearing the shower running instead of moaning, Jon placed the mug on Richie's nightstand. 


If nothing else, a warm shower and a massage will soothe away any further cramps, he thought as he spread out 
the towel across the bed after pulling back the covers. He lit all the candles, scented thankfully, around the 
room and checked the temperature on the thermostat, turning it up just a little. He turned on the speaker and 
chose a favourite playlist just as the shower stopped. 


Knocking first, Jon pushed open the door as Richie stepped out of the shower. Jon handed Richie his towel and 
asked, "Feeling any better, Mookie?" 


"Yeah. Those tablets are a godsend," he replied as he towelled down. "I still feel a little off though, but maybe 


that's because | think I've just flushed away every single internal organ | own" 


"Poor Mookie," Jon pouted and took the towel from Richie's hands. "Bend over and I'll dry your hair." He waited 
until his husband had perched against the edge of the vanity and bent forward, bracing his head against Jon's 
chest. "| had planned on a massage for you if you're still up to it," he said, gently rubbing the long strands dry. 


"l'm up for anything you wanna dish out, babycakes," he replied, his answer muffled by the towel hanging 
around his head. "Topping me may be out of the question just yet though." 


"Who says | was offering sex, Mister?!" Jon chuckled, ruffling the dark hair in front of him. 
"Your apologies usually lead to sex, Cowboy, so it was a natural assumption," Richie replied, curling his fingers 
into the fabric of Jon's pants at his hips. He tugged Jon closer and lifted his head, forcing Jon to drop his hold 


on the towel. "It doesn’t, however, stop me from topping you," he growled. 


Jon hummed, allowing a slow smirk to pull at his lips as his husband slid his hands downward, pulling Jon's pants 
down his hips. 


"One of us is overdressed, Cowboy," Richie murmured, pressing his lips to the hollow at Jon's throat as the 
soft fabric fell down Jon's legs, pooling around his feet. 


"One of us.mmm..right there," he sighed, tilting his head to allow Richie to nibble at his neck, “only just got out 
of the shower." Calloused fingers snuck under his t-shirt, bunching it up under his arms as Richie used those 
callouses to his benefit and forcing a throaty sigh from Jon's parted lips 


Having had enough of being tickled and teased, Jon stepped out of his pants and out of reach of those teasing 
fingers and stripped his shirt off, letting it drop to the floor. He was starting to get back into the mood 
for apologising again when Richie lifted an ass cheek to release a foof of gas. “Sorry, Cowboy, but better out 


than in" 
"Really?!" Jon grumbled, trying hard to maintain a fierce glare. 


"Yeah," his husband said in what he thought was a cute childish voice. "But you still wuv me, don'tcha?! 


Kissies?l" 


Jon couldn't hold his mad any further, collapsing into a fit of giggles, trying to defend himself as Richie 


proceeded to cover his face with kisses. 


"Get that rancid ass of yours into bed, Mookie. I'm about to pass out from the residual stink" He reached 
behind Richie for the air freshener, squirting a little around the bathroom. 


"Watch it or I'll fart on you," Richie chuckled as Jon pushed him out of the bathroom, killing the overhead 


lights and exhaust fan on his way out. 


"And it wouldn't be the first time either," Jon returned, giving him a light shove toward the bed. "Now shut up 


about your bowel habits, will ya?! You're ruining the mood!" 


"Wait, wait, wait," Richie said, stopping beside the bed and looking around, hooking his arm around Jon's shoulder. 
"You did all this while | was on the crapper?" 


"Well, yeah," Jon shrugged, patting his husband's belly. "I'm not gonna forget my promise just coz you decided 
to eat way too much dairy today. Your tea is on the nightstand, too." 


"You're too good to me, Cowboy," he said, puckering up for a more sedate kiss for which Jon obliged him. They 
shifted organically into each other's arms as the kiss deepened; fingers carded through hair, bodies aligned and 


moved against each other in their well-known dance of love. 


Tumbling to the bed in a tangle of limbs, they wrestled for supremacy, rolling each other over then back again 
until Jon finally won the tussle, pinning Richie's hands above his head, looming above him with a satisfied grin 


"Someone is feeling much better, huh?" he panted. 


"Much!" Richie growled, his dark eyes sparkling in the candlelight as he rolled his hips upward. 


"Roll over, Mookie," he said, moving to one side to allow the movement. 


"Nuh-uh. What if I'm comfy here?" Richie replied, chewing on his bottom lip as he fought lightly against being 
restrained. "Climb back onboard, Cowboy. Let me take you for a wild ride then you can rub me down like the 


stallion | am." 
‘Oh. My. God," Jon stuttered in amusement. "What a fuckin’ cliche?!" 
‘lm sure | recall you saying at some stage that I'm hung like a horse," he chuckled. 


"Fuck me," Jon groaned, rolling his eyes at him and the pretend exasperation at the corny one-liners, seeping 


into his tone when in reality he was trying hard not to dissolve into a fit of giggles. 


"Now | know you've said that before," Richie chuckled, putting a little force behind his fight and flipping Jon to 
his back, “and that's what I'm tryna do, Cowboy.” 


" Tryin’ to..you haven't succeeded yet," Jon laughed, finally giving in to his mirth as he wrapped his legs around 
his husband's back, pulling him to where he needed him to be. 


"Wait up," Richie said, shifting to his knees, "unless you're planning on doing this dry..." He reached over Jon's 
prone body for the bottle of coconut oil and squirted a little into his palm, capping the lid before warming the 
oil in his hands and applying it to both himself and Jon 


Jon hissed at the cool, tingly feeling of the oil, even though it had been warmed, against his heated skin. "God, | 
love this stuff," he muttered, his eyes closed as he reached between his legs to help spread the oil. 


They'd stumbled on the edible carrier oil that could be used as both massage oil and lube when browsing the 
adult store websites on the laptop together one night in bed. Jon had finished inputting the invoices from 
Rosie's when they'd searched a few stores as a joke before adding the oil to the virtual cart along with a few 


other interesting items they'd found. 


Richie groaned and Jon opened his eyes to see his husband stroking himself. He kept Richie's intense gaze and 
sucked on his bottom lip as he fondled himself. "Like what you see, Mookie?" 


"Always, Cowboy," he replied. 


Jon swirled his fingers around his entrance, teasing his husband as much as himself, letting his fingers slide 
through the tight aperture. One..two..then three, stretching himself to receive his lover. It was more about the 
foreplay than needing it for comfort after all these years of being together. It turned him on to see how 
hungrily Richie still watched him, as though his life depended on seeing Jon pleasure himself. And truthfully, 


Jon enjoyed the visual in reverse, too. 


He'd never wanted to stray once he and Richie had confessed their love and Jon knew in his heart that his 
jealousy toward Nikki was unfounded. He hadn't meant to use that as a barb against Richie earlier and he was 


mentally kicking himself for it. 


If he thought about it, if he was going to experiment with any other lover, he'd feel safest with Nikki and 
Tommy. A flash of Nikki's tattoos flitted across his mind's eye and then the way Tommy had handled Nikki that 
one day they visited unexpectedly when Seb was a toddler. 


Jon's eyes flashed wide as a frisson of.what? Want.desire..lust.shot through him at the unbidden image of the 
four of them tangled together. Deciding he wasn't going to waste the feeling, he let his mind touch on that 
again as he wrapped his hand around his cock and stroked himself firmly. 


Holy fuck he thought to himself but emitted a low groan. What the fuck is that all about? 


"Whatcha thinking of, Cowboy?" Richie asked, softly. His head was tilted and a small smile played over the lips 


Jon loved to nibble on as he watched on. 

Jon beckoned to Richie who obliged by settling between his spread legs and nestled his cockhead against Jon's 
waiting body. With an encouraging roll of his hips, Jon felt Richie push through the ring of muscle forcing a 
satisfied sigh from his lips. 

Jon wrapped his limbs around his lover as he let Richie find his rhythm, before saying, "What's he like?" 
"What?" Richie mumbled from beneath Jon's head as he nibbled down his neck 

"What's he like?" Jon repeated, his words disappearing into a groan as Richie's cock brushed over his prostate. 
Richie shifted onto his elbow a little to peer questioningly down at him without losing his speed or rhythm. 
"Babe..who are you talking about and why are you talking about him while I've got my dick buried in your ass?" 


he asked. 


"Nikki," Jon panted. Richie faltered causing Jon to tighten his legs around him, emitting a whimper of frustration 


when the continuous brushing of his internal pleasure zone stopped. 
"Why are you asking about Nikki?" 


"lm..l'm curious, is all," he replied, arching up to nibble at Richie's chin, encouraging him to continue. "What's he 


like..you know..iin bed?" 


"What the fuck, Jonny?!" Richie exclaimed, stopping mid-hip-roll. Jon clamped down around him to stop him 


from pulling out. "Are you gonna go all caveman on me again like today?" 


"No, l-l." Jon stuttered, unsure of how to verbalise what his mind had started to visualise. 


"Spill it, Cowboy," Richie said "The sooner we get this whole /m still jealous of Mikki shit outta the way the 
sooner my dick will be happy with me again. Coz right now, he ain't happy with the interruption af all " 


"| know, | can feel that," Jon mewled, using his ring of muscle to keep Little Richie from losing complete interest. 


"But | think.! think he may like what I've got to say next." 
"What's that?" 
| want us to play with Nikki and Tommy one day," Jon proclaimed. "I wanna.l wanna know." 


Jon watched Richie closely. He saw the confusion on his face first, almost as though he could see the cogs 
turning as he processed what Jon had said. Then, as that jigsaw piece dropped into place, Jon wasn't sure if it 
was Richie's face or his dick's sudden renewal of interest that alerted him first that he'd figured it out. 


"Holy shit, Cowboy," his husband breathed, moments before he crashed his mouth down to Jon's with a flurry 
of purposeful thrusts of his hips. Richie pulled away and looked at Jon with wonder. "Are..are you serious, 


babe?" 


"Uh..yeah," Jon replied, scratching his nails up and down Richie's sides. "I saw Nikki checking you out on Saturday 
night, how it affected him and how he and Tommy tease each other, physically, as well as verbally. And..and 


remember that time we surprised them with Seb?" 
"Yeah...2" 


"The way Tommy dealt with Nikki's bratty behaviour," Jon breathed. "Plus that time they took us shopping at 
Enslaved.. Tommy was clearly the Master. | always thought that Nikki was Dom material..but | guess | was 


wrong." 


"You weren't wrong, babe," Richie replied, rolling them both to the side. They were still entwined but the 
conversation had taken the front seat for the moment. "Despite what you've seen, Nikki can take the dominant 
role when he wants to. Although he's a switch and does play the sub, especially in recent years with Tommy, 
Nikki's actually a fully trained BDSM Master. He was the first one | ever tried bondage with and | just picked 
up a few things from him when we were together." He brushed Jon's hair out of his eyes, tucking it behind 
Jon's ear. "Are you.. mean, have you really thought this through, considered the possible outcomes, Cowboy? | 


mean.this isn't just some neurosis of yours coming to the fore?" 


"Uh-huh," Jon said, brushing his thumb across Richie's bottom lip. "I know there's still a strong bond between 
you both..but | don't want to be on the outside of that bond anymore. Even after all these years, when you're 


in each other's presence, it's like I'm sitting forgotten outside your apartment door again." 


"l-I didn't realise that it made you feel that way," he frowned. "Why haven't you said something before now, 
baby?" 


"Coz | don't think | realized it myself until this weekend." He snuggled his head into the pillow a little. "And 


besides..we've not been in a position, family-time wise, to do anything about it” 
"But now?" 


"But now, if we're taking a trip back out West while Lia's down in Florida with Mom and Matt," Jon said, a sly 
smile worming its way onto his mouth, "then we've got the whole of Spring Break to explore the possibilities of 


stuff like that." 
"What about Seb?" 


"What about him? He's old enough to take care of himself now, don'tcha think?" Jon chuckled. "Like father, like 


son; he's probably got a warm bed and a pair of willing arms for the night wherever he goes." 
"Hey now!" Richie pulled back in mock horror. "You saying our son sleeps around like a street whore?!" 


"Can you prove that he doesn't?! But no, | definitely did not mean the hooker thing either," Jon chuckled. "He 
has your good looks, baby. He has the girls hanging off him, haven't you noticed?!" 


"That's our boy," Richie exclaimed proudly and Jon snorted in response. 


"He and Jordan have, no doubt, worked their way through every Jersey girl within a |0-mile radius. Why do 
you think he suggested going out to try the LA girls?!" 


"Jersey girls will win out any day," Richie replied matter-of-factly. "They're all plastic out there. I'm sure half 
those girls at Storm's party had already had some kind of surgery done." 


"Would you even know what a real set versus a fake set of boobs feels like these days?" Jon chuckled only to 
have Richie cup his chest and squeeze, brushing his nipples with his thumb and making Jon moan softly as a 


shiver of lust raced up his spine. 


"Yep, l'm pretty sure they're real," Richie snickered. He sighed and his face softened as he regarded Jon, his 
thumb never ceasing its gentle thrumming. "Cowboy. know I've asked this before but.are you one hundred 


percent sure? About Nikki and Tommy? You're not going senile in your old age or anything?" 


‘lam as sure as | know that your dick is still in my ass," Jon chuckled, which in turn contracted the muscle 
around Richie. He offered up an amused smile at his husband's concern for his mental soundness. "I'm positive, 


Rich." 


‘Ie never hated Nikki, Rich. Jealous, | will admit to. He had your heart first and-." Richie opened his mouth to 
protest but Jon placed his finger over his lips, "Hear me out, babe. And given the circumstances under which 


we met, there was a certain level of insecurity there.| didn't think | could match up to him." 


"Like?" Richie asked. "If you're talking size..." 
"Phht," Jon snorted. "I know l'm no match there. Nikki called that one right on Saturday night" 


"Jonny, in all the years we've been together," Richie said, "have you ever heard me complain about your 


performance in bed? Huh?!" 
"Uh..no?" he said, uncertainly. 


Jon found it ironic that he felt Richie slip from his body at that moment, pouting a little at the sudden exit. 
Knowing that they'd resume their lovemaking as soon as the important conversation was dealt with, Jon shifted 
his legs, to be a little to be more comfortable, but still relished the feel of Richie's now-flaccid, warm cock 


resting intimately against his inner thigh, nestling beneath his indolent balls. 


"No! Never," Richie huffed, tweaking Jon's now overly-sensitive nipples as he leaned closer to lay a sweet kiss 
on his mouth. "You always turn me on and the way you never fail to draw those bone-melting orgasms from 


me... 


"And as for your confidence..baby, | love the way you're a mix of sweetly shy one moment then confident and 
sexy the next. The seventeen-year-old kid | first met would never have done half the stuff you've 


done..especially on stage when Jack Dariels-sexy Jon is with me." 

Jon blushed a little, remembering one particularly wild night and its less than pleasant aftermath before 
continuing, "| mean.. Nikki naturally oozes confidence from every pore and Tommy's got that professional 
background.and you're the perfect mix of business and pleasure. | feel...” 


"Feel what, Cowboy?" 


"l'm not sure, to be honest," Jon frowned as he tried to capture the right word or emotion. "Left out isn't 


quite right and inadequate doesn't fit either.” 


"S'okay," his husband said "You don't have to worry about it tonight. lim glad that you've finally told me, 
Cowboy. Though | wish you'd done it sooner." 


"How could | when | didn't even know myself?" 
"Hmm," Richie hummed, acknowledging Jon's words. "Do you realise how much | love you right now, Cowboy?" 
he whispered before spending long moments showering him in soft kisses. Kisses that weren't designed to 


arouse but to comfort. 


"So you think the boys will be up for it?" Jon asked, finally, between his husband's kisses. "I mean. Nikki 
was up for something at the party." 


"Are you fuckin’ kidding me?!" Richie exclaimed. "Not sure about Tommy but | know Nikki will certainly be up for 
it. If anything, itll be an effort to hold him back from wanting to get us on the plane the very day | call him." 


Jon laughed and said, "I'll leave that conversation up to you then, my love." 


So..do you have something in mind, Cowboy?" Richie asked and Jon felt the sudden interest reignite Richie's 
cock into action as it filled and bumped against his thigh. "Coz I'm telling you now..l'm willing to steal the moon 


and the stars from the sky for you at the moment. Anything you want, | will try my damnedest to get for 
you." 


"Not specifically," he said. He traced Richie's freckles that skittered across his bare shoulders as he thought. "I 


want something carnal and raw. But it has to be sensual and decadent at the same time. | want no holds 


barred..but there have to be some rules." 


Jon could feel Richie's confusion as he spoke but honoured him by listening intently, as though committing each 


word to memory. 


"| want guilt-free, no consequences sex," Jon purred as Richie smoothed his hand down Jon's flank to his knee 


and brought it high above his hip, opening Jon up to his now-eager cock. 


"I want." Jon paused, his eyes closing temporarily in bliss as the smooth, round head of Richie's cock pushed 
back through the loosened muscle. "Oh, god, Mookie.,just there... 


"Keep talking, Cowboy," he murmured, manipulating Jon's relaxed body to where he needed it to be. 


"I want the freedom to explore," Jon said, his voice breathy and whimsical as though it had found its freedom. 


"But | also want some restraint. Control. Boundaries." 

"Uh-huh," Richie managed to mutter, concentrating on returning their desire to peak levels. 

Jon was in a strange dichotomy of sensations; his limbs were languid, relaxed, but internally, his thoughts, his 
body, he was in the flux of being wound tight like a child's toy. His husband might have been playing with a rag 
doll for his amusement, but the inner mechanism was about to lose a screw and blow out. 

"| wan-want..ngh..," Jon panted heavily, his fingers gripping the sheets, his hair, his body, whatever he could lay 
his hands on as Richie pushed his legs high and wide, shifting to his knees to get a better angle. "| want it 
dirty. Filthy. Debauched. L-let our imaginations..fuck!.loose." 

"Keep talking, Cowboy," Richie breathed, gazing down at him with heated, lust-crazed eyes. 


"| w-wanna feel.| wanna feel touched," he said, losing himself to the visual his brain was creating as the first 


tendril of lust unfurled itself, wending its way through him with each hard and well-aimed thrust from his 


husband. 
"You sure you won't be remembering them ?" 


"Nol" he snarled, gulping for breath as droplets of sweat rained down on him from Richie's hair. "They're dead 


In Hell. Where they should be. A nightmare, a bad dream. Ohhhngh..yessss." 
"Tell me more, Jonny." 


"Hands," Jon panted. "Strange hands. Arms. Mouths. Teeth." Richie had reduced him down to a single-purpose- 


being capable of only one, maybe two-word answers. 


"Do you want their cocks, Cowboy?" Richie growled. "Do you wan’ them to fuck you like | am? Do you wanna 


feel Nikki's meaty dick sliding into you, stretching you wide?" 
"Yes!" Jon growled, baring his teeth to match. 


"What else, baby?" Richie encouraged. "Do you wanna top Nikki? Will you get off watching me get fucked too? 
Or me sinking myself into Tommy? Nikki? Which one?" 


"Both!" Jon snarled, arching his back off the bed." Ail of it!" 


"Or do you want them to fuck me, use me like the old days?" Richie's rhythm became erratic, signalling that 
he was just as close as Jon was to that precipice. "Will you clean their cum off me, my love? Taste another 


man's cum for me?" 


"Yes..yes, yes," Jon cried as he felt his proverbial feet slip out from underneath him, tumbling into the abyss 
that was his orgasm, brought on by the mental image of Richie kneeling at their feet, mouth open and eager 
to receive their offering. Much like Richie had done countless times for Jon, over their years together, as he 


spilled over onto his belly. 


Jon was vaguely aware, through the rainbow-coloured shards of light that were exploding behind his eyes, that 
Richie had reached his release also as pulse after sweet, hot pulse filled him with Richie's creamy cum. Jon's 
lungs were burning and his heart thudded heavily against his ribcage as it battled to push the viscous, heavy 
blood through his veins. 


Collapsing into a mess of sweaty limbs and heaving bodies, Jon found the energy to disentangle his arms and 
pull Richie to him, holding him securely as they battled to return to human form instead of a messy glob of 


liquids, muscle mass and fragile bones. 


"Jesus." Jon mumbled. "Where'd that come from?!" He wasn't expecting an answer, truthfully, he hadn't even 


known he'd spoken those words out loud. 


"l'm not complainin’," Richie's muffled reply came from below his head. 


It was only when Jon looked at the tangled mess they were in that he became conscious of how uncomfortable 


it was. He pushed ineffectually at his husband, receiving a grunt in response. 


Jon lay there while his memory of his list of wanton demands came back to him with full force. Exhaling 
heavily, he let the dirty smile pull at the corners of his mouth, feeling a weight that he didn't know that he'd 
been holding, lift from his mind. He felt free, feather-light, and was grateful for Richie's bulk lying over him, 
grounding him for the time being. 


"Mookie?" he said, sifting his fingers through the sweaty dark tendrils on his chest. 
"Hmm?" 


"What | said.what | asked for..." Jon started, not quite sure how to frame what he was wanting to know. "Are 
you okay with that? | mean..you know what?! | don't know what | mean" Jon huffed out a self-deprecating 
laugh. "| used to be indecisive..but now | just don't know," he joked. "God.my head is all screwed up at the 
moment. Forget | said anything." 


Jon felt the coolness of Richie's soft sigh against his damp skin before his husband shifted enough to look at 
him. "Jonny..nothing you could do or say..or want for that matter," he said, "could ever change how much | love 


you. l'm more than okay that you finally feel as though you want to explore a little more sexually, and 


extremely grateful that you trust Nikki and Tommy to be the ones to do that with." 


Shifting from his position between Jon's legs, Richie grimaced at the mess between them both and swung his 
legs over the side of the bed as Jon sat up, awkwardly pulling the towel from beneath them. Jon swiped at the 
mess on his belly with it. 


Richie held out his hand for the towel, cleaning himself with it before rising from where he sat and walking 
into the bathroom. 


“But. don't want it all to be about me and what | want," Jon said as he heard the water running in the basin. 
He knew Richie's habits by now and knew that he was getting damp face cloths to clean up properly. "I want us 
all to get a little of what we need. Does that make sense?" 


"Absolutely," Richie said when he reappeared. He offered Jon the warm cloth, continuing speaking as his lover 
wiped all the drying cum from his stomach. "I know you're not that selfish, Cowboy. Besides.'m not sure about 
Tommy, but Nikki won't be so polite. He really is an impressive Dominant and if he sees something he wants, 


he'll go for it. Just be sure you understand that, okay, Cowboy?!" 


"| wouldn't expect anything else from him," Jon chuckled before a jaw-cracking yawn took hold Richie took the 
dirty cloth from him and tossed them, from the doorway, into the clothes hamper. Jon snuggled down into bed, 


drawing the covers from the end where they'd fallen, as Richie systematically blew the candles out, leaving the 
few on their nightstands for last. 


Finally, blackness overtook the room and Jon felt the bed dip as Richie climbed in, becoming the big spoon to 
Jon's little spoon. "Love you, Mookie," he mumbled as sleep joined with sex to dull his brain of all thoughts. 


Richie's arms tightened around him as he returned the declaration. "Love you too, Cowboy." 

Jon didn't register much after that. 

He didn't know that Richie had lain awake for ages as Jon's declaration had played through his head. His list of 
sensual wants being compiled into some sort of order, swirling around, creating the enticing images that denied 


Richie his peaceful slumber. 


Jon didn't feel his husband slip from their bed, not more than an hour after laying down, and silently close the 
door after him. 


He didn't hear Richie's hushed, "Hey, babe.itts me. | got a proposition for you. You won't believe the night I've 
had..." 


TO BE CONTINUED..soon.in Enslaved 
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Chapter |b 
If | Was Your Mother 
"Paapaa!" Lia yelled. "Where is you?!" 


Richie's head popped up from the paperwork Jon had left for him to read and sign off. It was his turn to 


watch Lia, which was fine because he had a few errands to run and he wanted to check in on his mom too. 


"l'm in the kitchen, Babygirl," he called back. "Where I've been for the last five times you've asked," he 


mumbled to himself as he tried to regain his place within the new supplier contract he was reading. 
"Come now, Papal" his daughter replied. 

‘I'm a bit busy, Li-Li," he said. "Ill come soon, | promise." 

"No! Now, Papa! Pwease." 


Richie recognised the tone of his three-year-old on the verge of a meltdown. He sighed and marked his place in 


the legal jargon with an arrow before pushing away from the kitchen table. 


Yawning and stretching, Richie walked toward the kids’ bedrooms. He'd been the one to close Rosie's last night 
or, technically, early this morning. He hadn't intended to have a particularly late night, but he'd been persuaded 
to take the stage to play a couple of songs. That couple had inevitably turned into a few and then a few more. 
Before he'd realised, it was closing time and he'd still needed to close up the cash registers and help clean the 
bar. This had all led to a much later night than he'd expected, which was why Jon was on duty there today 


and not him. 


"What's up, Babygirl?" he said, walking into Lia's room. "Oh no!" he groaned. Lia had all her dolls and stuffed toys 
lined up on her bed and a kids' makeup kit open on the little table that sat in the corner of her room. Each of 
the toys had brightly coloured faces, as did his daughter. 

"You next, Papal" Lia said, reaching for his hand and tugging him inside. "Sit! Sit!" 


'Lia.what are you doing?" he asked, putting his brakes on. 


"It's Spa Day, Papa," she said, her blue eyes sparkled like her father's amidst the coloured powders over her 


face. 
Richie also mentally cursed Amber, Gabby and Lily for introducing Lia to the idea of Spa Day. 
"Is it? Is that why all your toys..and you," he booped her on the nose, "have makeup on?" 


"Yeah," Lia replied, her happy grin splitting her face. She turned and grabbed her favourite dolly with long hair 
that was now a matted bunch of synthetic fibres, and said, "| do her hair too." 


| see that!" Richie nodded, wondering how the hell he was going to fix it as he allowed himself to be pulled to 
the ground beside her bed. 


The last time Lia had tried her hairdressing skills, she'd shorn the poor Barbie almost bald. Jon had sent him 
an urgent SOS to buy a replacement on his way home from Rosie's that afternoon. He made a mental note to 
ring Amber to see if she had any tips for untangling doll hair. 


"Your turn now, Papa," Lia said, brandishing her hairbrush in front of his face as she climbed onto his lap. 


"Wait a minute, Li-Li," he said gruffly, holding her by her hips as her toes dug into his upper thighs. 
"Remember what happened to Barbie when you did her hair?" 


Lia frowned in concentration before looking back up at him, nodding sadly. "Barbie went bye-bye," she said 
tearfully. 


"Right," Richie nodded. "You're not going to do that to Papa's hair, are you?" He gave her a stern look, hoping to 
scare her just enough and praying to God that she hadn't found where they stashed the scissors ever since 
that escapade. 

"Nol" she wailed. "| no cut y-your hair! Just brush, see?!" Lia held up her hairbrush. "Papa no go bye-bye." 


"Promise?!" 


"Pwomise, Papa," she said, crossing her fingers very seriously across her belly. 


"Okay, then, you can brush my hair," Richie nodded, finally, biting back his amusement. "Kissies?" he asked in 
apology, puckering up and being rewarded with one of Lia's kisses. 


After a while, Richie lost track of what Lia was doing as she played, clambering all over and around him. With 
his head leaning back against her bed, the tug of the brush through his hair lulled him into a doze. 


He was startled out of his nap, when Lia tapped his arm with the hairbrush and exclaimed loudly, close to his 
ear, that she was all finished. Checking his watch, Richie was surprised to find that he'd lost almost half an 


hour to slumber. 


"Thanks, Babygirl," he said, yawning hard and shifting his stiff body into a more upright position. "I guess | 


needed a nap, huh?" 

"Yeah," she giggled. "Papa, you snored!" 

"Did 1? I'm sorry," he grinned. "Hey, you wanna go visit Grandma before we go get Seb?" 

"Yeah!" Lia cheered. 

"Then try to go potty first, like a big girl, while | get your shoes," he instructed. 

Within fifteen minutes, and an almost successful solo effort in the bathroom that needed a change of 
underwear for Lia, Richie was buckling her into her car seat before settling himself into the driver's seat. "I'm 
hungry. Wanna stop and get some drive-through before we go to Grandma's?" 

"Yayl" she squealed. 

"But | have to stop at the grocery store too, so itll have to be after that, okay?" 

"Okay, Papal!” 

Before leaving the house, Richie had run his fingers through his hair, taming the nest and releasing any knots 
that Lia had managed to add whilst surreptitiously checking for bald spots and breathing a sigh of relief when 
he'd found none. 

After that, he'd raced through the house, grabbing his keys and wallet, before slamming his darkest 
sunglasses down over his eyes, still feeling the effects of the late night and unexpected nap. He'd hate to be 
caught with bags the size of his equipment boxes and eye crud if someone asked for a photo. Checking on Lia 


in the rearview mirror before backing out of their garage, he only saw the dark glasses. 


He pulled into the parking lot at the grocery store and hefted Lia from her car seat and into a shopping cart. 
He picked up the few items needed for their dinner that night whilst Lia kept him amused with creating a little 


song for herself, singing quite loudly and drawing amused glances from other shoppers. 


Richie found himself wishing he'd brought his cap as he pushed his sunglasses atop his head so that he could 
read the labels a little easier. He was kind of used to being stared at, especially now that his music was 
becoming more widely known, but being recognised still made him feel a little uneasy when he had the children 


with him. The uncomfortable sensation wouldn't go away and made him alert for any paparazzi. 


Along with some juice boxes for the children, Richie selected a few necessities and a box of his mother's 
favourite chocolates, all the while fighting the feeling of being watched. Finally, he made his way to the 
checkout, where he noticed a rack of CDs next to the unloading area. There on the top of the display were half 
a dozen copies of his first album, alongside a picture of the cover of his second album and a poster 
advertising its imminent release. With a resigned shake of his head, Richie unloaded his trolley, only for the 


cashier to give him a rather pointed, quizzical look as the groceries rolled down the conveyor belt. 


Richie paid for the groceries quickly, thanked the cashier and left the store, gratefully pushing his sunglasses 
back over tired eyes. "Well that was uncomfortable," he mumbled to himself and he loaded the groceries into 


the trunk after putting Lia back into her car seat. 


"l hungry, Papa," Lia grumbled sadly as though the world was about to come to an end. She may be Jon's 
biologically, but she certainly had his appetite, Richie chuckled to himself. 


"Me too, Babygirl," he said from behind her. "I'm done now. Lets go eat" He closed the trunk and hurried to the 
driver's seat to start the car, pulling out of the parking lot within moments, pointing the car toward the 
closest drive-through. 


Pushing his glasses up onto his head to read the menu, Richie placed his order and was instructed to move 


through to the windows for his meal. 


"Papa, Papa, look! It Papal" Lia shouted as Richie rounded the corner of the building and pulled up at the 


payment window. 


To their right, a giant size advert for his soon-to-be-released second album was posted on the billboard 
beside the neighbouring mall, along with a date for a personal appearance and signing event in Rashbaum's 
music shop. No doubt David and, for that matter, Simon intended to make maximum profits from their very 


own local-hero-made-good and were determined to garner as much publicity as possible before the event. 


Stopping at the payment window he handed his card over without waiting for the server to speak. The sooner 
they were on their way the happier they would be. The server read the name on the card and Richie noted 
the flash of recognition. The young lady at the window looked up and met his eyes briefly, before quickly 
ducking her head and dissolving into a fit of giggles. 


Mentally wincing, Richie drew on his public persona and plastered a pleasant smile on his features. Giggling 
teenagers were his least favourite fans to encounter, although at least this one was safely ensconced behind a 


wall of glass. 


He was relieved when his card was speedily returned with a quick Thank you, though not without another 
obvious stare and giggle. As he moved forward to the collection window, he heard a teenage voice behind him 


calling her colleaques. 
g g 


By the time he reached the collection window, it was clear that his presence was not a secret. The slightly 
older lady at the window was leaning out of the window looking out for him. As the bag was handed out to 
Richie, he could see a young man lurking in the background, unsuccessfully pretending that he had a good 
reason to be there. After staring right at him he nudged the server and they both giggled before he 


disappeared back into the main restaurant. 

A fourth member of staff stepped around the wall behind the server, ostensibly placing their order ready to 
be handed out, but taking the time to blatantly stare at him for a few seconds, before also vanishing back 
behind the wall. 

Keeping his professional demeanour intact with some difficulty, Richie took the proffered bag and placed it on 
the passenger seat, before reaching back to grab the cardboard tray with their drinks. As he nodded his 
thanks, the server turned her head away, obviously hiding another giggle. 

"Papal Me hungry!" Lia exclaimed. 


"Gimme a sec, Li-Li, please," he huffed He was hungry too and getting a little pissed off with all the attention 
Today. "| need to get out of this spot and free up the queue." 


"Papal" his daughter wailed, kicking her feet against the seat in front of her. 

"Hey!" he barked back at her. "Thats enough, Lia" 

Her face crumpled at being yelled at and Richie felt like a heel as she started to cry in earnest. He pulled 
forward into the parking lot and briefly stopped the car. Opening the bag, Richie separated Lia's food from his 
and twisted in his seat to offer it to her. 

"Here you go, Babygirl," he said. "No more tears, please. Papa's sorry he yelled" 

"Fank you, Papa," she sniffled, swiping at her teary eyes. 

"You're welcome," he said, turning back to the wheel, putting the car into gear and driving out of the lot. 
Placing the two shakes in the car cup holders, Richie left the open food bag in easy reach on the passenger 
seat. With Lia now happily eating her kids' meal, he finally set off for his mother's place, trying to put the odd 


looks, nudges and giggles that the girl at the drive-through window and her colleagues had shared out of his 


mind. There were times when his increasing fame made life just.awkward. 


This whole town has lost its nuts, he thought to himself, reaching into the bag to grab a few hot fries before 
shoving them into his mouth en masse. He'd wait until he reached his mom's to eat his burger, opting for safe 


driving over satisfying his hunger. 


Pulling into his mother's driveway about twenty minutes later, Lia cheered around a mouthful of fries, "Yay! 


Grandma's!" 


"Yeah," he replied, slightly less enthusiastically. "Now | get to eat my cold burger," he muttered as he got out 
of the car and walked to the other side to release Lia from her seat. 


"Go knock on Grandma's door, Babygirl," Richie said, gathering up Lia's meal remnants and her backpack. 
Leaning over the back seat to retrieve the chocolate, he managed to kneel on the stupid plastic toy that would 
just end up with the rest of them, discarded into the trash. He cursed through clenched teeth before tossing 


the offending item into the trunk, slamming the door closed, juggling the items in his hands the best he could. 


He could heft multiple guitar cases, equipment boxes and AUX cables without getting them tangled but 
takeaway bags, a grocery bag of chocolates and a kids' backpack seemed to be beyond his capabilities today. 


"Grandma!" Lia yelled as she banged on the door with her little fist. "H's us! Open up now." 

"Hey! Manners, Lia," he reminded her as walked up to the door. He got there just as his mother opened it. 
"Grandma!" Lia exclaimed, rushing inside and wrapping her arms around Joan's legs. 

"Well, isn't this a lovely surprise!” Richie's mother gasped, scooping Lia into her arms. "Hello, my darling one." 


"Hey, Ma," Richie said, dropping a kiss to her cheeks as he walked in the door. "Hope you don't mind us dropping 
in?" 


"Don't be silly, darling," Joan scoffed, closing the door behind him. "| was just about to take some curtains down 
to wash so its perfect timing. Eat your lunch then you can help me with those." 


"Sure thing," he nodded, scooping out a kitchen chair with his foot before unloading his hands. 


"How are Sebastian and Jon?" Joan asked. Richie nodded and gave his mother a thumbs up as he'd just taken a 
bite of food, grimacing at the temperature. "| want you all to come for dinner this weekend, or maybe Sunday 


lunch? | can cook a roast.” 


“Sounds good," Richie mumbled around a mouthful of burger. He pushed away from the table to put his burger 
into the microwave for thirty seconds. "Lia, are you going to eat anymore?" he asked, pointing to the container 


on the table. 


"Nope," she said, wriggling free of Joan's hold and slipping to the floor only to grab the sole remaining nugget 
and chomped it in half with a cheeky grin. "Me have chocolate now, Papa?" she asked around the half-chewed 
morsel. 

"They're for Grandma, not you, goofball," Richie said and pulled a face at her as the beeping microwave 
indicated that the time was up. "But you can give them to Grandma and then ask her nicely if you can have 
one. But just one, okay?!" 

"Okay, Papa," Lia said happily, climbing onto his chair to reach the box to give to Joan 

"You shouldn't have, darling," his mother chided gently. 


"But | wanted to, Ma," he shrugged, sitting back onto the chair. "I'll finish this then take those curtains down 


for you while you sit with your feet up and eat your bonbons." 
"Are you feeling well, Richard?" Joan asked. 
"Sure, why?" Richie replied. 


"You look a little pink in the face," she said, peering over her glasses at him. "And you haven't taken off your 


sunglasses yet. Do you have a hangover?" 


"No, just tired," he said, pushing his sunglasses to the top of his head. He'd completely forgotten that he had 
them on. "I had a late night at Rosie's." 


‘Oh my!" Joan gasped quietly. 
"What's wrong?" Richie asked. 
‘Oh..nothing, darling,” his mother replied, turning away quickly and opening the box of goodies for Lia. "So you've 
been to the grocery store and the takeaway this afternoon?" she asked. "Do you have anywhere else you need 


To go today, darling?" 


"Just to get Seb from school," Richie shrugged. "I was going to do a few more errands but then Lia was playing 


Spa Day and | fell asleep while she brushed my hair.’ 
"Hmm," Joan squeaked. "Come with me, Li-Li, Grandma has a pretty flower to show you in her backyard” 


"Okay, Grandma," the little girl exclaimed, and with the box of treats on offer, she snatched one in each hand 
before scooting out of the back door. 


"Which curtains do you want down, Ma?" Richie questioned, 


"Curtains?!" his mother stuttered, turning back to him at the backdoor. Richie found it a little odd that she 
was studiously adjusting her apron as she spoke but didn't think much of it. "Oh! Yes, yes. Um.just these in the 


kitchen. | have trouble reaching over the sink" 

"Okay," he nodded. "I'll take them down to the washer and put them on for you if you want." 

"Oh! Yes! Yes, thank you, darling," she replied decisively, closing the door behind her. 

Richie finished the end of his shake, slurping up the dregs before compacting all the packaging and throwing it 
all in the trash beneath the sink. Reaching up, he unhooked the curtain rod and pulled the fabric down the rod 
as he watched his mother and daughter in the garden. 

The flower garden was his mother's pride and joy and if Joan wasn't in the kitchen, you'd find her tending to 
her garden. She had neglected it for a few years after his father's death but Richie was thankful that she 
was now immersing herself back into her hobby. He smiled as Lia and her grandmother giggled over something 


as Joan indicated to Lia with the universal sign of a finger over lips, to keep some secret they shared. 


He wondered idly what it was as he gathered up the curtains. He turned away from the window, tossed his 


sunglasses on the table and made his way down to the basement to put them on to wash. 
Seeing a few boxes had fallen over in the corner, Richie pulled them all away from the wall and restacked them 
more securely before checking his watch. He had a little time to wander the house and do a few small 


maintenance jobs, stuff his dad would have done, such as changing faulty light bulbs. 


The next time he looked at his watch he was surprised to find that it was already past time to leave for 
school pick up. 


Richie quickly sent Sylvie a text to say he'd be waiting for Seb in the parking lot since he was running late. 
"Li-Li, we gotta go," he said. "We're late to get Sebastian 
"Oh nol" his daughter gasped. "Bebby be scared by hisself 


"Don't panic. Sylvie and Jordan will look after him," he said, squatting down in front of her to put her shoes 
back on. "Stay still, please, Lia” 


"Yay! Jordi and Sylvie!" Lia cheered, impatient now to get into the car. 


Getting a swift response from their friend that she would meet Seb and then wait with him, Richie started to 
gather up Lia's belongings and helped her tidy the toys she'd been playing with. 


"Leave those, darlings," his mother chided. "I can put those away." 


‘Sorry | have to run, Ma," he said, hugging the small woman and putting his sunglasses on "Leave the curtains 


until the weekend and I'll hang them back up then, okay?!" 


"Okay, Richard," Joan smiled indulgently at him, patting his cheek. "It's been a lovely visit, thank you." She bent 


down to Lia and whispered, "Remember what Grandma said, Lia" 
"Okay, Grandma!" the little girl giggled from behind her hands and Joan placed a kiss on her head. 


"Do | want to know what you two are scheming?" Richie asked, scooping Lia into his arm and reaching for the 


doorknob. 
"Scheming?! We're not scheming, are we?!" Joan winked at Lia who was looking over Richie's shoulder. 


Just as Richie started the car after securing Lia into her seat yet again, his phone rang. He frowned when he 


saw Jon's name. 
"Is Daddy," he said to Lia as he answered the call. "Hey, Cowboy..everything okay?" 


"Yeah, Mookie," Jon's voice carried through the little speaker. "I finished work early so I'm here at the school. 


Sylvie said you were running late." 

"Yeah, | got held up at Ma's," Richie replied. "I'm just leaving now so | guess I'll see you both at home?" 
"Yeah but not straight off," Jon said. "Davy needs a hand at the shop so Seb and | will head there now.’ 
"Okay," he shrugged, glancing down at the fuel gauge. "What's his problem now?" 

"He's installed that software Rosie's uses," Jon explained. "So he just wants a quick rundown" 


"Oh, okay," Richie said. "| need to fill the car with gas on the way home but then my little sous chef can help 


me prep dinner." 

"Cool, see you then," Jon said. "Love you, Mookie." 

"Love you too, Cowboy," Richie replied softly before disconnecting the line. "Well, Li-Li, looks like it's just you 
and | for a little while longer. Is that okay?" he asked over his shoulder whilst putting the car into gear. His 


mother was still waiting patiently on her steps to wave goodbye. He gave the thumbs up and waved. 


"Yeah, s'okay, Papa," Lia sighed and looked out the window. "When Daddy and Bebby home?" she asked, waving 
goodbye to Joan as Richie backed the car out of the driveway. 


"They have to go help Uncle David at the music store,” he explained. 


"Awww, me want to play the piano!" she cried. 

"Another time, Babygirl," he said. She was getting tired, he knew that, but, unfortunately, she'd grown out of a 
regular daytime nap, which meant his daughter would either go into a full meltdown or go the opposite way 
and survive on the last vestiges of energy before crashing out, probably right in the middle of dinner time. 


The sooner he got home with his ticking time bomb, the better. 


He checked to see that his mother had gone back into the house before putting the car into gear and driving 
to the closest gas station 


The sun was getting low now and he needed his sunglasses more than ever as it hit just at the inconvenient 
angle between the rear vision mirror and the visor. He pulled up to one of the pumps, killing the motor before 
getting out. 

"Papa, me help?" Lia asked. 

"Not out here but you can come inside to pay, okay?" 

"But why?" she asked, drawing out the last sound into a whine. 

"Because it's the law," Richie responded. 

"But why?" 

"Because Santa Claus makes the rules," he said, congratulating himself for thinking on his feet. Okay, okay, it 
was only March, he mentally shrugged, but Lia hadn't grasped the concept of a calendar yet. "Yeah..Santa Claus 


makes the rules and you don't wanna be on Santa's naughty list this year." 


Last Christmas was when the whole idea of Santa had gelled in her little two-year-old mind and it had become 
an Emergency Use Only type of bribery system. 


"No, Papal" Lia said, her eyes wide. "I be good, Santa!" she yelled. 


"Good girl," he said. "I'll be real quick, okay?" Lia nodded and Richie left the car to walk around to the gas tank 


inlet. 


Grabbing the appropriate pump, he put the nozzle into the tank of his car and pulled the trigger. He pulled silly 
faces at Lia through the glass to keep her amused, while he waited for the car to fill. When it was finished 
and he'd put the nozzle back in the holder, Richie unbuckled Lia from her seat and pulled her into his arms, 
closing the door and locking it. 


"Just have to pay for the gas then we can go home, Babygirl,” he said, kissing her cheek 


“Kay, Papa," she said, wrapping her arms around his neck and squeezing tight. 


He walked into the store and the attendant looked up. "Well, hello there, cutie pie," the older woman behind the 
counter said as they pushed open the door. "And hello, Daddy," she purred. 


"S not Daddy," Lia exclaimed loudly. "He my Papal" Lia started fiddling with his glasses, pushing them up and 


down his face. 
"Oh, | am sorry, cutie pie," the woman kindly smiled. "Just the gas, hon?" 


"Yeah, thanks," he replied. "Li-Li, please be careful with my sunglasses." He prised them out of her fingers and 
placed them on his head. 


"Oh!" the attendant exclaimed with a small frown, seeing his face clear of obstruction. "I know you! Your 


posters..," she said, pointing to another billboard across the street. 


"Yeah, that's me," Richie replied with a small smile. He'd really have to talk to Simon about saturating his 
hometown with huge fucking posters of him. 


"You look." she waved her hands around her face. Her eyes flicked between Richie and Lia and a knowing smile 


spread across her face. "You look great!" 


Richie paid for the gas, slightly unsettled with the woman's reaction. He thanked her and was about to leave 
when she asked, "Is your daughter allowed a lollipop? And would it be too much to ask for your autograph?" 


"Sure, I'll sign something," Richie nodded and was quickly presented with a pen and a notebook "What's your 


name, darlin'?" 

"Sandra," she replied and Richie quickly scribbled a generic note. 

"Papa, me please have the lollipop?" Lia asked 

If you have one, then that's not fair on your brother, is it?" he countered. 


"Oh..you can have two, sweetie," Sandra said to Lia. "One for you and one for your brother. But you have to 
promise me that you'll clean your teeth tonight or you don't get them." 


"| pwomisel" Lia said, reaching for the sweet treats. "Fank youl” 


Richie made a mental note to talk to the kids again about accepting candy from strangers, especially if he or 


Jon weren't around. Lia accepted those lollipops way too easily. 


"You're welcome, sweetie," Sandra replied. "Be good for your Papa.and you might want to wash faces tonight 


too. 


"Thanks, darlin," Richie said, gritting his teeth at yet another strange encounter today. He pushed open the 


door, slammed down his sunglasses and walked back to the car. 

"Can you open my ‘pop, pwease, Papa?” 

"Can you wait until we get home, please?" 

"Noooo, pwease?l" she cried, overtiredness starting to rear its ugly head. "I want my ‘pop, Papal Pwease?!" 
"Li-Li." he sighed, clicking the restraints into place firmly as she struggled with all her three-year-old might 
against them. "Oh, fine." he grumbled and cursed himself for giving in too easily. He knew he had a bad habit 
of doing that but sometimes picking your battles was the more sensible, and sanity-saving, thing to do. 

He slammed the door closed a little too hard, wincing at the yelp of surprise that Lia emitted He dropped his 


head back on his shoulders and breathed out a sigh of frustration With a shake of his head, he walked around 
the car to the driver's seat and slid behind the wheel. 


He tried to keep Lia amused on the drive home and they both cheered when Richie handed the garage door 


remote over to Lia for her to open the door. 
"Me need potty, Papal Quick!" Lia cried. 


"Okay, hold on, Babygirl,” he said as he hurried out of the car to release her. He set her on her feet and said, 


"Go to our bathroom, Li-Li. It's closer. Run!" 


"Kay, Papa," she said and raced off. He was grateful that Lia had taken to potty training quickly and without 


complaint. 

"Papal" she called as Richie was unpacking the car. 

"Yeah?!" he yelled. 

"| did it! No pee in my pants, Papal” 

He stopped and smiled. His heart was full and weariness took a back seat to his daughter's pride in her dry 
underwear. "That's awesome, Li-Li," he replied as she came out from their bedroom, shuffling along with her 
panties still down around her ankles and her dress bunched up under her arms. Dropping to his knees, Richie 


held his arms out to her and said, "Come here, Babygirl. I'm so proud of you! Daddy will be too!" while he 
helped her redress and take her jacket off. 


"Fanks, Papa," Lia grinned. "l-I washed my hands, too!" 


"No way!" he gasped with exaggerated enthusiasm. "Help me get the rest of the groceries so we can make 


dinner before Daddy and Seb get home, huh?" 


"Kay, Papa," she said and scurried around him into the garage. Richie pushed from his knees and followed, 


handing out smaller bags while he took the heavier stuff. 


The next hour was spent in the kitchen, cutting up vegetables for the salad, marinating the chicken and making 


some brownies for dessert. 
Richie was just cleaning up when the garage door opened again. "Daddy and Sebby are home, Babygirl." 


"Yay! Bebby! Daddy!" she squealed, racing around the living room, knowing not to go anywhere near the garage, 
where she'd finished up playing after getting bored with dinner preparations. 


"Bebby! Come!" Lia exclaimed excited and dragged her brother into her room. 
"Hi, Papa!" Sebastian called out to Richie as he submitted to his sister's will. 


"Hey, buddy!" Richie replied as he placed the brownies into the oven. "Unpack your bag and do your homework, 
please?" 


"| did it already at the music store!" Sebastian yelled back. 
"Good job, Monkey!” 


"Honey, lm home," Jon sang as he walked in from the garage, closing the connecting door behind him. He walked 
straight into their bedroom to change. Jon liked to shed whatever clothes he wore to Rosie's whenever he 
worked there. "Finally! Remind me to hire a professional IT guy next time Davy asks for help with any 
software.’ Jon continued to complain about his brother in the bedroom. "I don't know if he was being 


deliberately obtuse or if he just didn't get it" 

"I'm in the kitchen," Richie offered, pointlessly, considering their open-plan house. 

"How was your d-," Jon asked as he emerged from the bedroom in a pair of sweats and an old t-shirt. He 
came to a dead stop, mouth open in mid-sentence when Richie turned from the oven. "Babe..what the fuck?!" 
He was looking at Richie with a mixture of shock and amusement. 


"Jesus fucking christ," Richie groaned, wiping his hands on a tea towel. "Not you, tool” 


"Mookie..." he said, stepping closer, "don't you think it's a little late in our relationship to feel the need to 
explore your feminine side? Or are you thinking about changing the band into a burlesque act?" Jon's face 


contorted with pent-up giggles. 


"What the actual fuck, Cowboy?" Richie asked his husband, truly perplexed. "I've had the weirdest day, today, 


and I'm really not in the mood for your riddles right now." 


"Aww," Jon pouted in sympathy. "Did wifey have a bad day?" he chuckled, slipping his arms around Richie's 
waist. "What happened, baby?" he softened his words with a kiss. 


| started on that supplier paperwork," he said, indicating with his chin. "Then took Lia to the grocery store and 
Ma's. Oh, by the way, she wants us over for lunch or dinner this weekend. | have to hang some curtains that | 
took down for her today. Then filled the car with gas and came home. That's it, not much really. I'll get back to 
the paperwork tonight." 


"That's it?!" Jon queried, his eyebrows disappearing into his hair. "There was nothing else?" 


Richie frowned, thinking, as Sebastian and Lia came out from Lia's room. Seb was sucking on the lollipop as Lia 


had an armful of her toys. 
"Daddy!" Lia squealed and raced over to him, dropping toys and stopping to collect them again along the way. 


"Hey, Babygirl," Jon crooned, releasing Richie to scoop her up into his arms. "Have you been a good girl for 


Papa?" 

| went potty today!" she grinned. 

"You did?! Good job! You'll get a star for your chart tonight at bedtime," Jon replied. "And have you been 
playing with Papa?" he asked, taking one of the dollies from her arms and holding it up, peering between the doll 
and Richie before he turned away to the fridge. 

"Yeah!" she giggled. 

"Hey, Pop?" Sebastian came into the conversation. "How did Lia get a lollipop?" 

"The lady at the gas station gave them to her," Richie offered, closing the door once he'd pulled a bottle of 
wine from its depths. "And you shouldn't be having it before dinner, Monkey!" he growled lightly as he uncorked 


the wine. 


Sebastian snorted once around his lollipop before his belly laughs rang through the kitchen. Lia started giggling 
too as Jon bit his lip in a valiant attempt at holding his mirth in check. 


"Jesus Christ," Richie muttered. "I give up," he said, pouring himself a large glass and removing himself from 


the kitchen before he lost his cool. "You know, its been bad enough with strangers looking at me weirdly 


today," Jon lost his battle to contain his laughter with that comment, "but now to have you, my family, adding 
to it has just topped off my day. Thanks a bunch!" 


"Mookie..don't sit down just yet," Jon said, placing Lia on her feet and wiping his eyes. "Guys..you wanna take 
Papa into the bathroom. Maybe stand him in front of the mirror." 


"What?!" Richie sighed as the children raced to him, grabbing his wrists and dragging him into his bathroom, 
giggling all the way. 


"Close your eyes, Pops!" Sebastian said. 


It was about then that Richie had a wave of memory flood through him. "Lia." he growled, fearing a haircut 
similar to Barbie's that he didn't feel earlier. "What did you do?!" 


"Run, Babygirl," Jon chuckled as Richie strode purposefully to the mirror. Lia squeaked and ran, giggling, back 
through the house to her room. 


Richie looked at himself and had to brace against the vanity. His face was a kaleidoscope of colours. Pink, blue, 
yellow and green powder crisscrossed his cheeks, forehead and eyes. 


"Blue is not your colour, Mookie," Jon said, standing behind him and resting his chin on Richie's shoulder. "The 


pink, | like, though." 


Richie glared at his husband's reflection as the funny side started to seep through the outrage. It all made 


perfect sense now, except for his mother's betrayal. 

"You look like you kissed a clown, Pops," Sebastian laughed and Jon high-fived him. 

"| do, do 1?" Richie asked before grabbing Jon and kissing him soundly. "Well, | have now!" 
"Heyl" Jon exclaimed as Richie pushed him to one side. 

" LIA!" Richie growled and went in search of his giggling daughter. 


ae = See 
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September 1911 
Late Evening 
Athena Bass’ apartment 


Athena stepped out of the shower, towelling dry before scooping her hair into a dry towel to get the bulk of 
the moisture out. While she was cleaning her teeth and readying the different jars and bottles of lotions for 
applying before bed, Athena yelped in fright when there was a persistent pounding on the door and ringing of 
the doorbell. 


" Open up, you privileged little slut!" Athena could hear a man's voice yelling through her door." Tell me where 
that two-timing whore, Kimberley, is! I know she's in there with that brat that fell out of her!" 


"Fuck" Athena gasped as she rushed back into her bedroom, quickly threw some clothes on, and locked the 
bedroom door. "How the fuck did he get past the doorman?" Athena muttered aloud as she heard her front 
door being assaulted, bashed, kicked, rattled by Kimberley's deranged ex. 


‘Fucking bitch better not have put my name on that little bastards birth certificate! Shell rot in hell if she has! 
Open this fucking door, bitch!" 


Athena grabbed the intercom receiver that was on her nightstand and buzzed down to the doorman. As she 


waited for the call to connect, Athena's door continued to be battered and shaken. 

"Good evening, Ms Bass," a smooth male voice answered. "How can | help you this evening?" 

"Harry! There's someone at my door, trying to get in," she whispered. "Call the police, please." 

‘On it, Ms Bass. Don't move, I'll be up straight away," the pleasant tone left Harry's voice and became deadly 
serious. Harry was the building's regular Friday and Saturday nights‘ doorman due to his size and background. 
The intercom went dead in her hand. 

The reassuring presence of Harry and his cohorts were one of the reasons Athena moved not long after 
Kimberley's death. The other reason had been more personal. Athena found that she couldn't face the 


memories of Kim in happier times. 


Whichever way she turned, Kim's smiling face and warm, sweet body had haunted her, so she'd sold her 


smaller apartment and moved in hope of making a fresh start. 

‘Open this fucking door, bitch, or Im gonna kick it in! Are you fuckin’ each other now? Whats it like goin’ down on 
that bitch? Fucking mutf-divers! | know you got money, too. Im gonna take what's due to me! Ya hear that! Im 
gonna rp that brat straight off that redhead sluts tit. You'll never see it again until you pay for it." 


Athena could hear the sirens getting closer, down in the streets, as she grabbed her phone and dialled 


Tommy's number. 

"Pick up, pick up, pick up," Athena whispered desperately. 

"Theeny?! It's almost midnight!" Tommy answered. 

"He's here! He's trying to get in the door!" Athena whispered fearfully. 
"Who's there, sis?!" Tommy asked. His alarm was clearly evident in his voice. 
"Dan!" Athena said. 

‘Im leaving now," he said. "Have you called the police?" 


| called Harry. He's calling the police," Athena replied, feeling slightly calmer now that she'd spoken with her 
brother. "He said he's coming up, too. Should be here by now." 


‘Fuckin’ bitch called the cops?! Fucking CUNTS! Thats what you both ar- ARGH! Get off me! Aarrgh! You'll pay for 
this, sluts!" 


| think Harry and the police are here," Athena said, venturing out from the bedroom and hearing other voices 


before a scuffle broke out. 


‘lm in the car, sis," Tommy growled. "Stay put. Don't open the door until you're certain that fucking cocksucker 


is in police custody. I've got my keys but I'll let you know its me before | come in" 
"Okay," she said in a small voice, suddenly feeling shaky and emotional. "Tommy?! He wants Storm." 


"Fuck!" Tommy swore and Athena heard the roar of his car as he stepped on the gas. "I'll kill him first. He's 
not fucking laying a hand on my daughter." 


A hefty knock on the door drew Athena's attention. "Who is it?!" she yelled from the safety of her bedroom 


doorway. 
"Ms Bass, it's Harry. | have the police with me and they've got the intruder,” Harry explained through the door. 


| heard," Tommy said into her ear. "I'll stay on the line while you open the door. I'm about fifteen minutes 


away, sis." 


"Okay. If | forget to tell you..tharks, Tommy," Athena said as she walked to the door. Athena peeked through 
the security hole before turning the locks with trembling fingers. Harry, the doorman, was standing outside, his 
face a hard mask, and beside him, a uniformed officer. "Tommy, it's okay, I'll see you when you get here. Love 


you." Athena hung up without waiting for Tommy to respond. 
Athena pushed the door wider and looked up and down the hall. "Where is he?" 


"Ms Bass, he's been arrested and will be taken down to the station," the officer explained. "If you don't mind, | 
need to ask you a few questions about what happened tonight." 


Athena looked at Harry, who nodded in confirmation 

"And you are?" Athena asked. 

"My apologies, Ms Bass," the middle-aged officer, lowered his head in deference and removed his hat. "l'm 
Officer Walker. My partner and two backup officers have escorted the intruder down to the squad car for 
transportation to the station May | come in?" 


"I'll stay by the door, Ms Bass," Harry said. 


"Thank you, Harry. My brother should be here soon," she replied and Harry nodded in acknowledgment. Athena 


stepped aside for the officer to enter her apartment. "Please," she said to the officer, "Come in" 


"Thank you," he said, walking through the door to the well-appointed apartment. He withdrew his notebook from 
his pocket after tucking his cap beneath his arm. "May | start with your full name and date of birth, please?" 


"Athena Bass, December 8, 1964," she replied, reaching for a cigarette and lighting it, the pall of smoke released 
into the air. 


"Can you please tell me what happened here tonight?" 

"Umm.l'd just gotten out of the shower and | heard all this banging and yelling at my front door," Athena said. 
She shuddered a little at the memory, taking another deep draw on her cigarette as Officer Walker transcribed 
her words. 


"Did you know this person?" 


"Yes!" Athena said vehemently. "His name is Daniel McPherson. He's the ex-partner to my best friend. He's 


violent and abusive..and possibly still on drugs. Heroin mainly, sometimes ice too." 
"Do you know what he wanted?" Officer Walker asked. 


"Unfortunately, yes," Athena sighed. "Money. He did say he wanted his child but not for the baby's sake. He 


wants money for his drugs. I'm sure of it" 
‘Its his baby? Biologically?" he asked. 
"Yes." 


"Where is the child now?" 


"She's with me," Tommy's voice came from the front door as Harry stepped aside. "Well, techrically, she's at 


home with my partner.” 
"Tommy!" Athena exclaimed, rising from the sofa to be enveloped into her brother's arms 
"Are you okay, Theeny?" 

"lam now," she nodded. She sat back down and pulled Tommy down to sit beside her. 

"And you are?" Officer Walker asked 

"Thomas Lee Bass," he replied "Athena's brother.” 


"And you said the child is at your residence?" the policeman asked. "Why is that?" 


"Because she's ours now," Tommy said. "We legally adopted her." 

"You and your partner?" 

"Yes," Tommy nodded. 

"What is your partner's name?" 

"Nikki Sixx." 

"Is she your wife?" 

" Mister Nikki Sixx is my life mate and someday will be my husband!" 

Officer Walker's eyebrows twitched up into his hairline as he looked between the siblings. With an almost 
imperceptible shake of his head and a tap of his pen on the notebook, he continued, "And where is the child's 


mother?" 


"She's dead. Cancer," Athena replied succinctly. "Her ex denied his part in fathering the baby even though he 


was Kimberley's only sexual partner at that time." 


"He's fucking piece of scum," Tommy spat, jumping up from where he'd just sat down and started pacing. "He 
used to beat Kimberley, rape her, too, when she said dared to say no to him." 


"How do you know this?" 


"Kimberley called me one night after a particularly vicious beating," Athena said. "She'd just told him they were 


pregnant and the piece of shit accused her of sleeping around." 


"It wasn't the first time either!" Tommy added. "He'd beaten her on a previous occasion and Athena rescued 


her that time too." 
"Is this correct?" Officer Walker asked Athena for confirmation 


"Yes," Athena nodded. "He beat her then stormed out leaving her alone. | went and collected her and took her 
away, to my old apartment. | wanted her to report him to the police but she wouldn't. Then the next day she 


gave in to his phone pleas and went back home with him. It was a mistake, but | couldn't stop her." 


"Look, Officer," Athena said. "Dan wasn't always like that. | met him when they first started dating and he was 
loving and attentive. He was very charming. Probably too charming, now that | think of it," Athena sighed. She 
frowned as a memory tickled at her brain, "Kim did mention in passing one day, months later, that he'd been 


skipping his meds. | didn't think to ask what they were for and it was never mentioned again" 


"Hmm," he hummed and jotted down copious notes. "So what happened this second time?" 


"He threw her out! Literally," Athena snapped. "She had a huge patch of hair missing from hauling her through 
their apartment and out the door. He knew she was pregnant and he threw her out of her home with nothing." 


"And she didn't go back to him?" 
"No, thank God. And he didn't come after her and she certainly didn't go looking for him." Athena agreed. 
"Athena took Kimberley in to live with her until the cancer diagnosis," Tommy said, taking over the 


conversation. "Nikki and | took over Kimberley's care after that. We'd all become close and Kim asked us to 


adopt her daughter so that she knew Storm would be taken care of and not end up either in care or worse, in 


that fucker's hands" 

"And you said you adopted the child?" Walker asked. "H's all legal?" 
"Watertight," Tommy nodded. 

"What about other relatives?" 

"Only Susan Cooper, Kimberly's mother" 

"And she didn't want to adopt her grandchild?" 


"She felt that she couldn't,” Tommy explained. "She's also at high risk of the same ovarian cancer that killed 
Kimberley. She didn't want Storm to suffer the death of two parental figures.’ 


"The child is called Storm?" 

"Yes. Storm Kimberly Lee-Sixx. It was her mother's choice." 

"And Mr McPherson asked for Kimberley or the child?" 

"He spoke as though Kim was still here," Athena said. "Maybe he doesn't know she's dead." 

"Like what was he saying?" Tommy asked. "I was hoping he was gone for good, to be honest." 

"I can't remember specifically, something about ripping Storm away from Kimberley, that was one thing," 
Athena said. "Oh, and something about getting what he's due. I'm going to guess that he was planning on 


kidnapping Storm for ransom money." 


After almost an hour of more questioning, Officer Walker and his partner, who had been taking Harry's 
statement outside in the hall, took their leave. "We'll be in touch in regards to the ongoing investigation 


Unfortunately, he'll be released tomorrow once he's sobered up. He failed both alcohol and drug testing 
according to my partner. Um, Miss, if you have somewhere else to stay, | would suggest you do so for the 
time being. At least until his hearing." 


"Thank you, Officer," Athena mumbled. She was tired, from the lateness of the hour and the comedown from 
the shock and adrenaline. Harry had long since returned to his post downstairs in the lobby. It was almost two 
in the morning and all she wanted to do was sleep. She curled up on the couch as Tommy showed the others 


to the door. The policemen took their leave and Tommy closed the door behind them. 


"Go pack a bag, Theeny," her brother said, standing above her in front of the couch. "You can stay with us for 
a little while. Until this is all done with and that asshole is in jail." 


"| don't want to be a bother, Tommy,” she sighed. 


‘I'm not leaving without you, Athena," he exclaimed forcefully. "Now get your skinny ass off the couch and go 
pack a bag." 


"You always were a bossy fuck," she grumbled, curling into a tighter ball. "Go home, Tommy. Let me sleep!" Her 
eyes were drooping closed when she felt herself being scooped up by her brother and carried into her 
bedroom. "Put me down, you asshole." 


"You want me to put you down? Finel" he said, dropping her gently to the floor with a small Oof. 


"You coulda put me on the bed, assbutt," she pouted, rising to her feet and giving her brother a shove 


backward. 


"Coulda, shoulda..didn't," he said, crossing his arms and bracing his legs. "Now..are you gonna pack a bag or 


should | do it?" 
"Tommy..." 


"No, Theenal" he stopped her. "You're not staying here alone while that fucker is out there somewhere. Please?! 


Let me do what l'm supposed to do." 
"And what's that?" she huffed. 


"Keep you safe, Theeny," he said, his tone softening. He unlocked his arms and placed his hands on her 
shoulders. "You're my little sister and | love you. Besides, Mom would kick my ass if she found out that | left 
here without youl” 


Athena snorted in wry amusement, knowing what their mother was like and that that was exactly what she 


would do. Athena sighed and wrapped her arms around Tommy's waist. He did likewise, his arms around her 


shoulders, pulling her close. "| was scared, Tommy," she said in a small voice, choked with emotion, trembling 


with the shock of it all. 


‘lm sure you were, Theeny," Tommy crooned as he held her. "I'm sorry you had to go through that. To be 
honest, we thought he was gone for good. But since he's not.well, lets just say Nikki and | have discussed 
possible options." 


Athena frowned and pushed away from her brother. "What do you mean by options, Tommy?! You're not going 
to do anything stupid, are you?" 


"Us?! No," he said, falsely innocent. But Athena knew her brother well. He was hiding something. "Now, go pack a 
bag, sis. | want to go home. Nikki will be frantic. As you can see, | kinda left in a bit of a hurry" Tommy looked 
down at himself. Loose, ratty sweats that had seen better days, his leather jacket and sneakers without socks. 
"Is a good thing your doormen know me." 


"Thomas Lee Bass, stop changing the subject," she growled. 


"Theeny, the less you know, the safer it is for you," Tommy said, kissing her forehead. He turned her out of 
his arms and pushed her to the bedroom. "Trust me. Nikki and | are not and will not put ourselves in danger." 


Athena sighed, knowing that she would never get the full details from him. Retrieving her battered travel case 
from its spot just inside the door of her walk-in, Athena threw in a few clothing items before gathering her 
toiletries from the bathroom. If she forgot anything, she could purchase it. She was lucky that she could work 


from home too. 


"Tommy?" Athena called out as she zipped her case closed and slipped her feet into some sneakers. "Can you 


grab my briefcase and phore, please?" 

"On it," he replied. 

Athena went around, turning off the lights as Tommy waited for her patiently at the front door. 
"Okay," she sighed. "Let's go" 

eee 

** TRIGGER WARNING#* 

Two Days Earlier 


Dan POV 


Dan was standing outside his parked car, waiting for his dealer to arrive. He was barely hanging on; nausea 
rolled over him in waves, his skin itched as the drugs started to dissipate, leaving him hungry for more. Pacing 
up and down the sidewalk, he threw himself down on a bus seat while he waited. He groaned loudly and clutched 
his stomach as it clenched with wanting to empty itself of the nothing that was in it. A few passersby looked 


curiously at him. 
"What the fuck you lookin’ at?!" he growled. "Just fuck off and leave me in peace." 


Unable to keep still, Dan leapt from the seat and stalked the sidewalk again, past the car that had become his 


only possession 
Oh, how he'd fallen from grace..and it was all that redheaded bitch's fault. 


He had been working his way up through the ranks at the bank, his slight schizophrenia was under control with 
medication and he had a decent group of friends. Dan was out with that group one night when he saw 


Kimberley across the bar. 


Pretty red hair that fell around her shoulders, freckles that were borderline too much for such an attractive 
face and a ready smile that lit up the room as she and her companions enjoyed their night out. 


He flirted, catching her eye from across the bar and sent her a drink. He made his way through the crowd to 
her and, when Kim turned those pretty green eyes up to him, Dan was smitten. They talked for the rest of 
the night and exchanged numbers. 


In a blink of an eye, months had passed, filled with sweet kisses and hot-as-fuck sex. On Christmas Day, he 
had proposed to Kim and, shortly after, she had moved in with him. They were both happy and Dan had 
thought Kim was The One. 


Then things took an unexpected turn. One of Dan's work colleagues, a stunning brunette with massive tits and 


an attitude to match, cornered him after work one night when they were working late. 


"| got a little something," Francine purred as she sat on the edge of his desk, her skirt riding high up her 
stockinged thighs, "that will make the night go a lot faster." 


Dan sat transfixed as Francine slowly unbuttoned her uniform blouse, reached into her cleavage and pulled out 
a small baggie of white powder. The rest, as they say, was history. He and Francine carried on in a cliched 
office affair. The sex became hotter and the drugs became harder. 


And his mental health took the brunt of it, as he started swapping out his medications for drugs. 


Kim, he thought, had started to change on him. It seemed to him that she began to question everything he did, 


looking at him sometimes as though he'd grown an extra head and even recoiling from his touch. 


This was not what he planned when they had first got together. He thought that she was going to do 
everything she was supposed to do to keep him happy; maintain a clean house, look as pretty, well, as pretty 
as that sullen bitch could manage and give him whatever he wanted in bed, whenever he wanted it. 


Compared to Francine, Kim was just an alright lay, nothing special, but she did still give it over whenever he 
wanted it. He didn't always want to fuck her now since he had Francine to keep him happy but it kept her in 
fucking line..if he wasn't hard at the time, her struggling and protests usually got him over the line. 


It was also why he needed more and more of a little chemical help; just to make sleeping with her palatable. A 
little coke at first, then even that didn't help. So he went looking for something stronger. Then he found the 


love of his life. 
His golden-eyed girl.heroin 
He even tossed Francine aside for the love of this new mistress. 


It was hard to keep finding the money to keep her satisfied but luckily the bank he worked for didn't notice the 
bills that occasionally went missing. He was smart enough to keep the transactions small so that they could be 


explained away as incorrect change given or received. 


He even started taking control of Kimberley's money, only allowing her enough for groceries. The rest went to 
buy his next hit. Bills rarely got paid, Dan would always defer them, never bothering to make the scheduled 


payments on time. 


He should have known that Kim was sleeping around though; her cunt was loose and, obviously, so well-used he 


could barely touch the sides, which were often bone dry anyway. 


If she could sleep around, then so could he. And, by damn, he did. He fucked every willing bitch that opened 
their legs and cunts for him. He'd do a little blow or smack beforehand; not too much mind! Fuck, he didn't 


want to get a reputation for coke cock! 
Then Kim had to go and get fuckin’ pregnant by some other dick, like the street whore that she was. 


That fuckin’ bitch announced that she was pregnant as though Christ himself was making a reappearance. He 
couldn't stand to see that smiling bitch's face, knowing that she was sneering at him from behind that mask. 
So he slapped that smile right off her fuckin’ face. It was kinda fun watching her bounce off the walls the way 
she did. 


Then that interfering slut took Kim away. Twice! 
Athena Bass. The bitch looked down her nose at him from the first day they met. Flaunting her money in front 


of him. Damn, he'd like to teach that bitch a lesson even though he suspected she preferred women. That's 
probably why she took Kimberley with her. Hot snatch on tap. 


He hadn't wanted Athena to win, though. There was no way he was going to lose to a muff-diving bitch. So he 
attempted to sober up just enough to win Kimberley back after that first time, only to have it all thrown in 


his face when she told him she was pregnant. 


He didn't care about Kim after that. He went out on a binge with whatever cash he had, wiping his memory of 
two-timing and stuck-up wealthy bitches. Almost two years later, during a very short episode of sobriety, Dan 
had gone to Athena's apartment to try to woo Kim back again Fuck, if nothing else, he needed her back for her 
pay packet. But the bitch had moved and he had no idea where they'd moved to. 


Another wave of nausea washed over him causing him to stumble to the gutter. Breathing heavily, he spat the 
foul taste from his mouth and swiped his face with his jacket sleeve. 


Glancing down he saw a newspaper lying unwanted, blowing in the breeze. He wasn't going to give it another 
thought but as the page flickered sun the wind, he saw a familiar face. He snatched it from the gutter and 
opened it to the photo he saw. 


There she was; the entitled bitch that stole his fiance. 
Athena Bass was emblazoned across the front of the business section. 


Dan could feel his anger bubbling just under the surface as he read the article. Athena Bass, youngest ever 
female executive director of The Bass Family Trust which owned property development companies in a wide 
variety of sectors. He'd heard of some of the very successful subsidiary companies but wasn't aware that 


they could be traced back to her. 


As a plan started to form in Dan's head, he was shoulder knocked from behind. Dan spun on his heels, ready to 
pounce or defend but relaxed when he saw his dealer. He scrunched the paper under his jacket for safekeeping. 


"You're late," he growled as they walked back to Dan's car to do the deal in relative privacy. 
"Couldn't be helped,” the guy said. "Had a client gyp me out of payment. It had to be rectified" 


Fuck! Dan thought to himself, He's not gonna be in the mood fo do any late payment deals. His brain was just 


sober enough to start to formulate a plan. 


Dan unlocked his car and he and his dealer slipped inside. Looking casual enough to any passerby, as though it 
were two friends having a conversation, Dan's dealer said, "I got what you wanted," as he shook Dan's hand 
leaving the small baggie behind. Dan's fingers wrapped securely around it before he slid his hand into his 
pocket. "That's another one fifty you owe me, too, by the way." 


“Thanks, man," he muttered, leaning over in front of his dealer to open his glove box to retrieve the car's 


owners manual. Dan handed it over with a terse, "Page 315." 


The younger man flipped the pages, making it look as though they were discussing car repairs and found the 
flattened bills. He took them and silently counted them. "Where's the rest?!" he snarled, grabbing Dan's shirt in 
his fist. "You already owe me from the last two hits." 

"I know! | know." Dan placated him. "I've figured out a way to get all the money to you." 

"How?" the dealer asked, his voice low and menacing. 

Dan pulled the newspaper from his jacket and pointed to Athena's picture. “This bitch stashed my fiance 
somewhere after | threw her out for sleeping around and getting knocked up. I'm gonna get her back, and if | 


did the math right, her little bastard would be old enough to use as ransom material." 


A slow smile spread across his dealer's face, his eyes dark and glittery within his face. "In that case, I'll waive 


today's indiscretion until you can make full payment. You've got a week!" 


Full payment in a week.absolutely! No problem," Dan exclaimed, releasing a relieved breath. "Thanks, man. | 


appreciate it." 


"See that you don't fail, ya hear me?!" he growled, threw the manual at Dan's head and left the car, slamming 


the door behind him and stalking off down the street. 


"Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!" Dan yelled, slamming his fists onto the steering wheel, earning himself a few curious looks 
from pedestrians closest to him, before laying his head on it. "What the fuck have | done?!" he cried. 


He stayed like that until another wave of nausea and chills wracked his body. It spurred him into action, feeling 
the baggie in his pocket when he reached for his keys. 


He'd just take one hit to clear his head, he thought, then he'd plan out his moves to make Kimberley and 
Athena Bass pay for his downfall. 


~ Ke 


Let Us Prey 


Author's Notes: 
Well, here we are again.. 


| hope you've all had a nice week..and if it hasn't been so nice, | hope this will bring a little bright spot to it. 

| must admit | struggled hard mid-week but it's just the usual build-up to Christmas (oh, and living with 3 
males that don't give a toss, but that's a different story) - the expectation vs reality kind of stuff that gets 
me down into a funk every goddamn year! Why do we do this to ourselves?! 

Last year, | had my butt in gear and had all my gifts bought..this year, my Hashimoto's is kicking my butt and 
my energy levels are digging their way through to the other side of Earth. So if any of you see it.send it 


back, please?! | may be able to get some replies made ther! 


Anyway, back to the story..there's at least another three chapters to this book-within-a-book, so please, take 


a seat, settle in and open the next chapter. 
Enjoy! Love and hugs to you all. 
J 


Oh, and if I've got any of the techrical stuff in the second half of 


Let Us Prey 
Lee-Siox House 
Pre-Dawn 
Tommy POV 


Tommy glanced over at his sister, who, by the looks of it, was sleeping against the window, as he drove home 


through the quiet streets. 


He was used to driving at the time of the morning when the bars and clubs had spilled their patrons out onto 
the streets, the shift workers were either going home or starting and the early risers who were out doing 


whatever they needed to do. 


Tommy sighed and drew his eyes back to the road. He'd never been more scared in his life than he'd been 
when he'd heard his sister's scared plea for help. Actually, that was a lie. The only other time was when Nikki 


had run back to the East Coast. 


But tonight, he hadn't been sure what he was going to find when he arrived at Athena's apartment. He would 
forever be grateful that she moved to a more secure building, one of the Family Trust's own, that had a 


substantial nighttime security detail. 


His jaw flexed when he thought about what could have happened to his sister. Dan McPherson was a name 
that he'd never thought he'd hear again, to be honest. His blood had run cold when Athena told the police that 
he'd threatened her and Storm. 


No one was going to take his daughter or threaten his sister! 


He turned the corner into their street and, in the distance, could see their house was the only one with lights 
on in various rooms, which meant either Nikki had fallen asleep waiting for him or, more likely, that he was stil 


awake. 


Pulling into the drive, Tommy waited for the garage door to open before rolling the car inside, the door 


shutting automatically behind him. He scrubbed at his eyes and gently shook his sister awake. 


"Theeny..we're home," he murmured and, out of the corner of his eye, he saw the connecting door open wide 


to show Nikki, backlit by the lights inside the house, looking extremely worried. 


"Huh?!" Athena asked sleepily. She looked around, confused at first, inhaling a breath as she fought against 


unconsciousness, batting Tommy's hand away from her arm. 


Nikki had moved into the garage, lightly tapping the hood of the car on his way past. He opened Athena's door 
carefully and held his hand out to her. "Hey, Theeny," Nikki crooned as he helped her from the car. "You're 


safe now, sweetheart," he said and drew her into his arms. 
Tommy wearily pushed himself from behind the wheel and Nikki met his eyes over the space of the car, 


offering Tommy a small, sad smile as Athena quietly cried in his arms. His sister hadn't cried the whole time 


he'd been with her and Tommy knew that she had been holding it together until she felt safe. 


His lover and his sister had developed an unbreakable bond and Tommy was happy to know that she felt that 
Nikki meant safety. 


"C'mon, babe, let's get you inside," Nikki said, steering Athena around the car. Tommy retrieved her cases from 


the trunk before following them inside, closing and locking the connecting door. 
"Is Storm okay?" Tommy asked Nikki as he set Athena's stuff at the base of the stairs to be taken up later. 


Nikki had settled Athena down in the living room on his favourite chair and given her a glass of dark liquor. 


Nikki must have been ready for them. 


"Yeah, babe," Nikki nodded. "I checked on her not long ago. C'mere." Nikki motioned for him and Tommy slipped 
gratefully into his arms with a contented sigh. "You okay, baby?" Nikki asked softly. 


Tommy felt Nikki's breath against his neck and closed his eyes, grateful for the support as much as Athena 


had been. "Yeah. You wanna talk now or after some sleep?" Tommy asked. 


‘Ive already arranged cover for us to skip work tomorrow. | think we all need a day for family time," Nikki 


replied, loosening his hold on Tommy. "Go sit and I'll pour us a drink too." 


"Kay," Tommy nodded and moved into the living room. He flopped down on the sofa opposite Athena, scrubbed 
his face with his hands and finally felt like he could relax a little. "How you doing, sis?" 


"Tired. Shaky," she replied. "But I'll be okay. think” 
Nikki came in, handed Tommy a glass and sat down beside him. "So what happened?" he asked. "| mean.. Tommy, 


you just up and left, babe. You need to work on your post-coital exits," he chuckled, reaching out to tousle 


Tommy's hair. 
"Oh god," Athena gasped softly. "I didn't, did 1?" 


"You didn't question the way | was dressed, sis?" Tommy chuckled, looking down at himself and then to Nikki 


who was similarly attired; lounge pants and a plaid button-up shirt, worn open, exposing his torso. 
"I kinda had other shit to worry about, assbutt," she complained, pulling a face at him. 


‘Can you two stop squabbling for a minute and tell me what happened?" Nikki groaned, tugging on Tommy's hair 
sharply. "You didn’t give me a lot to go on in the short text messages you sent" 


"It was Dan, Kim's ex," Athena replied. 

Tommy felt the tension roll through Nikki as much as it did for him when Athena first called. 

"What the fuck?!" Nikki spat, almost jumping out of his seat. "And you didn't think to tell me this until now?!" 
Tommy reached for him, quietening him. Nikki's head swivelled his way and Tommy saw the fire in his eyes. He 


shook his head at Nikki and tugged him back against him. 


"He came looking for Kim," his sister continued. "And threatened me and Storm. He obviously doesn't know Kim 


is gone." 


So..did the cops get him? What's happening there?" Nikki peppered the siblings with questions. "Has he been 
charged?" 


"Slow down, babe," Tommy soothed. "Yeah, the cops got him not long before | got there. Harry was guarding 
Theeny's door while she was being interviewed and that motherfucker was being dragged down to the station 


"Harry was a godsend," Athena nodded. "I called him first and he called the police.” 

Tommy gave Nikki a meaningful look at the mention of the doorman. 

Harry had come into employment at Athena's apartment building not long after she moved in. He'd come highly 
recommended through one of Nikki's East Coast contacts. He was ex-military looking for a change of lifestyle 
after being honourably discharged. As Harry had easily settled in, he spread the word and helped a few other 
buddies who were looking for a quieter life but still with the element of a little action now and again, into 
similar jobs. 


"Okay," Nikki nodded, satisfied with the explanation. "So what's the next step?" 


"Uh..the police officer said that..." Athena yawned. "Sorry.he said that Dan will go before the sitting judge 
tomorrow, um more like today now, to be charged and set bail. | guess how quickly he can get out will depend 


on that." 


"Then the first thing," Nikki said, suddenly fired up, "is that we ring the lawyers and get restraining orders. For 


all of us, especially Storm." 


"Officer Walker said he would keep in touch with what is happening with Dan," Athena added. "You know, when 
he's released and what charges have been laid. He was very helpful." 


"Right now, sis," Tommy said, "you should go to bed. You look done-in" 

"I am," she nodded. "This isn't helping either," she held up the glass, "but I'm grateful you insisted, Nikki. It 
might help me sleep a little." She placed the glass on the side table and rose from the seat. Athena stretched 
long and hard before collecting the glass again. "I'm gonna go to bed I'll use Kim's room. | think | need to feel 
her around me tonight" 


"Do you want a hand with your case?" Tommy asked. 


"I'll be fine," she replied, leaning over to kiss him and Nikki goodnight. "You should both get some sleep, too, 
before Storm wakes up." 


"She didn't go down until late," Tommy said. 


"Then she woke when you left," Nikki added. "All your stomping down the stairs and yelling into the phone..she 
woke up crying and it took a little while to resettle her. She should sleep late.” 


‘I'm sorry," the siblings said simultaneously, causing them all to pause, blinking at each other. 


"Loveable idiots," Nikki grumbled as a smile tugged at his mouth. "Get to bed, Theeny, then you won't be acting 


like your brother so much." 
"Goodnight, boys," she said. "Or whatever fucking time of day it is," she muttered as she left the living room. 


Tommy felt himself being tugged into Nikki's arms, strong bands that held him tight, as he whispered into 
Tommy's hair. "That piece of fuck is dead meat." 


"I know what you wanna do," Tommy said. "But just.just hold off for a bit, Nik Let's see if he makes bail first, 
huh?" 


"| don't trust him, Tom," Nikki snarled. 


"I know. Neither do |," Tommy sighed, playing with Nikki's hair. "But | don't wanna lose you either if what you've 


set in place goes wrong." 


"You won't lose mel” Nikki said, vehemently. "They owe me a favour or two. | did my job above and beyond 


what they expected. | know that. They know that." 


Tommy let out a frustrated breath. When Nikki was being stubborn, Tommy knew there was no persuading 
him. 


"Don't fret so much, Tom," Nikki said, softly. "I can see those cogs turning, baby." 

"| can't help it, Nik," he growled, biting down on the terror that was threatening as Nikki peppered him with 
soft kisses. He allowed himself to be distracted from his dark thoughts with Nikki's kisses and murmurs that 
everything will be fine. 

After a magical while, when Tommy felt calmer, he rested his head on Nikki's shoulder and linked their hands 
together. Something pricked at Tommy, something that Athena had said before retiring to bed "Do you think 
they were lovers?" he asked Nikki. 

"Who?" Nikki replied, bringing Tommy's hand to his mouth and kissing his fingers. 

"Thena and Kim," he said. "Just. dunno.just what ‘Thena said, that she wanted to feel Kim around her tonight." 
"Maybe, babe," Nikki said around a yawn. "I think we would have seen evidence of it before Kim died” 


"True," Tommy mumbled, his yawn triggered by Nikki's. "Maybe it was one-sided." 


"And maybe we should go to bed, huh?" Nikki said. He pulled himself from behind Tommy and stood, holding his 


hand out. "I figure we can get about two hours in before Stormy wakes." 


Tommy allowed himself to be pulled up. He stretched hard and, as Athena had done, reached for the empty 
glasses. "Go up to bed, babe. I'll finish up down here." He held the glasses aloft and walked toward the kitchen. 


"Don't be too long, my Tommy," Nikki said and shuffled off to the stairs. 


He rinsed the glasses and, on the spur of the moment, grabbed one of Storms’ premade bottles of formula 
from the fridge to take upstairs. If she woke sooner than Nikki expected, then they wouldn't have to make the 


trek downstairs. 


Tommy needed to feel his baby girl close right now and, with the last of his energy, took the stairs two at a 
time after he extinguished the last of the lights. He heard Nikki in their room but instead of turning toward 


the sound of his lover, Tommy turned the other way and into Storm's bedroom. 


Sneaking in soundlessly, a new skill he'd learned since she came into their lives, Tommy stood beside her crib, 
taking his fill with his eyes. Her dark red hair lying in stark contrast against the white of the sheet, her hands, 
curled into little fists, lay beside her head. Tommy knew in his heart that she was going to be a fighter, just 


like her mom and dads. 


Tommy, on a spur of the moment thought, tucked the baby bottle into the pocket of his sweats and very 
gently scooped Storm from the crib and up to his shoulder. She startled a little but Tommy murmured softly 
to her and Storm settled sleepily again. Tommy padded from Storm's room, down the hall to the master 


bedroom. 


He closed the door behind him. Should Storm wake before they did, then she wouldn't be able to escape from 


their room. 

"What are you doing?" Nikki whispered as Tommy knelt on the bed and settled Storm between Nikki and himself. 
"Tell me you didn't want to do the same," he replied before placing Storm's bottle in their bathroom and finally 
climbing into bed. Tommy reached out and turned off his light and settled down on his side as Nikki had done, 
with their daughter safely between them. 


‘Is gonna be okay, right?!" he whispered to Nikki over Storm's sleeping form. 


"He's never gonna touch us, babe," Nikki replied, shifting carefully so as not to disturb Storm, to kiss Tommy. 
"Get some sleep before we hit the phones to the lawyers. | love you, baby." 


Nikki laid back down and Tommy reached out with his feet to tangle his legs with Nikki's as sleep beckoned to 


him. 


~ Ke 


Lost Hills Sheriff's Station 


Next Day 


"McPherson! You're up." 


Dan had been arrested for making threats against Athena and, in the attempt to get him downstairs to the 
squad car, Dan had fought the two officers that held him, earning him more charges of resisting arrest and 


grievous bodily harm. 


Fighting against the arresting officers didn't go so well for Dan. Their subsequent handling of him became a lot 
rougher with his arms being wrenched painfully behind his back, being slammed against the footpath when he 
struggled. He was shoved into a cell filled with others that had been pulled off the street for various crimes 
overnight. The detritus of polite society's darker underbelly all congregated in a small jail cell was not conducive 


to sleep let alone coming down from a high. 


Dan had paced, along with similarly dope sick individuals, until his body finally gave in and fell into a small spot 


against a wall. He either passed out or managed to doze, fitfully, until he heard his name being called. 
"Hey! McPherson. Get your lazy ass up," the officer yelled again. 


Dan opened his eyes to see everyone looking at him. He snarled at them but pushed himself from the floor 
shakily. He stood at the end of the short line of detainees, ready to be escorted to the small courtroom for 


their hearings, as cuffs at his ankles and wrists were clicked into place. 


He had no idea what the time was as he'd been high for most of the time then locked in the cell with no 
windows or clocks. The trek through the corridor to the courtroom, nor the courtroom itself, offered any 


clues to the time of day either. 


One by one, defendants were brought before the judge and the charges, trial dates and bail conditions were 


dispensed with quickly. 


Dan's name and case file number were read out and the escorting officer gripped him by the upper arm and 
manhandled him to stand before the judge. 


"Mr McPherson," the judge said, "you were arrested for making threats against." he looked at the paperwork 
in front of him, "a Ms Athena Bass, a Ms Kimberley Cooper, deceased, and an infant of Ms Cooper's. How do 
you plead?" 


Dan looked up sharply at the judge, hearing that Kimberley was dead. Fuck, well that changed his plan 
significantly. The cogs turned quickly in his almost-sober brain. If he couldn't get Kimberley, then he'd take that 
bastard kid. 


"How do you plead?!" the judge prodded and the escorting officer standing behind him, dug a finger painfully into 
his back, right above his kidneys. 


"Not guilty, Your Honour," Dan said. 
"Your reason?" 


| was only trying to get my kid back, Your Honour," Dan replied. "My ex, Kim, disappeared with it and | want it 
back." 


"It? You don't know the sex of your own child?" 


"No, sir," Dan said, trying to look as pathetically sad as he could. "Kim and |..we broke up before | knew she was 


pregnant." 
"Hmm," the judge hummed, considering the information. 


| want custody, Your Honour," Dan continued. "I'd only just found out about the kid so | was somewhat upset 


that | hadn't been told." 
"Do you have a lawyer, Mr McPherson?" 
"No, Your Honour," he said. "I've.l've recently changed jobs. Money has gone toward relocation 


lm granting you a court-appointed lawyer, recording a misdemeanour against your name and bail set at 
$1000. If you cannot meet bail, you will stay in custody for a further forty-eight hours," the judge said, 
making notes in his file. "You can discuss custody issues with the lawyer when they meet with you. | don't 
want to see you back here again. Case dismissed" The gavel sounded and Dan breathed a sigh of relief. 


Dan knew he wouldn't be able to meet bail and there was no way he was calling his parents, who lived three 
states away, to post bail for him. It didn't matter that he'd spend the next couple of days incarcerated; it 
would give him time to sober up to make a better impression on his lawyer and try to convince them that he 


wanted the squalling brat. 


He hadn't thought too far ahead with what he was going to do with it though. Knowing how close Athena and 
that rich bitch had been, he was certain that he'd be offering it back to her, at a bargain price that he was 


yet to calculate. If she wouldn't pay for it, then he was sure he'd be able to find someone else who would 


The next few hours passed in a blur as he was transported and processed into the jail system, issued prison 


clothes and led to a cell only to be escorted to a meeting cell an hour later to meet with his lawyer. 


Dan shuffled into the room where a young man, a similar age to himself, was waiting for him with a stack of 


folders beside him. A fresh out of college probationary lawyer. Good, Dan thought, he should be easy enough 


to manipulate into doing what he needed doing. 
The meeting took a little over an hour as Dan did his best to convince the young-looking man that he was a 


simply distraught father who was done wrong by his now-deceased girlfriend and who just wanted to be with 
his child. 


"This will take me a few days to contact any guardians of the child and arrange a meeting," his lawyer 
explained. "In the meantime, you'll need to be able to show the court that you have a stable household and 


income to be able to take the child to. You said you're living out of your car at the moment?" 


"Yeah, but that is only temporary," Dan said, quickly thinking on his feet. "There was a mix-up with my lease. 
When l'm out of here, I'll sort that out and call you with the address." 


"And your job?" His lawyer eyed Dan somewhat skeptically. 


"Also, just a mix-up," Dan said as confidently as he could. "It'll all be sorted by the time | contact you. | just 
gotta get outta this place." 


"Yeah, well you have 48 hours to serve since you couldn't make bail’ 


"Understood," Dan said, nodding, and with that, the meeting was over and Dan was led back to his cell to wait 


out his time and plan everything out meticulously. 

The next time Dan heard from his lawyer was at his release, two days later. 

"I've managed to track down the guardians of your daughter." 

‘It's a girl?!" Dan exclaimed, trying to sound pleased. Another bitch set upon the world, he thought. 

"Yes," his lawyer said. "Storm Kimberley Cooper..now Lee-Sixx. We might have a fight on our hands seeking 
custody though. Kimberley signed off on full adoption by a Mr Thomas Lee Bass and a Mr Nikki Sixx before 


she passed away.” 


"Who the fuck are those faggots and what are they doing with my d-daughter?" It galled Dan to call Kim's 
little bastard his daughter. 


"Thomas Bass is Athena's brother and Nikki Sixx is his partner,” his lawyer read from the file in his hand. "Kim 


was living with them at the time of Storm's birth and on her passing not long afterwards." 


“They're not having my daughter," Dan growled. "| want what's mine." Yeah, he wanted her..there were a whole 
lot of childless couples in the world that would pay handsomely for a child He'd be able to name his price. He 
just needed an extension to pay his debt off. A week simply wasn't enough and he'd already lost two days in 
the slammer. 


"Okay, I'll set up a meeting with their lawyer," the other man said. "Say this time next week?" 


"Nol It's got to be this week!" Dan exclaimed, grabbing the lawyer by the arm. Seeing the glitter in the other 
man's eyes, Dan relaxed his grip, smoothing out the fabric and said, "| mean.! haven't seen my daughter at all. 


I'm anxious to..get to hold her." 


"Well.'ll see what | can do then," his attorney said, his voice slightly louder than normal. "Right now," he 
lowered his voice, "you're being watched very carefully so | would recommend you step away from me and 
wait until we get outside to talk. | have a feeling you're not exactly the distraught father you want them to 


believe you are..are you?!" 


Dan gave his attorney an assessing look before saying curtly, "Maybe." He grabbed the remainder of his 
belongings from the charge desk and walked outside with the other man. 


Once they were safely out of the prison gates, his lawyer asked, "Do you need a ride? | think they impounded 


your car." 
"Fuck!" Dan groaned. 
"Get in," the other man said. "You can talk to me on the way to the impound lot" 


“Thanks, man," Dan nodded and opened the door. At this stage, he didn't have a choice but to trust this man to 
a certain extent. His gut was warning him of something but he forced himself to ignore it..for now, at least. 
Dan closed the door behind him and the locks automatically engaged into place. He tried to open them but they 
wouldn't budge. 


Fuck! 


"So," the attorney said, "why don't you tell me why you really want this child so badly? You've not shown any 
interest in her before and the fact that you're living out of your car kind of leads me to think that you've got 
plans.other than playing happy families. But before you tell me anything, be warned," the man's tone seemed to 
become even more menacing, if that was possible, "if this has got anything to do with pedophilia, then H/ gut 


you right now and dispose of you where you won't be found for a long, /ong time." 


Dan studied the man with different eyes now. What he thought was a college boy, freshly minted and given the 


most menial of clients, had turned into a hard-faced, intimidating threat. 
"How do | know | can trust you?" Dan asked, warily. 


"You don't," came the reply, with an apparently casual shrug. "But, right now, I'm all you've got standing 


between you..and your dealer." 


A blanket of silence descended in the car, surprise turning Dan temporarily mute. 


Weighing up his rather limited options, Dan nodded. "| don't want no fuckin’ kid.but | want the money it can 


make." 
"Explain" 


"There's gotta be thousands of couples that want a kid, right?!" Dan explained. "And | know underground deals 


are happening so..." 
"So?" the driver said. 


"So..." Dan continued, condescension tainting his voice. "You get me custody, | sell it off to the highest bidding 
couple on the black market and | give you a thirty percent cut of the proceeds." 


"Fifty percent," the attorney countered without hesitation 


"Thirty-five," Dan growled. He didn't want to lose any more than he had to but something was better than 


nothing which is what he was looking at, possibly worse, if he couldn't secure custody first. 


"Forty-five and my final offer," the other man said with a snarl, his jaw popping. "Coz the way | see it, without 


my help you've got no chance." 


Dan seethed but had to acknowledge that the other man had him by the balls when a thought occurred to 
him. "I'll agree to that," he said, "if you spot me enough to get my car and accommodation, long enough to 


appease whoever it needs to be okayed by." 


The driver glanced over at Dan then back to the road. "Deal," he said. "But know this..it won't end pretty for 
you if you renege on your word. | know where to find you, | know how to find you, should you fail to keep your 


end of the bargain, capisce?!" 


‘| get it," Dan grumbled. Silence fell over the interior of the car. "You know. don't even know your name," he 


continued after a short while. 
"You don't need to," the driver said. "Just call me Mac if you have to." 


Within a couple of hours, Dan had a cheap, reasonably clean hotel room for the month and his car out of the 
impound lot, all paid for by Mac. It didn't sit comfortably with Dan that he was beholden to his attorney but 
he knew he had no choice. He had to put up a good front for the courts to at least have a chance in getting 
his hands on the welp. Mac had also given strict instructions as to what to do next, who to contact and more 


importantly, who not to contact until all the necessary meetings had been arranged. 


"IIl be in touch within 24-hours," Mac said. "I suggest you clean yourself up and stay sober. I'm going to try 


and arrange that meeting for tomorrow." 


Closing the door firmly behind his attorney, Dan flopped on the bed, kicking off his shoes. He'd shower the 
grime and stench of the jail off soon. But for now, he wanted to catch up on the sleep he hadn't gotten over 
the past two nights. Rearranging the pillows, Dan folded his arms behind his head and stared at the ceiling as 
he pictured himself rolling around in piles of cash from the sale of Kimberley's brat. He fell asleep within 
minutes. 


~ Ke 


Fight For Your Rights 
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Fight For Your Rights 


Next Day 
Nikki POV 
The unexpected call from their lawyer came early that day. 


"They've called an out-of-court hearing for this afternoon," Brad Gordon said. Brad was one of the lawyers 
retained by the Bass Family Trust after he had been the one to successfully handle Storm's adoption 
"McPherson is filing for full custody, claiming that Storm is his and that he wasn't made aware of the child” 


"That's fuckin’ bullshit!" Tommy spat. "Kim told us that she told McPherson straight out. That's when he beat 


the ever-lovin' shit out of her and threw her out." 


Nikki laid his hand on Tommy's back hoping to soothe him even though Nikki felt like they were both about to 
explode. He knew he should have given the go-ahead to his contacts yesterday, or even the night that 
cocksucker was at ‘Theno's place. He looked at the siblings that were his family and he knew he had to protect 
them both as much as he had to protect his daughter. 


Ever since Kimberley had told them, over time, of the abuse that McPherson had doled out while she'd been dating 
him, Nikki had been trying to come up with a way to keep his family, especially his soon-to-be-born daughter, safe 
from the hands of that motherfucker. 


Even though they'd retained Brad Gordon, an adoption lawyer and one of the best in the city, Niki still didnt trust 
a piece of paper to keep the baby safe. 


As the new life within Kimberley’s belly grew, and the insidious cancer was steadily extinguishing her own life, Nkki 
had grown to love them both He also recognised the fact that Kim, unfortunately, would soon be safe from 
McPherson when she finally lost the battle. They all realised that Kim's fight for life against the cancer was no 
longer one for survival but one to ensure the longest possible time with her daughter. And Nikki wanted to make 


sure that what time she won was as stress-free as possible. 


He'd stumbled on a plan one night at the club as he idly watched a deal go down Neither were regulars and werent 
aware that they had the club owners eyes on them. It wasn't the slickest of deals, Nkki thought slowly wandering 
through the crowd, working his way over to them, as they drew too much attention fo themselves by constantly 
checking over their shoulders but it did give him the germ of an idea. Nkki caught the eye of Chuck, his doorman, 
who nodded and left his station to provide backup should Nikki need it 


"Gentlemen," Nikki said, grasping them both by their necks, digging his fingers into pressure points painfully, 
effectively immobilising them. "F you think Im going to let a sloppy deal go down in my club without permission, 

then youre sorely mistaken." Once Chuck had moved his bulk in behind the buyer, Nikki relaxed his grip on him. "Hand 
it over," he said, and by the way the smaller mans eyes flew wide open, Nkki assumed that Chuck had just 
pressed the end of his torch into the man's back, making it feel as though he was being held at gunpoint. 


The badly wrapped foil square was placed in his palm and Nikki easily opened it one-handed. Nikki brought it fo his 
mouth and touched his tongue to the off-white powder. It was rough, cut with too much other shit to give the 
discerning buyer a decent buzz but for an amateur lke the one Chuck had under control, hed probably cum in his 
pants at the first hit 


He hutfed an amused laugh and squeezed the dealer's neck harder, turning his glittering stare on the creature. "You 
think you can sell that pathetic shit in here, youre dead wrong," Nkki snarled, pushing the foil packet into the man's 
shirt pocket, not concerned that half of it tipped out over the mans shirt "Chuck, escort these two to the door 
and place them on the permanently banned lst." 


"Yes, sir," Chuck said, indicating to one of his team. The men were escorted to the door, as Nikki rubbed his hands 
together hoping to remove the strangers’ germs from them. He watched Chuck and his team take polaroids of the 
two and throw them, none too gently, out onto the street 


Once they had been dealt with, Nkki stalked back to his office, stopping to wash his hands and rinse his mouth of 
the taste. He stared at himself in the bathroom mirror, thinking of the purity of the coke he used fo buy 
compared to that guy's shit. 


Hs eyes went wide as all the pieces tumbled into place for him. Hs mouth slid into a slow smile as each detail 
became clearer and clearer. Kim had said that McPherson was an addict and Nikki had the contacts.well, he had 


contacts back East He was sure they would have their contacts over here. 


With a slap of his palms against the edge of the washbasin, Nkki left the bathroom. Keying the code to his office, 
he rushed around to find as much loose change as possible, even swapping out a note for quarters from one of the 
cash floats from the bar. Weighted down with coins, Nikki grabbed his jacket and closed his office door behind him. 
He pushed through the crowded bar again, but this time with a purpose. 


"Chuck!" he called to his doorman after spilling out through the front door. "Hl be back as soon as | can Keep an 
eye on Things." 


“Sure, boss," Chuck replied, giving Nikki the thumbs up. 


Nikki took off in what was a combination of a brisk walk and a jog, to a phone booth a couple of blocks away. He 
didn’t want to risk using one too close to the club. Checking around him first, Nkki grabbed the receiver and loaded 
the payphone with quarters before dialling a number he hadn't used for quite some time. Tapping his foot 
impatiently, Nikki waited for the call to connect. 


"Hello?" 


‘Its me. Im calling in that favour." 


Athena was nursing Storm, trying to keep her occupied and happy, calm in the face of her father's outburst, 
while he and Tommy huddled around the house phone, Brad's voice coming from the speaker as he said, "Here's 
what | want you all to do. You all need to calm down and get your heads in the game. Thankfully, it's just a 


round table meeting first off to see if we can come to some kind of agreement-." 
"We're not fuckin’ agreeing on anything, Brad," Nikki growled. "He's not laying as much as a glance on Storm." 


"| know that, Nikki," Brad returned. "But we have to follow the process. You're not going to lose Storm. Your 
adoption papers are water-tight. I've got a bad feeling about him, to be honest, so | want to throw everything 


we have at this case." 


"Do it," Athena said. "Dig up whatever dirt you need to dig up. Spare no expense, Brad. You have my 
authorisation to do so. Whatever cases you're on at the moment, pass them off to one of the others until 


this is done." 
"I seem to remember Kimberley mentioning a neighbour?" the lawyer continued. "It would be advantageous if 
we could find her and get her to, at the very least, submit an affidavit to explain what happened that night. Or 


any previous times." 


"She would know me," Athena said. "I collected Kim from her place that night. I'll go around there as soon as 


we're done here." 


"You're not going alone, sis," Tommy snapped. "He found you once, | don't want him coming after you again” 


"And | don't want to send the heavies into a sweet, elderly lady's home, Tommy," Athena countered. 
"Then, we'll come with you," Tommy shrugged, looking to Nikki for confirmation. 


"What about Storm, love," Nikki said, gently. "We can't take her either." Nikki needed time alone. He had a phone 
call to make so that all of this just.disappeared. "What if you take ‘Theeny to the old lady's place and I'll look 


after Storm. I'll take her to your mom's for a visit." 


"If you don't need me any longer..2" Brad said, reminding Nikki that their lawyer was still on the phone. "I'll see 
you this afternoon at the courthouse, meeting room 203. Got that?! We need to put on a united and calm 
front for the judge, so do whatever you need to do before then to make that happen. Understand?!" 


"Loud and clear, Brad," Athena said, jiggling Storm on her hip before handing her to Nikki. "I'll make sure these 
two look presentable too." 


"Now, that | can't wait to see," Brad chuckled over the line before he said his final goodbyes. 


The three adults were lost in their thoughts as Storm started to protest about the lack of attention being 
paid to her. Nikki tickled his daughter and was rewarded with her tinkly laugh which helped ease his soul. He 
knew what he was about to do was the right thing. 


"Hey, Stormy,” Nikki cooed. "You wanna go see YiaYia? Dad and Aunty Theena have an errand to run and 
Daddy's got a phone call to make. So | need you to be a good girl for YiaYia while I'm gone." He jiggled Storm as 
he made for the stairs. "Let's go get ready, huh?" 


"That phone call, babe?" Tommy perked up, looking at him curiously from the other room. 


Damn it! Nikki hadn't meant to say that last part out loud. Nikki, stopped, buried his face into Storm's neck, 


tickling her with his unshaven face. "Don't worry about it, Tommy,” Nikki mumbled from Storm's neck. 
Nikki heard Tommy walk closer as he questioned Nikki again. "Nik?! What are-?" 


Nikki spun around to confront Tommy, shifting Storm to his hip. “Baby.please," he said, cupping his partner's 
face lovingly. "If you don't ask questions, my love, then you can tell no lies." He pulled Tommy closer and laid a 
tender kiss on his mouth. "I love you," he whispered, swiping his thumb over Tommy's bottom lip. "Just trust 


me on this, please?!" 


"Nikkil" his lover pleaded softly and Nikki silenced him with another kiss as Storm tried to push her way 
between them both. 


Nikki turned to Athena as Tommy gripped his wrist and said, "Theeny, I'll take your spare apartment keys and 


leave your mother and Storm at your place. Tommy can drop you there after you've gone to talk to the old 


neighbour. I'll be the safest spot for you all since we know that that fucker will be at the courthouse with us 


this afternoon." 


"Tom, babe," Nikki said, remembering they had Susan, Kimberley's mother, attending the hearing as Kim's 
advocate, "can you ring Susan and fill her in on the details and what time we'll pick her up on the way to the 
courthouse." Feeling a sense of purpose, Nikki kissed Tommy soundly once more and slipped from his grasp. 
‘C'mon Stormy.lets get ready to go out, Babygirl," he said, taking the stairs two at a time, leaving Tommy and 
Athena staring after him. 


A short while later, Nikki pulled his truck up alongside a phone booth. Storm was sleeping peacefully and Nikki 
knew he wouldn't be more than two minutes out of the car. He cracked the windows a fraction and locked the 
doors behind him. He checked around before slipping into the booth, his eyes never leaving his truck other than 
to dial the number that he'd kept in his office desk since that night at the bar. 


The call connected and was answered with a deep voice, "Baxter's End" 
"It's time," Nikki said and hung up and hurried back to the truck. 


Starting the engine, Nikki pushed the cigarette lighter in and waited for it to pop out. He opened the door and 
set the end of the paper against the red-hot coil, letting it drop to the asphalt below. He made sure there was 
nothing left other than ash and made doubly sure it was gone with a swift kick with the heel of his boot. 


Closing the door as quietly as possible, Nikki put his truck into gear and turned into the traffic to drive back 
to the other side of town to Voula's. He was covering his tracks as much as possible and with his plan, there 
was going to be nothing to trace anything back to him. 


McPherson was going to succumb to a deadly dose of pure, uncut heroinjust like the greedy, dirty street dog 
deserved..and no one would think anything of it. Just another dead junkie who misjudged his tolerance. 


By the time Nikki had pulled into the driveway at Voula's place, he was sweating and shaking from his 
conscience pricking at him. He took a moment before exiting the vehicle. Storm had just woken up and was stil 
groggy so he had a little time before she became impatient with sitting still, especially if YiaYia had treats for 


her. 


"Oh, god. Oh, god. What the fuck have | done? Oh, fuck..." he whispered to himself. He'd just condemned a man 
to death. He felt sick to his stomach and had to hold back the urge to empty the contents of it. "I had to do it! 
Of course, | had to do it!" 


God! Forgive me..please?! Nikki sent up a silent plea to a sentient being that he didn't even know if he believed 


in. 


"No one's gonna take you from us, Stormy Skies," Nikki growled and swiped away the tears that had mingled 


with his nervous sweat. 


"Daddy!" his daughter responded. 


Nikki turned in his seat to see Storm pointing out of the window toward the house. "YiaYial" she squealed. Voula 
had spied Nikkits truck out of the window and had come out to meet them. 


Nikki exhaled deeply and put on a happy face as he opened the door, greeting Tommy's mother warmly. "Voula! 
Looking beautiful today as always," he said, opening Storm's door before enveloping the closest person he's had 
to a mother into his arms. 


"Flatterer..but thank you, Nikki," Voula chuckled, hugging him fiercely. "What brings you here today? Come. 


Come. Don't leave my granddaughter in the car." 


"Well," Nikki said, unbuckling Storm and hoisting her to his hip and grabbing her diaper bag from the footwell 
before closing the door. He set Storm on her feet, who immediately toddled to her grandmother as Voula held 
her arms out to her. "There's been a slight change to the day. Let's go inside and I'll explain" 


‘Oh?! That doesn't sound positive," Voula tutted. "YiaYia made some kourabiedes. Would you like one, Stormy?" 
"Oooh," Storm replied and smacked her lips making the adults chuckle. 


Nikki followed Tommy's mother and his daughter inside and, with a quick scan of the neighbourhood, closed the 
door and locked it behind him. The smell of freshly baked butter cookies and strong coffee comforted him and 


also made his mouth water. 


"Sit, Nikki. | can see something is troubling you," the older woman said, pointing to a kitchen chair and he did as 
instructed. Nikki sighed and listened as Voula fussed around Storm at the same time as making him a coffee. 


It wasn't the first time that he'd wished his mother had been more like Voula and not the way she was. A 
plate of the powdered sugar-coated treats was placed on the table and a steaming cup of strong Greek coffee 
appeared in front of him before Voula sat down with her cup, scooping Storm into her lap and giving her a 
treat. Once her granddaughter was occupied, Voula reached for Nikki's hand and gripped it strongly, deceptive 
for such a small woman, "Now you talk to me, Nikki, dear. No.what do they call it? Bullshit?! None of that, you 


hear me?" 

Nikki smiled at the rare use of profanity and the way Voula had slipped into a slight Greek accent. 
"McPherson's lawyer called a special hearing for this afternoon," Nikki said, drawing comfort from the small 
hand on his. "He wants custody of Storm." 


"He's not getting her!" Voula gasped, tightening her hold on Storm. "What are you doing about that monster?" 


Nikki let out a wry chuckle and shifted uncomfortably in his seat as the prick of conscience hit him again 
"Brad's giving it everything he's got. Athena and Tommy are out tracking down the neighbour who can verify 


the abuse that Kim suffered" Voula tsked and kissed Storm's hair. 


"I'm here to take you and Storm to Athena's this afternoon while we're at the hearing. Tommy will drop 
Athena back there, too. The three of you will be safer together and, however he might do it, we don't want 
that piece of scum possibly finding this place. Unlike Athena, you don't have full-time security on the 


premises." 


"Thank you," Voula said with a regal incline of her head. "But | sense there's more... You can tell me anything, 


Nikki. You're family, | will not think any less of you, child” 


A flash of Rosie's comforting endearment from years ago touched his heart and he smiled sadly. He rubbed 
his thumb over Voula's fingers; fingers that had nurtured and tended to the son that had become Nikki's life. 
His Tommy. His heart pounded in his chest because he knew he shouldnt say anything but he needed to 


dissipate the unease somehow. 

"Um," he started, hesitating. He watched Storm for a moment, wondering how he had become so lucky. A drug 
runner from New Jersey who now had a wonderful partner and a child, a thriving, successful business and a 
stable life. "l-1 may have done something that could make McPherson disappear for good" He couldn't look at 


Voula. He didn't want to see the censure or disappointment in her eyes. 


"Good!" Voula exclaimed, surprising Nikki completely. "| don't want to know any details. But if that man is not 


taken care of, permanently, | will do it myself." 


"Voulal" he chuckled nervously. "I don't know how to feel about that!" he continued, kissing her knuckles and 


smiling. 

"No one hurts my family," she said seriously, the accent becoming slightly heavier. "You understand me, Nikki! 
No one! | am Greek, do not underestimate me and who | know. Italians think they have the market on 
intimidation techniques with their organised crime and their movies..bah! The Greeks..we have our own Mafia!" 


Nikki fell back into his seat and considered his lover's mother in a whole new light. 


"Whatever you've done, darling child," Voula continued, pinning Nikki with eyes that were so much like Tommy's, 
| would and will do to keep this precious one safe. To keep all of you safe." 


Feeling the lump of emotion and the heat of tears wanting to push forth, Nikki chewed on his bottom lip as he 
fought for control. How he loved this family who had taken him in as one of their own 


"Voula," Nikki said. "l-I don't know how to-." 
"Hush, now," she replied. "We will speak of it no more until after the hearing.” 


Nikki nodded in understanding as Storm reached for another treat. "Nah-uh, Stormy. Just one, huh?!" 


Voula frowned at him, "I didn't make them just for them to sit there and look pretty, child Let her have 
another while | freshen up. You can put the rest into the tin on the counter so that she doesn't eat any 
more." Voula kissed Storm's hair and placed her granddaughter in the chair that she just vacated. 


"Yes, ma'am," Nikki smiled, rising from his seat and quickly placing the remaining kourabiedes into the indicated 


plastic container. By the time he closed the lid Storm had finished eating. 


"Aww," Storm whined. "Yuck, Daddy!" His daughter was holding out her hands that were white with powdered 


sugar and extremely sticky. 
"You are in a mess, aren't you, bubba?" Nikki grimaced. "You're covered in powdered sugar and there are no 
sticky fingers allowed at Aunty Theeny's." He scooped Storm up from the chair, avoiding her hands as much as 


possible and sat her on the sink. "Show me those hands, Babygirl." 


Storm held her hands in front of her face and roared like a lion. Nikki laughed and gripped her wrists gently 
and proceeded to lick her fingers clean, complete with sound effects, making his daughter giggle uncontrollably. 


"No, Daddy," Storm giggled, trying to defend herself against his larger hands and scratchy chin as he buried his 


face into her neck. 


It soothed his soul and he felt at peace again as he and Storm messed around while cleaning up her hands with 


a damp cloth. 
‘I've missed that sound,” Voula said from the doorway, fully coiffed, clothes changed and handbag in her hand. 


Childrens’ laughter should always be heard in a home. It makes it complete. Tommy and Athena laughed more 


than they fought..for which I'm grateful for.” 


"You've raised beautiful children, Voula," Nikki said, smiling fondly at the woman. "My heart knew Tommy's from 


the first moment we met. I'm so thankful you and David accepted our relationship.” 


"Hmm," Voula smiled sadly. "David and | always knew that Tommy wouldn't have a conventional relationship but 


as long as he was happy, that's all we cared about. You make him happy, Nikki.” 

"Now," she continued, suddenly all traces of the kindly mother gone and the serious businesswoman was 
standing in her stead, "before you start down the path of those few months when you left him behind, you 
need to take us to Athena's. You've got a court hearing to get to.” 
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Tommy and Nikki's House 


Nikki arrived home after leaving Voula and Storm at Athena's, making sure the door was locked behind him. 


Tommy's car wasn't in the garage so Nikki knew the house would be empty as he tossed his keys on the 
kitchen counter before shrugging out of his jacket, throwing it on the counter as well. The house was too quiet 
for Nikki's liking now and he understood what Voula had said about how the sound of children laughing filled an 
empty void. Checking his watch, Nikki knew he needed to shower and change so he headed straight upstairs. 


Inside their bedroom, Nikki saw clothes laid out on their bed. Athena, he chuckled to himself, was making sure 
they dressed appropriately. He sat on the end of their bed and unlaced his boots before peeling off the rest of 
his clothes. 


While he waited for the water to come to temperature, Nikki peed, flushed and checked himself out in the 


mirror. 


He could still see the terrified young boy he used to be, waiting in the bathroom for whichever boyfriend his 
mother had over to get tired of waiting for him in his bedroom. They were usually there to either dole out a 
beating or..well, he'd rather take the beating than the alternative. 


His face had a few more lines here and there but they were mainly laugh-lines around his eyes. He liked the 


scruff he'd grown on his chin and Tommy was especially fond of it when Nikki dragged it over his lover's cock. 


Both he and Tommy worked out regularly so his arms were well-muscled and, though he'd never sport the 
conventional six-pack of abs, they were still hard and compact. Whereas Tommy had clearly defined muscles, 
Nikki's strength tended to be hidden below a smooth layer of skin. Both of them were also heavily tattooed 


which proved useful in keeping Storm occupied in times of baby-boredom. 
Not too shabby for your age, Sixx! 


Nikki stepped under the hot water, ducking his head under the water, enjoying the feeling of it sluicing through 
his hair. Nikki sang random songs as he washed, his voice bounced off strongly off the walls. He and Tommy 
both wore their hair long, it was just what they preferred at the moment though it proved both useful and 
inconvenient. Untangling Storm's fingers, especially as a small baby, was painful, yet when Tommy had his fist 
in his hair..well, let's just say Nikki usually ended up crying out but with a different purpose. 


With a flick of his wrist, the water stopped and Nikki shook himself like a dog before stepping out. He reached 
for a towel and bent over to dry his hair, his back to the door. 


"Now that's what | call a welcome home, babe," Tommy said. "If we had time, I'd definitely be taking advantage 
of that." 


"Fuck!" Nikki yelped in surprise, almost slipping on the wet tiles. He scrabbled to get hold of the edge of the 


vanity to keep himself upright. "Tommy! Asshole! You coulda warned me you were home." 


"| did, dude," his lover chuckled, shrugging out of his shirt and pushing his pants down his legs. "Obviously, your 


dulcet tones drowned me out" 
"Again, asshole!" Nikki grumbled, pouting, as he resumed drying off. 


"Aww, l'm sorry, baby," Tommy coved, reaching for Nikki. Using one arm to hold Nikki close, Tommy threaded 
the fingers of his free hand through Nikki's wet hair. "I love your singing, Nik-Nak." Tommy punctuated his 
apology with a tender kiss and Nikki melted just a little when Tommy called him that. 


"Hmm. don't know whether to trust you on that one but," he said, slipping from Tommy's embrace, "if we 


don't get moving, we're gonna be late. Did you find the neighbour?" Nikki asked as he hung his towel. 


"Yeah!" Tommy nodded, stepping beneath the warm spray. "She's still in the old building. Man.it's so sad. 
Martha, that's her name, had a stroke about a year back. It's affected her movement..but not her mind. She's 


as smart as a tack, that one." 


"So did she remember Kim?" Nikki ran the comb through his damp hair, working the knots free, ready for 


blow-drying as he watched Tommy's swift movements in the mirror as he washed his hair. 


"Fuck, yeah," Tommy spat. "Poor Kim, babe. The things Martha told us about what she heard at all hours of 
the night and day." 


"That's great! So she can help us today," Nikki said, rubbing at his chest as a little of the tension eased away. 


"Well, the thing is, babe," Tommy spluttered as he dunked his head under the water to rinse out the 
conditioner as Nikki had done. "Martha has difficulties walking. She rarely goes out of her apartment coz she 
can't get down the stairs easily, even with her carer's help. | think she's a little self-conscious about her face 


too. The stroke made it a little droopy." 
"Damn it," Nikki cursed, handing Tommy his towel as he stepped out. "So we're back to square one?" 


"No, not quite," Tommy replied, scrubbing the towel down his body. Normally, Nikki would be enjoying the view 
but there were more important things happening at the moment. "Martha was more than happy to help. She 
had wondered what had happened to Kim, so Athena and | filled her in. | showed her some photos of Storm. 
Anyways, she wanted to help in Kim's honour. So | called Brad and he sent over one of his assistants who is 


currently taking Martha's affidavit” 


"Well..| hope that will be enough," Nikki said, moving back to the bedroom to get dressed He slipped on the dark 
suit pants Athena had laid out, sans underwear of course, as Tommy followed him, his hair slightly dripping 


down his torso. 


"Nik," Tommy said as he started to dress. "If this all goes the way we hope it does.| want to move Martha 


into a proper care home or at the very least, a house where she doesn't have five flights of stairs to 


navigate..at our expense, of course." 

Nikki stopped buttoning his shirt and looked at Tommy. 

"What?!" Tommy asked. "What'd | say? D-Don't you like the idea?!" 

"No, it's not that, Tom-Tom," Nikki replied. "I love the idea and if you hadn't already mentioned it, | probably 
would have! It's just that..you knock me off my feet with your generosity and kindness for people you don't 
even know. It just makes me love you even more. Stormy and | are very lucky to have you, baby." 


Tommy grinned and shrugged in embarrassment. "It just seemed like the right thing to do, ya know, so...” 


Nikki stepped over to his lover and kissed him hard, effectively stopping any further stuttered explanation, 
before returning to the bathroom to blow dry his hair into a waterfall of dark silky strands. 


"Wow. need to do that more often," Tommy chuckled and proceeded to dress. 
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A short while later, both men dressed in suitably conservative attire for a court appearance, left their home 


to drive to Kimberley's mother's place and then the courthouse. 


Tommy pulled up to the curb and Nikki got out to make the walk to the front door. He'd barely raised his hand 


to knock when the front door opened. 

"Nikki," Susan greeted him warmly with a hug. "Thank you for collecting me today. lim too nervous to drive." 
"Not a problem," he returned "You're not the only one that's nervous, either." 

Susan bustled around, gathering her belongings. "I can't believe this is happening. My baby should be resting in 
peace, not having her name even breathed by that..that.person Ohl" Susan hissed and stumbled at the door 
frame. 

Nikki grabbed Storm's grandmother before she hurt herself. "Hey! Susan?! Are you okay?!" he asked, frowning 
as Susan clutched at her stomach. Nikki was concerned at Susan's frailty beneath her clothes. Something dark 
and sinister dulled his heart. 

"l-l'm..mmm.l'm okay," she said a little breathlessly and offered him a wan smile. 


"Susan." Nikki started to say before Kim's mother hushed him. 


"Now is not the time, Nikki," she said. "Pull the door closed for me will you, dear?" He did as he was bid, still 


offering Susan support as well. "We knew it was only a matter of time, didn't we? I'll get to see my darling 


Kimberley again one day soon enough, but not just yet. Right now, we have to ensure that Storm remains safe 


and sound with you and Tommy." 

Nikki tucked Susan's arm through his and helped her down the few steps to the path, walking slow enough to 
accommodate her shorter step. "When were you going to tell us, Susan?" Nikki asked. "How long have you 
known?" 

"Mmm. Two very good questions," she replied. "I didn't know myself until recently. My specialist thinks we've 
caught it early and has already put me on a course of treatment. The side effect of that though, is that it 
messes around with my stomach. That's the unfortunate thing about this disease..it kills silently. I've been 
lucky, insofar as I've kept up my regular appointments. And why it's so very, very important for Storm to 


start getting checked as soon as she reaches sixteen 


"Thank Christ for that, Susan," Nikki breathed a litte easier. "And, yeah, we've already booked an appointment 
just to meet him and get an idea of what's ahead for Stormy." 


"Good, I'm glad to hear that, Nikki. As for when | was going to tell you..," Nikki opened the door for her and 
helped her into the car, "Hello, Tommy, dear." 


"Hey, Grandma Susie," Tommy replied, turning in his seat and offering her a wide smile. "What were you going 


to tell us?" he asked as Nikki climbed back in the car and closed his door, reaching for his seatbelt. 

Nikki looked at Tommy and shook his head. "Aww, fuck," Tommy swore softly. 

"Oh now, c'mon you two," Susan said, pragmatically. "I'm still here for the moment and we have a fight for 
Storm on our hands so put the damn car into gear, Tommy, and drive. And if you two start treating me like 
I'm gonna break, then I'll kick your asses until you match the colour of this pretty vehicle. Understand me, 


boys?!" 


Nikki spun around to look at Susan then back to Tommy, who was equally as shocked as he was. "Yes, ma'am," 


they both said. 

"Good!" Susan nodded. "Thomas, you do remember how to drive, don't you, dear?!" 
"Yes, ma'am," he chuckled, put the car into gear and took off with a squeal of tyres. 
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Superior Court of California 

Family Law 


Room 203 


Nikki POV 


Nikki could see Brad talking with his assistant in the distance as he, Tommy and Susan stepped out of the 
elevator. Nikki looked around, not that he knew what McPherson looked like, but he had a gut feeling that he'd 


just know who he was. 


He and Tommy flanked Susan as they walked toward the lawyers. "Brad!" he said as they drew closer. "Is he 
here?" Nikki asked when Brad looked up. The men shook hands and Brad introduced Nikki to his assistant, 


Garrett, who Tommy had met earlier. 
"No, not yet," their lawyer said, kissing her on the cheek. "Susan, good to see you again" 
"You too, Brad," Susan said. "Shame it had to be under these circumstances." 


Nikki eyed the exchange speculatively. Something was simmering just under the surface between the two but 
he was pulled away from any further musings by Brad addressing them all 


"Garrett was just running me through Martha's deposition," Brad explained. "It looks thorough. | will warn you, 
Susan, that things might get a bit rough listening to what Kimberley went through." 


Susan sighed and Nikki felt a tremor run through the older woman. He patted her hand that was on his 
forearm, saying softly, "We're right beside you." 


The door swung open behind them and a court official motioned for them to enter. 


Brad thanked the official before turning to the small group. "This is it. Let's go get seated." He ushered them 
into the small room. It was similarly set up to the larger courtrooms with the main desk in the centre and two 
longer desks on either side. Brad indicated for them to take the left-hand side of the room and Nikki helped 
Susan into the seat that Tommy held out. 


Brad and Garrett placed their briefcases on the table and took out what seemed to be a huge stack of files. 
Nikki wasn't sure if they all pertained to their case but it looked impressive. Brad turned to them and started 
to explain how the day was going to run. 


"Now, it's just an informal session today, to determine whether or not McPherson has a case," he said. "We're 
going to try to prove that he doesn't. I'm hoping that with all the evidence we have about his mental 
instability, drug use and domestic violence that the judge will throw the case out and Storm will have a happy 
life with you guys." 


"Okay," Tommy nodded and was about to ask something when the door opened again drawing all eyes toward 


the newcomers. 


McPherson and his lawyer. 


Nikki felt himself snarl involuntarily and Susan, who was sitting between himself and Tommy, laid her hand on 
his arm. Anger and distaste were rolling off Tommy in waves so Nikki extricated his arm from beneath the 


calming hand and gripped Tommy's shoulder. 


They walked to the opposing table and got comfortable. McPherson's suit was a little too ill-fitting for it to be 
his and even though he looked clean there was an underlying feeling of something not being what it seemed. his 
skin was sallow, his eyes were puffy and his hair was thinning. Nikki recognised the look of a junkie that had 
been forced to sober up in a short amount of time. 


The lawyer, however, was slick albeit on the young side. He was immaculately dressed and his hair was neatly 


trimmed to above his collar; his glasses gave him an almost preppy feel. 


"All rise," the court official intoned and there was a small, muffled disturbance as the hearing judge came in 


through the door and walked to the main desk, taking her seat. 


"You can be seated," the older woman said. "Good afternoon everyone. | am Judge Lyall and | will be presiding 
over this hearing. This is not to determine custody at this stage just to see if the interested party has a 
case. If Mr..," the judge checked her file in front of her, "Mr McPherson does have a case, then we will 
proceed to a full hearing. Is this understood?" 

"Yes, Your Honour," Brad and his counterpart answered. 


"Mr Kearney," the judge said, looking toward Dan's lawyer. "Do you wish to state your client's intention?" 


"Yes, Your Honour. Thank you," Kearney said, standing and rebuttoning his suit jacket. Looking directly at Nikki 
and Tommy he said, "My client wishes to seek full custody of his daughter, Storm Kimberly.” 
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"Mr Kearney,” the judge said, looking toward Mac. "Do you wish to state your client's intention?" 


"Yes, Your Honour. Thank you," Kearney said, standing and rebuttoning his suit jacket. Looking directly at Nikki 
and Tommy he said, "My client wishes to seek full custody of his daughter, Storm Kimberly.” 


Dan almost crowed with glee as the two long-haired faggots faces dropped before they exploded. The skinnier 
one leapt from his seat and cried, "He's not fucking touching my daughter!" He seemed like one that would be 
used to getting, or buying, his way whatever the situation Mac had said one had come from family money. 
That had to be Athena's brother. 


The other one was the one that gave Dan the chills. Looking into his eyes, Dan felt a shimmer of terror chase 
down his spine. This one was different; this one, Dan believed, had taught the devil how to dance. Dan was 
almost mesmerised with those eyes, like a hypnotists' watch swinging back and forth. It made Dan 
uncomfortable and he forced himself to look away. It was only then that Eyes had reached out to calm the 


other one. 


Sitting beside them, Kim's dragon-like mother clutched at her chest. Dan chuckled at the thought of watching 
the old witch have a heart attack right there and then. 


"Mr Gordon!" the judge cautioned. "I would counsel your clients to calm down if you wouldn't mind?!" 


"Yes, Your Honour," the other counsellor nodded and turned to the others, speaking quietly to them, urging the 


skinny one to sit down. 
"Mr Kearney," the judge continued. "Please state your client's case." 
"Thank you, Your Honour," Mac said, giving Dan an imperceptible nod as he shuffled his paperwork. 


"Your Honour," he started, "my client was in a solid, steady relationship with the child's mother, Miss 
Kimberley Cooper, for over two years. They'd bought an apartment together after the first year of their 


relationship and my client was under the impression that they were going to get married and have children 


"That was until Kimberley's behaviour changed. Valuable items started going missing from the house and my 
client discovered that Kimberley was pawning the said items for cash to fund her new routine of several 


nights out every week. Nor was she contributing to the running of the household by this stage." 


Dan had been surprised that the dyke-bitch, Athena, wasn't in the hearing but he was glad that she wasn't 
otherwise this web of lies would disintegrate with the slightest tug at its truthfulness by her interfering 
fingers. 


"My client did the best he could on his salary from his job at the bank to keep them afloat. He was forced to 
work longer hours just to pay the mortgage and the utilities. Unfortunately, my client lost the apartment not 
long after Ms Cooper left. My client was so despondent, heartbroken over the loss of the love of his life and 

his dream, that he made the fateful decision to kill the pain with drugs and alcohol. It had been a vicious cycle 


of pain" 


Had been, my ass, Dan thought. / was glad fo be rid of that stupid cow from around my neck and her idea of the 
perfect life. | HAD a perfect life after she left. Francine was fucking hot and the drugs.. Dan swallowed hard and 
tried to end that thought pattern quickly, concentrating on what Mac was saying. 


"Whether Ms Cooper left because my client wasn't spending enough time with her or whether it was for 


another reason, we'll never know. But she walked out without telling my client that he was about to become a 


father." 


"Kimberley Cooper denied my client the joy of the birth of his child, the joy of raising his daughter!" Mac 
exclaimed. Dan was enjoying the show his solicitor was putting on and had to make sure he projected the same 


emotions. 


Mac had drilled him mercilessly in the past twenty-four hours to ensure this. He'd even provided a little 
something to take the edge off his withdrawals, which was the biggest surprise. Whatever it was, it was 
working and, right now, Dan almost felt as though he could take on the world after this morning's hit. 


"My client is in the process of procuring a permanent residence and has full-time job prospects," Mac said 
convincingly. "He is willing to do whatever it takes to secure full and sole custody of Storm Kimberley Cooper. | 
implore you, Your Honour, to take into account my client's distress and heartache over discovering Ms 


Cooper's deception and untimely death and grant my client full custody of his daughter.” 


Mac took his seat beside Dan and made notes in the files in front of him. Eyes watched them both with keen 
interest, his chin resting on his hand, his elbow planted firmly on the table. It was unnerving; as though he 
could easily see through the veneer, the lie that he and his lawyer had concocted. He shifted uncomfortably in 


his seat as the counsel for the couple stood to make his address. 
"Mr Gordon?!" the Judge intoned. 


"Your Honour," Brad Gordon started, "my clients, Mr Lee and Mr Sixx, refute all claims that Mr MacPherson 


and his lawyer have made." 


"My clients have an established history with Ms Cooper,” Brad said, turning to indicate the small group beside 


him. 


"Mr Lee's sister, Athena Bass, who isn't present here today, was Ms Cooper's oldest and dearest friend. It was 
Athena that Kimberley confided in when she was having relationship problems with Mr McPherson. It was 
Athena that Kimberley called the night that Mr McPherson threw her out of their shared home after she fold 


him she was pregnant!" 


“There are witnesses to confirm that Kimberley was ejected from the apartment with nothing but the clothes 
on her back," he continued. "Their neighbour, Martha Kline, has submitted a deposition to that fact, which | will 
submit to Your Honour, along with other statements taken from the two gentlemen who accompanied Mr Lee 


the next day, when he went to the apartment to collect Kimberley's belongings." 


Dan could feel Mac's displeasure as he stiffened in the seat beside him. He glanced at his lawyer and saw his 
Jaw popping. 


"Athena Bass took Kimberley into her home and cared for her while she recovered from her injuries. Athena 


Bass comforted Kimberley when the cancer was initially discovered on the day of her first ultrasound. It was 


Thomas Bass, known as Tommy Lee, and his life partner, Nikki Sixx, that took Kimberley into their home and 
provided the care required when Kimberley was informed that the cancer was terminal.and that her daughter 
might be a carrier of the same cancer gene. Cancer that had already claimed multiple women in the Cooper 
family. One that Kimberley's mother has recently been diagnosed with. One that ultimately took Kimberley's 
life" 


Dan felt a smile pull at his mouth when the two faggots seemed surprised at that snippet of information. They 
were whispering furiously at the old dragon and, to Dan, it looked like she replied with a Not now comment. 


It was my clients' that cared for Kimberley to her end," Brad continued somberly. "And, fearing for her 
daughter's safety, she requested that Mr Lee and Mr Sixx adopt Storm before she had even been born. Mr 
McPherson had denied fathering the child, refusing to be named on the birth certificate and Kimberley didn't 
want her daughter to end up in the foster care system. Mrs Cooper, Kimberley's mother, was concerned with 
Storm's mental well-being if she took her granddaughter permanently into her care, should the inevitable 
happen. Her recent cancer diagnosis proves that this was a well-considered decision and that her caution was 


entirely justified” 


Mac turned to Dan and whispered furiously, "| think you neglected to tell me a whole fuck-load of information, 


asshole. This isn't gonna go well..and my cut just went up, if you do win. Understand me?!" 


A frisson of fear had just shot up Dan's spine making him shudder visibly when the door opened drawing 


everyone's attention. 


Oh, tuck, Dan groaned when he finally recognised the newcomer, though it took him a little while. That damned 
old busy body from across the hall. She looked worse than she did a few years ago. 


"Can | help you?" the judge asked. 

"Mrs Kline!" the skinny one exclaimed and shot out of his chair and went to the old lady. 

"I'm sorry for the interruption,” Mrs Kline said, slurring her words, as she was helped to a seat by the faggot 
and the old lady's carer. "As you can see and hear," she said, "| have some difficulties now. It takes a long while 
to get anywhere." 


"And you are?" the judge asked. 


"This is Mrs Kline, Your Honour," Tommy said. "She's the neighbour that was mentioned" He knelt in front of 


the elderly neighbour once she was seated. "You didn't have to come here, Martha. ' 


| know, but | wanted to," Mrs Kline said as emphatically as she could manage. "For Kimberley and the babe. My 
pain.is nothing..compared to what that sweet girl went through..was put through by..that man" 


The old crone pointed a shaky, bony finger at Dan and he felt his hackles rise and Mac snorted in derision, 
falling back into his chair in defeat. 


"You're screwed," Mac mumbled to him. 


He was becoming more and more agitated by his lawyer's incompetence. Dan happened to glance up at Eyes and 
saw the self-satisfied smirk on his pretty-boy face. Dan clenched his fists, wanting to smash the faggot's face 
into the ground. More than once..then he'd start on the skinny one. 


"Mrs Kline," the judge spoke, "did you make an affidavit today in regards to this case?" 
"Yes, Your Honour," she replied. 
"And you can confirm everything you've stated?" 


"Yes," Martha nodded. "Kimberley was a sweet girl. When they first moved in, there was no trouble. Then 
things deteriorated and quickly, too. He," she looked at Dan with rheumy, watery eyes, "would go out for hours 
at a time at night. Then the yelling would start. Him, mainly. She just screamed in fear." 


"You didn't try to help in any way?" the judge asked. 


"Oh, | wanted to, Your Honour," Martha replied. "But being elderly and living alone, | was afraid for my own 
safety should he turn his anger on me. | had to bide my time, Your Honour. But it didn't mean | didn't ask that 
poor girl if she needed help when | did see her in the halls. Time after time, | asked, only To be refused" 
Martha paused, weary from the effort of talking as clearly as she could. “Until | found her crying on the 
stairs, all beat up, after he kicked her out." 


Dan looked across at the other table and saw the satisfied, smug faces, the whispers between the two men 
now that the skinny one had returned to the table. His anger was bubbling just beneath the surface and a sick 
sweat broke out over his body. Fuck! He knew the signs of his comedown after a hit. He just wished he had 
some more to keep him going through this whole fucking stupid ordeal. 


| shoulda just got rid of the old lady back then Old people take fatal tumbles down the stairs all the time, dont 
they?! Dan thought. 


"Goddamn it," Mac hissed. "You're never gonna win this and get your kid. | shoulda known... You don't have a 


fucking leg to stand onl!" 


Dan could have sworn that Eyes just winked at him.or was it aimed at Mac. Was there something going on 
between the two? His gaze swivelled between the two as Mac's phone buzzed silently on the table beside him. 
His lawyer snatched it up and read the text message. Mac huffed out a surprised breath and with a snort 
aimed at Dan, replied to the text message. 


"Deal's off..." Mac chuckled, "I just got a better offer." 


"What the fuck?!" Dan exclaimed. His head was pounding against his skull as visions of his dealer and his threat 
bounced around in there as well. MO! He needed to win this; to get that fucking kid and sell it to the highest 
bidder. Fuck that! 


He needed the money now.he'd take the first bid and wouldn't be fussy about who got the brat in the end. And 
then the payload would buy him the biggest load of dope he could find, he thought as a smirk teased the 


corner of his mouth upward. 


‘Counsellors, if you have any further submissions, I'll take them now, thank you," the judge said and the 
faggots' lawyer almost jumped from his chair with glee with a fist full of papers. Mac simply leaned back in his 
chair beside Dan and casually crossed his ankles. "The meeting is adjourned for a short recess while | read all 


the submissions." The judge rose and left, walking swiftly to the door. 
Dan turned to Mac and spat, "What do you mean you got a better offer and the deal's off?!" 


"Exactly that," Mac replied, sitting up straight and turning to look at Dan. "I'll see this through to the end but 
there's no chance in hell that you're gonna win. As for the deal..let's just say, | got confirmation that a sizable 


amount from a third party has been offered in compensation for my time spent this week" 


Dan pushed up from the table, his chair catching on the carpeted floor and toppling backward. He paced back 
and forth behind the desk as Mac relaxed back again, tapping his pen against the table. 


"You're a fucking useless attorney!" Dan growled. "How the fuck did you even pass your exams, you useless 


asshole!" 


Dan was so engrossed in his diatribe about Mac's capabilities he didn't see the others watching him. Nikki was 
pointing at him, whispering to Tommy, who leaned forward in his seat, now watching keenly, nodding at what 
was being said. Tommy tapped Brad on the arm and the three had a very earnest conversation, with lots of 


looks cast in Dan's direction. 


"They're talking about you, you know?!" Mac said casually, his enthusiasm for the case had now dissipated into 


the ether. 


"Fuck 'em!" Dan snapped. The cravings had come back with a vengeance. Along with the sweats and his pounding 
head, Dan felt his skin crawl, his blood was burning like lava which set his veins on fire and his clothes felt 
way too tight. He wanted to rip the fabric to shreds and then start in on his skin to make the itch go away 
and the burning stop. 


| want that fucking kid," Dan hissed. "| need the money it can get for me. Fuck! | should never have hooked up 
with that bitch!" He hadn't realised he'd said that last piece out loud, let alone just loud enough for the words 


to carry across the room 


From the corner of his eye, he saw the skinny one leap to his feet, ready to pounce on him and murder in his 
eyes. It took the lawyer and the other faggot to hold him back. Dan thought he was about to puke 

when Eyes held the skinny one close and kissed him. It wasn't just a peck on the cheek either, it was full lip 
contact for an extended amount of time. Dan felt nausea roil around in his belly. ‘Fucking faggots!" he spat 


and Eyes turned, glaring at him. 


Dan was saved from any retribution when the door opened and the judge swept back into the room. "Be 
seated." He had to think quickly otherwise he was going to lose his payload. 


"You're fired," Dan said, taking his seat reluctantly. 
"What the fuck?!" Mac hissed. 
‘Counsellors, are there any final arguments to your cases before | make my ruling?” 


"Yes, Your Honour," Mac stood up, shuffling his files into a pile. "My client has just informed me that he's 


releasing me from the case. My client will be representing himself from here on in" 
‘Ils this correct, Mr McPherson?" the judge asked. 


"Yes, Your Honour," Dan replied nervously, though taking an encouraging amount of pleasure in the shock on the 
other side of the room. 


"Very well. Mr Kearney, you are excused from any further attendance." 
"Thank you, Your Honour." Mac placed the files into his briefcase and mumbled, "Sucker," as he left the room. 


"Mr McPherson," the judge said once Mac had removed himself. "Do you wish to say anything that may 


strengthen your case?" 


"Yes, | do," Dan said, standing on shaking legs, which were more from his need for a fix than anything else. He 
had to make this good, he thought, as he cleared his throat and said, "Kimberley and | were in love. Well, | 
thought we were. | took pride in being able to provide a roof over our heads, pay the bills and put food on the 
table. Yes, we had our arguments but | think that the description of them is highly exaggerated." He pinned the 


old crone with a steady gaze. 


"If | had known Kim was pregnant," Dan schooled his features into a mask of remorse, "I wouldn't have let the 
argument that night get so out of control that she thought she needed to leave." He sighed, dramatically, 
ignoring the gasps and whispers by sheer willpower alone. "I never saw her again, only finding out that she had 
died, leaving a child, when | was arrested this week" 


"A child, a daughter ," Dan continued, starting to get the feel of his whole storytelling, "that is now being raised 
by two fag-..gay men. Gay men, who own multiple nightclubs, Your Honour. | don't believe that that is a safe 
environment for any little girl to be raised in Not only are gay men known to be promiscuous but who knows 
what kind of drugs," Dan swallowed heavily, his mouth suddenly salivating like Pavlov's Dog over just the word, 


"they are exposed to, if not indulging in, not to mention the copious amount of alcohol too." 


Across the room, there were the rumbles of outrage at Dan's accusations. He avoided making eye contact with 


any of them lest they go for his jugular. 


"In short," he continued, "I don't want my daughter, my only child , being brought up by a couple of queers." 
With that final statement draining whatever energy Dan had left, he sat down in his seat heavily and discretely 


wiped the sweat from his face. 


An uncomfortable silence descended on the room as the judge considered Dan's statement with pursed lips. 


"Hmm, thank you, Mr McPherson. Mr Gordon, do you have anything to say to those comments?" 


There was a short discussion on that side of the room before Brad said, "My clients would like to give their 


responses, Your Honour." 
"Very well. Please continue." 


Eyes stood up, fixing his jacket before saying, "Your Honour, my partner and |, along with Tommy's sister, 
Athena and Kimberley's mother, Susan, all love Storm very much. She is our daughter, pure and simple. Storm 


knows no one else.” 


"She has a family that will support her through her life as she grows. Having been the child of a broken home 
myself, | understand what it means not to have the love and support of parents and family.whichever way 


they're made up." Nikki cleared his throat. 


"Kim was staying with Athena when her cancer diagnosis came through. We'd grown fond of Kimberley through 
Athena and we, Tommy and |, wanted to help in any way we could. We, along with her mother and Athena, took 


Kim to her obstetrics visits, we comforted her when all she could see in the future was her death." 


"Kim, who would have been about six months pregnant by this stage, asked that we all be present at dinner 
one evening because she had something to discuss with us; myself, Tommy and Athena. It was a difficult 
discussion about what would happen to Storm after Kimberley's death," Nikki looked back at Tommy and held 
out his hand, entwining their fingers together. "We were not prepared for the conversation that ultimately 
ended up with Tommy and myself agreeing to adopt her unborn child. It was unexpected, but there was no way 


we were going to let that baby fall into the foster system..or worse." 


Dan would have had to have been dead to miss that not-so-subtle jab. He rolled his eyes and tried to appear 
unaffected by it all 


"When Athena was forced to travel abroad for business we brought Kimberley to our place for safety, the 
thought that McPherson might find her still loomed heavily over her head. She and Susan became family. We 
held her hair and wiped her face when morning sickness, which isn't just in the morning, took its toll on her 


already weakened body." 


"When Kim made the difficult decision to forgo cancer treatment because of her pregnancy," Nikki turned 
briefly back to Tommy and Susan, "we were there to reassure her that her child would always be taken care 


of. Tommy and | watched Kimberley's belly grow even though it was taking all Kim's waning strength to do so." 
"What I'm trying to say, Your Honour," Nikki said, "is that we fell in love with our baby girl before she was 
even born. Her care and upbringing were carefully thought through to the point that Kim stipulated that 
Tommy and | were to be clean and sober upon her adoption and throughout her childhood” 


"Hal" Dan scoffed. "Prove it!" 


Nikki looked at the judge, who deferred with an inclination of their head. He shrugged out of his jacket and 
rolled up the sleeves of his shirt, revealing his heavily tattooed, muscular arms beneath. He willingly showed 


the room his clean arms and Tommy followed suit before the judge nodded in satisfaction 
"Thank you, gentlemen," the judge said. 


"Wait a minute," Dan said, slapping his hand against the tabletop. "Just because they don't have track marks 
doesn't mean they're not using.” 


"We're happy to do a urine or a blood test..today," Tommy returned, speaking only to the judge. "But he'd have 


to do it too. | know ours would come back negative. Would his?" 


Today?! Fuck no! Not after that little maintenance bump that Mac had given him this morning, Dan thought to 
himself. Why would you suggest something ike that, you skinny fuckin’ fag?! 


"Your Honour, should Mr McPherson gain access to our daughter," Nikki added, "then he should be put under 
the same restrictions. | don't trust him! As | said, | grew up on the streets.! know what an addict looks like and 


McPherson is tickin' all those boxes for me." 


"Thank you, Mr Sixx," the judge nodded. "| have noted Ms Cooper's stipulations in the adoption papers and so, 
therefore, l'm ordering blood and urine samples from you all.” 


"What the fuckl?" Dan exclaimed. 
"Do you have a problem with that, Mr McPherson?" the judge asked archly. 


"Those were for them..not for mel" he returned quickly. "I'm not doin’ itl" 


"So you were clean and sober when you went to my sister's apartment?" Tommy asked angrily. 


Eyes stood between the skinny one and Dan, struggling to hold him back, as their lawyer leapt to his feet to 


help. "Were you clean and sober when you threatened Athena's, Kim's and Storm's lives, fucker?!" 


"You can't prove anything, asshole," Dan retorted. This was the first time since being released from jail that 
he'd felt in fear of his life. "Your slut of a sister was hiding Kim from mel" He was losing his control quickly 
now, which meant also losing control of his tongue and saying whatever was on his mind. "She hid Kim from me 


and now you two ass-fuckers are hiding her bitch-whelp!" 


"Mr McPherson!" the judge yelled, trying to be heard over the emotionally charged men. "Sit down before | call 
security!" 


‘| want my money," Dan snarled. "| deserve the money that | can get for the brat. / want that baby- 

bitch!" Dan's scream shocked the room into momentary silence before a sole security guard burst through the 
door and both Nikki and Tommy lunged for him. "Fuck!" he exclaimed and ran for his life, shoulder charging the 
older security guard out of the way. 


Dan made for the closest fire escape and bolted down the stairs. He was thankful that it was just two flights 
of stairs before he burst out into the sunshine. Barely stopping because he could hear shouting behind him, 


Dan ran toward the street where he'd parked his car. 


He was going to get that fucking brat if it was the last thing he did. When he thought he had enough space 
between himself and whatever authorities were after him, Dan slowed and casually blended in with the 
afternoon pedestrian traffic. He calmly unlocked his car and, with trembling fingers, started the engine, pulling 
out into the traffic as though he didn't have half the Los Angeles Police Department after him. 


He drove determinedly to Athena's building again, trying to not draw attention to himself. Dan laughed in glee 


when, as he pulled up behind a delivery van, the driver was still unloading packages. 


Dan got out of the car and casually said, "Hey, buddy!" and as the driver turned, Dan elbowed him hard in the 
face, sending him, unconscious, to the ground with a bloody nose. He stole the man's cap, sunglasses and 
security badge, before hauling him into the back of the truck. Grabbing a parcel, he closed the door, locking 
the man in the back of the truck. 


Dan put on the cap and sunglasses as he walked swiftly to the front of the building. He was relieved to see an 
older, frailer doorman than previously waiting to open the door for him. "Afternoon," Dan mumbled, touching 
his cap. 


Sir?! Can | help you?" 


"Yeah, | got a package for..." Dan pretended to read the name before brutally shoving the man aside, laughing 
when he heard the man's head hit the pavement. He snatched the master key from the doorman's belt and 


ran to the elevator, pressing the appropriate floor number. 


He knew it was a relatively quick ride and, when he arrived on Athena's floor, he stepped out and, using the 
stolen key, locked all elevators down so that they couldn't be used. He chuckled at a startled cry from deep 
within the other elevator shaft, before stalking down the hallway to the familiar door that had started all of 
this. 


Dan stood in front of Athena's apartment, rage burning his veins and his hatred for the self-righteous, 
privileged rich adding fuel to the fire. Without bothering to knock, Dan slid the key into the lock as silently as 
he could before turning it and throwing open the door. He felt a surge of twisted joy as Athena screamed in 


fright, falling off of her seat. 


"Where is she?!" Dan yelled. "Where's the little spawn?! | want her now and you're," he stalked over to Athena, 
grabbed her by the hair and hauled her from the ground, "gonna get her for me." 


"Sh-she's not here," Athena cried, her eyes wide with fear as she gripped the wrist that was yanking her hair. 


"You're hurting me! Let me go!" 


"Like fuck she's not here!" Dan screamed in her face, watching his spittle land on her face, kind of like when his 


cum would land on Kim's face or Francine's.or any whore he happened to choose to be the lucky recipient. 


Maybe he should just fuck this slut too while he was at it. Yeah, that sounded like a great idea Dan felt 
himself grow hard at the thought of having the high and mighty Athena Bass under him and filling her with 


his cum. 
"IIl teach you what happens when you don't do what | say, slut!" 


Using his free hand, he pushed her down onto the sofa and kneed her legs open. The more the bitch struggled, 
the more it turned him on. He gripped her breasts hard, pinching the nipples through her clothes as she yelled 
and kicked wildly, but Dan was stronger. He would show this stuck-up bitch, her brother and his cocksucking 

boyfriend that you didn’t mess with Dan McPherson. He wrapped one large hand around the bitch's throat and 
wrenched open her blouse with the other, sending buttons skittering over the floor before yanking her panties 


down. 


Dan was fumbling with his pants, trying to get his stiff cock out of the confines and didn't notice Athena's 


eyes go wide moments before he felt a solid whack on his head. 
"Mama!" Athena yelped. 


Feeling stunned and completely dizzy, Dan turned to see an older woman brandishing a heavy frying pan in both 


hands. 


"Get out!" the old woman yelled "You leave my family alone!" she screamed then literally spat on him." Den 


xéreis poion stavréneis, mouri ," Voula said in Greek, her tone deadly as she stalked Dan around the sofa. 


She reared the frying pan back again and hit him again, this time with the edge causing Dan's scalp to open. 
Dan clutched at his head. He felt the warm, sticky blood ooze between his fingers only to drip down his face 
and onto his clothes. 


"Fucking BITCH!" Dan yelled and went to backhand the old woman only to have his hand smashed by the 


implement. He screamed in pain and held his hand in the other, his fingers were all dangling at weird angles. 


As the old woman said, "Athind, éla sti mamá Tha prostatépso eséna kai to moré," Dan heard the distant wail of 
police sirens. He dashed to the window and pressed himself against the pane of glass to see how close they 
were, not realising he was leaving a bloody handprint behind. 


"Fuck" Dan yelled, turning back to see the two women huddled together, the older one still brandishing that 
fucking frying pan. His eyes roamed the room as he tried to make his brain work faster, knowing that the 
sirens were getting closer and closer. He spied a large handbag and briefcase on the table by the door and 


knew instinctively that they belonged to the younger bitch. There had to be something valuable in one of those, 
he thought. 


In a split-second decision, Dan made a break for the door, skirting around the women, and snatched both items 
on his way out. Not trusting the swiftness of the elevators, Dan, for the second time that day, made for the 


fire exit. 


Finally reaching the bottom, Dan carefully opened the fire escape door into the back alley only to see his car, 
and the delivery van were still there, exactly how he'd left them. The only difference was that the driver was 


now awake and pounding on the inside of the truck. 


Dan made a break for it to his car, throwing the purse and briefcase violently into the passenger seat. He 
hurriedly started the car and peeled out of the car park with a small screech of tyres on the pavement. 


He was careful to avoid any major roads as he drove back to the patch of dirt beneath a bridge that he called 
his squat. There was no way he was going back to that motel, he decided. The cops would be crawling all over 


it since he'd had to list it as his address. 


Waiting at a stoplight, Dan happened to look over to the items he'd thrown there. The briefcase must be 
cheap, he thought, as the locks had busted open. He flipped up the top, thinking that it would only be 
paperwork, files and such but what he saw made him take a double look. Dan barked out a happy laugh when 
he saw bundles of cash made ready for banking. There had to be at least twenty or thirty grand there. 


"There is a God after all," he cried, happily. He didn't need the fucking kid now! He could pay off his dealer and 
still have enough left over to supply him for at least a good six months of quality drugs. 


Turning the car in front of oncoming traffic, Dan drove directly to his dealer's house. His mouth salivated at 


the thought of being debt-free and having fresh product in his possession. 


Pulling up in front of the dilapidated old house a short while later, Dan took out enough cash to pay off his 
debt and to buy a month's worth of smack. Stashing the rest back into the briefcase and sliding it under the 


driver's seat, Dan exited the car and made sure the doors were securely locked before almost skipping up the 


path to the front door. 
The door opened slowly after Dan's jaunty knocking and his dealer stuck his head out, looking around warily. 
"I heard you were in jail," he said. "You look like shit, my man." 


"| got into a little fight. | might look bad but what | left behind.it wasn't pretty! And, yeah, | was in jail," Dan 
nodded. "But | got out in time to pay my bill and make a sizable purchase." His dealer's eyes went wide when 
Dan pulled the wad of cash from beneath his jacket. 


"You've renewed my faith in you, man," the dealer said "What are you looking for?" 

"As much of the good stuff as you've got," Dan replied "There's more where this came from too" 
"What'd you do? Rob a bark?" the other man chuckled 

"Kinda," Dan hedged. "We gonna do business out here? | don't have much time 


"Fuck, no, man. C'mon in," the dealer swung the door open wide. Dan stepped inside, his bloody head and mangled 


hand soon forgotten 


A short while later, Dan was stepping back out into the relatively fresh air. The house had been filled with 
smoke from the weed the hangers-on were smoking and the secondhand smoke had mellowed Dan's anxieties 
enough to make him feel calm. He had a new supply of smack on him and a dozen fresh rigs. It was time to 


party! He started the car and pulled away from the curb. 


Later, after he'd returned to his patch of dirt and greeted his fellow homeless addicts, Dan emptied Athena's 
purse onto the ground and, apart from the cell phone which he slipped into his pocket, he let the others take 
what they wanted. He never mentioned the briefcase and would take it somewhere safe tomorrow or the next 


day, once all the heat had died down from his adventures Today. 


He took out his drug utensils and prepped a new rig before melting down the bindle of white powder into its 
liquid form. He drew it up into the needle and tied off his arm encouraging the veins to pop up. 


Dan smiled, laughing out loud as he placed the tip of the needle to the purple line beneath his skin. The prick of 
the needle stung slightly, as did the initial push of the golden liquid into his bloodstream. He released the band 


around his arm and let his heart do the rest; pushing the foreign substance around his body, feeling the tingle 


and the euphoria as it reached each individual molecule. 


His heart started racing; faster and faster. Too fast. Dan clutched at his chest and his eyes closed. 


~ Ke 


Five Years Dead 


Author's Notes: 
Merry Christmas, everyone.. 


| just want to thank you all for all the support this year. I've read every single comment with a smile on my 


face and love in my heart! 

This year has been another struggle but for the most part, we've made it through. Some of us have had 
losses, some have had additions and some are fighting their own fights as you read this. Just know that | see 
you, support you and wrap my arms around you in friendship. 


Anyway..on with the show! Hope you all have a wonderful Christmas! 
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Courtroom 
Nikki POV 


"You can't prove anything, asshole," Dan retorted. "Your slut-of-a-sister was hiding Kim from me! She hid Kim 


from me and now you two ass-fuckers are hiding her bitch-whelp!" 

"Fuck, he's gonna go postal,” Tommy exclaimed softly, putting voice to what Nikki had just thought. 

The snide insults had rolled off them like raindrops on a window but Nikki felt that there was something more 
sinister..and McPherson had just played his hand. Tommy was already on the edge of his seat, gripping his arm 


painfully as the scene, one that could have come straight out of a movie, played out in front of them. 


Nikki had pegged it. McPherson was definitely an addict and this was him on his comedown, thirsting for more 


of the chemicals that would smooth out the outward appearance of being normal. 
"Mr McPherson!" the judge yellea"Sit down before | call security!" 


‘| want my money," Dan snarled. "| deserve the money that | can get for the brat. / want that baby-bitch!" he 


screamed, stalking back and forth as he spewed his vitriol. 


The threat sent chills down Nikki's spine, raising the hair on the back of his neck. Tommy leapt to his feet and 
Nikki had to body-block him from attacking McPherson He barely noticed the singular court security officer 


enter the room. 


"Fuck!" McPherson exclaimed, ripping at his hair. He was wild-eyed and uncontrolled. With a sudden burst of 
energy and a bellow of rage, McPherson upended the desk he was pacing behind and ran, shoulder charging the 
older security guard out of the way. 


Chaos broke out and even Nikki was temporarily stunned by the turn of events. Within a split second, he'd 
snapped out of it though and started barking out orders. "Brad.restraining orders! Get them started.. now ," he 
said, pointing his finger at their lawyer who nodded in agreement. 


“Susan-," Nikki started to say as he pushed Tommy, who had his phone in his hand, toward the door. 


"Don't worry about Susan, I'll look after her," Brad said. "Gol Go! Just don't do anything that | have to bail you 


out for." 


"Babe, | can't get hold of Athena," Tommy said, panicking, as they hurried toward the elevator. "Houseline is 
engaged and she's not picking up her cell." 


"Keep trying, baby," Nikki said. He tried to sound as calm as he could even though he was just as worried as 


Tommy. "Fuckin' hurry up!" he growled at the interminable wait for the elevator. 


When the doors finally opened, he dragged Tommy inside and pressed the ground button with as much force as 
he imagined hitting McPherson's face. The muzak in the small tin can grated on Nikki's nerves for the whole 
short trip down to the ground floor. There were others in the car that eyed them warily. As the bell dinged to 
indicate the end of the trip, Nikki pushed his distracted lover in front of him and through the doors before 


anyone else even had a chance of exiting. 


Nikki shrugged out of his jacket and they both took off toward the car park, running up the ramp to where 
they'd left their car. 


"Any luck yet?" Nikki asked a little breathlessly as he threw himself behind the wheel. 


"No," Tommy said, his voice was tight and it made Nikki glance over to his lover. The worry in Tommy's soulful 
eyes Tore at his heart. 


Nikki shifted enough to grip Tommy's neck, forcing him to look at Nikki before he said, "They're gonna be fine, 


Tom! They're gonna be fine, ya hear me?!" 
"Nikki..." Tommy whispered despairingly. 


"I know, baby," he replied, soothing the younger man with a strong kiss. He broke the kiss and settled back in 
his seat more comfortably, starting the car and reversing from their spot. The squeal of tyres echoed 
through the multi-level garage as Nikki traversed the levels to the exit and out on the street. "Let's go find 
that fucker!" 


Nikki drove quickly but carefully, frustrated that at each turn they seemed to be blocked by traffic or 
roadworks. Tommy was almost out of his skin with worry as each call he made hadn't connected and Nikki blew 
out a relieved breath when they finally turned onto Athena's street, only to be forced to pull over to allow 
the paramedics to pass. 


"They're heading toward ‘Thena's," Tommy breathed. "I have a bad feeling, babe. Something's happened" 


"You don't know that, Tom," Nikki replied as calmly as he could, although his own heart was racing in exactly 


the way the car currently should have been 

"Nik..." he said, his voice thick with anguish. 

"Hold on, babe," Nikki said. With a swift look over his shoulder, Nikki slid the car in behind the ambulance and 
put his foot to the floor, riding easily in its wake. Tommy was sitting forward in his seat as though it would 
help the car get there quicker. Nikki couldn't blame him, he was just as worried as his lover was. 


"Fuck, there are two units here already and look at all those police," Tommy exclaimed as they got closer. 


Nikki pulled the car up behind the ambulance with a squeal of tyres and both he and Tommy leapt from the 
car as soon as the engine died only to be stopped by a police officer at the door. 


"Not taking visitors at the moment," he said, holding his arms wide to stop them following the paramedics 
inside. "Residents only." 


"My sister is a resident. My mom and our daughter are with her," Tommy pleaded. "You gotta let us in..there's 
someone after our daughter." He tried pushing past the police officer only to be body-blocked. 


"What name, kid?" the officer asked. 
"Athena Bass, Apartment 1405," Nikki offered quickly. 


"Hold on," the older man said and spoke into his walkie-talkie on his shoulder, calling for the officer in charge of 


the scene. 

"Damn it!" Tommy cursed, dropping to his haunches and pulling at his hair as the two officers spoke. 

"These two are relatives of 1405, Cap," he said to his superior. 

"ID's?" the Captain asked, addressing Tommy and Nikki who both quickly pulled their licences from their wallets. 


"Hmm, okay then," he said, after noting the numbers in his notebook and returning the plastic cards. "Do you 
know what happened today?" 


"Can Tommy go and see his family while | fill you in?" Nikki asked. As much as he wanted to make sure Storm, 
Athena and Voula were okay, he knew that to keep McPherson away from their family for good, the police 


needed as much information as possible. 


The Captain nodded and Tommy took off with barely a thanks as Nikki recounted the whole story of today 


from beginning to end. 


Ten long minutes had elapsed before Nikki finally stepped off the elevator at Athena's floor. He hurried through 
the hallway to the open door that was being guarded by police for the second time in a week, just as the 
paramedics and forensics were leaving. He stood aside to let them pass before he burst into the apartment. He 
almost fell to his knees with relief when four sets of eyes turned his way. 


"Daddy!" Storm yelled from Tommy's arms and wiggled to get down. As Tommy set Storm on her feet, Nikki did 


drop to his knees and scooped his daughter into his arms as she toddled toward him. 


"Hey, Stormy,” he whispered, holding her close and breathing in her scent. He hadn't realised how much he 
needed this moment and sniffed back the tears of relief that filled his eyes. He pushed from his knees finally, 
shifting Storm to his hip and walked further into the apartment. 


"Thena, Voula," he said, kissing both women on the cheek. "Thank fuck you're both okay! What happened?" He 
sat on the coffee table in front of them even though Voula would usually clip him on the ear for doing exactly 
that at any other time. 

"Mama saved the day," Athena said, smiling gratefully at her mother. Mother and daughter were huddled 


together on the couch as they both recovered from the shock. "Never cross a Greek grandmama when she 
has her brood around her." 


‘Oh, phht," Voula scoffed, bashfully. "No one touches my girls..especially like the way he was touching my 
daughter!" 


"Did he hurt you, sis?" Tommy asked, folding himself down onto the ground like a deflating balloon, in front of 
his family. 


"McPherson broke in.or, | don't know, had a key or something," Athena said, frowning. "He wanted Storm." 


"Mel" the little girl exclaimed happily, not understanding the seriousness of what had gone down around her. 


"Yeah, Babygirl, that's you," Nikki said. He kissed her hair and just held her a little bit tighter to reaffirm that 


she was safe and sound. Storm grunted softly and wiggled out of his grasp to move back to Tommy. 


"When you didn’t pick up your phone," Tommy said, cuddling Storm close. "I didn't know what we were gonna find 


here." 


"I'd been on a major conference call with the office," she explained, rubbing her head in thought. "I guess l... 


guess | threw it back into my purse once I'd muted it. Needless to say, that call wasn't a great one." 

"But then that pales now in comparison to what happened next. McPherson comes barrelling through my door, 
demanding his daughter..." Athena shuddered with the memory. "I told him she wasn't here, so he." Athena 
said, shakily, "| dunno, he just lost it..that's when he tried to rape me." 


"IIl fuckin’ kill him," Tommy snarled until Storm took his face in her two little hands and smooshed his face into 


a semblance of a smile. 

"No cry, Dada," she scolded. 

"Dada won't cry anymore, Stormy Skies," he replied, tenderly brushing her hair from her face. Nikki's heart 
thudded hard against his ribs at the notion of Tommy breaking down and crying as soon as he'd crossed the 
threshold and saw his family was safe. He hadn't been close enough to his lover as yet, to see any telltale 


signs but the fact that Tommy had acknowledged it, gave him enough proof. 


‘| smash him with the frying pan!" Voula exclaimed, looking quite pleased with herself." No one touches my 
family!" 


"Mom whacked him three times with the frying pan," Athena added with a satisfied smirk. "Split his head open 


and I'm pretty sure broke all his fingers on one hand. 


"Dad would have been so proud of you, Mom," Tommy said as Storm climbed all over him. Tommy scooped the 


litle girl up and tipped her up and down over his head, making her giggle uncontrollably, 
"Go Voulal" Nikki chuckled. "Remind me not to get on your bad side. 

"Cheeky boy," Voula smiled fondly at him 

"Then what happened?" Tommy asked. 


Storm, tired of not having her fathers’ full attention, stood in the middle of her family and started dancing to 


a song that she could only hear. 


"You're such a goofball, bubba," Nikki giggled Now that he knew everyone was safe, regardless that the threat 
was still looming over their heads, Nikki felt as though he could breathe again. 


"She is feeling the joy we all should feel now," Voula said. "We are safe." 


"But for how long, Mom?" Tommy countered. "He's still out there.” 


"He's still out there with the takings from the regional offices that | didn't get a chance to bank," Athena 
groaned. "And he has my bag. My keys, my wallet, my phore..everything is gone." 


"Fuck that, Theeny! They're replaceable..you're not," Tommy replied just as they heard a knock on the door. 


"Excuse me, Ms Bass?" a voice came from the doorway. It was the Captain and just behind him was two other 
officers, "We're here to fill you in on how the investigation is going and to take your statements. Gentlemen, 


when l'm done, if you'd be so kind as to move to another room so my officers can take the ladies' statements." 


"Now, as you know, we've run the apartment for forensic proof that it was McPherson and they're being 
rushed to the lab for quick results," the Captain informed the small group. "We've also put a BOLO on his car 
and there's already been a few possible sightings, which are being investigated as we speak." 


"He took my briefcase; it contained a large sum of cash, and my purse which had my phone and keys in it,” 


Athena offered. 


“That's helpful," the Captain replied as one of the officers behind him took notes. "We should be able to put a 
trace on your phone and locate that but we can't just rely on that alone. He could easily have disposed of the 
phone somewhere along the way. Do you have somewhere safe to go after we're done? | don't advise staying 


here alone until he's found." 


"We can sort that out," Nikki said, nodding. "Tom..." Nikki indicated to his lover with a toss of his chin toward 
the kitchen "We'll leave you to it, Captain." 


see 
Lee-Sixx Residence 
Later That Night 
Nikki POV 


Nikki was sitting at the breakfast bar, keeping Storm amused, as Tommy, Athena and Voula bustled around in 
the kitchen cooking. It was one thing that Nikki had realised quite early on in their relationship, the Bass family 
coped with stress by cooking. They all loved to cook and moved seamlessly around each other. Voula fell into 


her native Greek now and again when explaining a particular process. 


I+ still surprised him when Tommy replied in Greek. It made him smile even though he had no idea what they 
were talking about and Nikki made a mental note to ask him whether Storm should be taught their heritage 


tongue also. 


After the police had finished with Athena and Voula, it was decided that they'd all stay, temporarily, at their 


place until locks could be changed and security details organised for both Athena and Voula's places. Tommy 


had contacted Harry as soon as he could to see if he had someone he knew that he trusted and needed work 


Harry had also insisted on providing security outside their own house until Dan was apprehended. 


The family time allowed them all to decompress from the day's drama and Brad would be escorting Susan to 


dinner for them all to go over the day's events. 


When the doorbell sounded, despite knowing there was security outside, everyone stopped what they were 
doing and swivelled their heads toward the sound. Nikki looked at Tommy and said as casually as he could, 
"Bubba, go to Aunt Theeny." He kissed her head before passing Storm to her aunt as Tommy wiped his hands 
and they both went to the door. 


Nikki stood to the side of the door, out of sight, whilst Tommy cracked it open a fraction to see who was 
outside. "Stand down, Nik," he said, "it's Brad and Susan" He opened the door wide to allow the others inside. 
"Hey, c'mon in," Tommy said, holding the door as Brad helped Susan over the threshold 


"Oh, boys!" Susan exclaimed, hugging them each in turn. "We've been so worried. How is everyone?" 
"They're in the kitchen," Nikki said, taking the door from Tommy and closing it behind Brad, making sure it was 


locked securely as Tommy walked Storm's grandmother through the house, leaving Brad and Nikki to follow 
behind. 


"The restraining orders are in place," Brad said. "You're lucky the judge signed off on them immediately. She 
took into consideration the events that happened in the meeting today." 


Nikki nodded, feeling yet another layer of stress and worry lift from his shoulders. "Since Storm is running on 


all cylinders because of all the activity, we've decided to keep the conversation until after we've put her to 


bed." 
Brad smiled, nodding in understanding. "| bet she's grown since | last saw her at Susan's place," he said. 
Nikki slid their lawyer a considering look and noticed the soft smile. "You dog, Brad," Nikki chuckled. 


"Shh," Brad replied. "H's still fairly new and Susan doesn't want people to know just yet, considering..well, 
considering we don't know what's going to happen in the future." 


"Okay," Nikki nodded and clapped the man on his back, leading him into the kitchen where Voula and Susan had 
been put in charge of amusing their granddaughter while Tommy and Athena finished with the meal. 


Nikki made use of his skills learned from behind the bar at Club b9. He created some non-alcoholic cocktails for 


everyone, including Storm, who sat calmly in her highchair at the table as the various dishes were placed in 


the centre of the table. 


Dinner was a lively affair even though McPherson was yet to be found. Nikki sat back in his chair and watched 
the tableau in front of him, feeling content. This was exactly how he wanted Storm to remember her childhood. 
Full of love and laughter around a family meal, whether it was a table full like tonight or whether it was just 


the three of them..this was the family he'd missed out on. 


After dinner, noticing that Storm was starting to tire, Tommy and Nikki excused themselves to bathe and put 


her to bed, opting to keep their normal routine. 


"Say goodnight to everyone, Bubba," Tommy said and placed their daughter on the floor before going to the 
kitchen to prepare her bedtime bottle. Storm toddled between her grandmothers who smothered her in kisses 
and wishes for a good sleep, before moving to her Aunt and Brad, the latter was a little unsure of accepting a 
child's sweet hug. Nikki noticed the look that went between Kimberley's mother and the lawyer; the soft smile 


that graced Susan's mouth. 


Storm slipped from Brad's gentle, albeit awkward, hold and returned to her fathers. Nikki scooped her up just 
as Tommy returned. "We won't be long," Tommy said. Nikki had already started up the stairs. 


"Take your time, sweetheart," Nikki heard Voula say. "We'll clear up down here." 


"Thanks, Mom," Tommy returned and Nikki paused to wait for him. Storm laid her head on Nikki's shoulder and 
her hand went inside his shirt as she often did at bedtime as a comfort. He felt Tommy's hand on the small of 
his back and together they climbed the remaining steps as a family. 


Inside Storm's ensuite, they worked efficiently as a team to get their sleepy daughter bathed quickly. Tommy 
drew the water, adding a few drops of lavender oil for the calming effect, as Nikki undressed an increasingly 


tired and cranky little girl. 


"C'mon, Bubba," he crooned as the last layer of clothes, a pink undershirt and her diaper, were finally removed. 


"Let's wash away Today and start tomorrow fresh and clean" 


"Here, babe," Tommy said, holding his hands out to take Storm. "I'll bathe her while you get her pyjamas ready. 
Her bottle should almost be ready now too." Tommy had put it in the bottle warmer that was kept in the 


bedroom, well out of reach. 


Nikki, listening to his lover cajole their daughter into being washed, stepped from the bathroom and retrieved a 
fresh set of pyjamas, a pink Minnie Mouse onesie, and a diaper. As he was setting everything out, ready to be 
used, the sight of Storm's little pyjamas still in his hand triggered something and everything from the past 
few days crashed down on Nikki 


The fear and horror of what could have happened to his sweet little girl, not to mention the rest of his family, 
hit him like a punch to the gut. With a guttural moan, Nikki fell to his knees, sobbing as silently as possible and 
drawing in deep lungfuls of air. His emotions finally got the better of his self-control and his eyes flitted 


around the room, as though watching what was happening in his mind's eye. He clutched the pyjamas to his 
chest and rocked back and forth as he wept. The thought of losing Storm now was his own horror story. 


He was so deep in his despair, Nikki didn't notice that Tommy had finished Storm's bath until he heard Tommy 


swear upon seeing Nikki in distress. 


"Stormy is ready-.. fuck | Nikki?!" Tommy, with Storm all bundled up in a dry towel in his arms, rushed to 
Nikki's side and knelt beside him. “Babe?! What's wrong?" Tommy threw his free arm around his shoulders and 
pulled Nikki closer. 


Melting into Tommy's safe and comforting embrace, Nikki allowed himself to feel everything and to begin 
purging it from his soul. Tommy soothed him, kissing the side of his head and rubbing his back as well as 
keeping Storm peaceful. 


"Daddy sad," Storm said, petting Nikki's hair as Tommy was doing. "No cry, Daddy!" she said. "Why, Dada?" 
"| don't know, baby," Tommy replied. "Here..you give Daddy hugs while | get you dressed” 


Nikki felt Tommy shift and Storm's little body replaced his lover's. Tommy worked swiftly to get Storm 


dressed as she wiped away Nikki's tears and covered his face in kisses, learned from her fathers. 


"No cry, Daddy. Is okay. Me here," Storm said and Nikki felt something loosen and shift within him. He looked 


into his daughter's face and saw her eyes swimming with empathetic tears and he gave her a watery smile. 


‘lm okay, Babygirl," he said hoarsely. "You and Dada made me better. Daddy loves you very much, don't ever 
forget that, okay?!" He looked past Storm and into Tommy's worried eyes. "And | love Dada very much too," he 
said softly, hoping to convey how deep his feelings ran with the gentle kiss he placed on Tommy's lips. When he 
pulled back, Nikki mouthed Later and Tommy nodded in understanding. 


"C'mon, Bubba," Nikki said, scooping her up and rising from the floor. He held out his hand to Tommy, helping 
him up. "Time for you to visit Mama in dreamland, Babygirl,” he whispered and kissed her hair, handing her to 
Tommy for his nightly wishes. 


Nikki moved around the room as Tommy settled Storm in her crib. He tested the milk against his wrist, shook 
the bottle and tested it again before handing it to Tommy to position so that Storm could feed herself. Nikki 
turned on the fairy lights that hung from the ceiling, twinkling like stars in the night, and extinguished the main 


lamp. 


Tommy held his arm out to Nikki and held him against his chest, leaning his chin on Nikki's shoulder as they 
watched over their litte girl as she drifted off to sleep. 


"Nik?!" Tommy questioned him softly. 


‘I'm okay, Tommy," he replied, leaning back into his lover's arms. "I think the shock finally hit, ya know?!" 
"Hmm," Tommy hummed. "It hit me a lot earlier..at Athena's. Wanna talk about it?" 


"We could," he replied, turning in his lover's embrace. Tommy was looking at him with great concern. "But..'m 


okay for now, babe, and we should go back to the others before they send a search party." 


Tommy nodded and reached for the baby monitor, turning it on before gently guiding Nikki from the room and 
closing the door. Nikki knew Tommy wouldn't be satisfied until he'd explained himself but he'd rather do that in 


private. Besides, they had more important issues to be discussing at this moment. 
He and Tommy walked down the stairs arm-in-arm, giving and taking comfort in each other. The aroma of 
freshly made coffee filled Nikki's nostrils the closer to the main floor. "God, | love your Mom's coffee," he said 


to Tommy. "Why don't you make it like that?!" 


‘I've tried, babe," Tommy chuckled, "but it must be her secret ingredient or touch. It's never turned out the 


same, so | gave up long ago." 


"Hmm, then I'll ask Voula sweetly," Nikki said, pulling an overly innocent face, "if she can teach me while she's 


here.” 

"Good luck with that," Tommy grinned. "Go sit, I'll bring you a coffee," he said, steering Nikki to the living room. 
Athena and Voula were sitting on the larger settee, Brad and Susan were on the love seat leaving Nikki's chair 
free and he curled up, gratefully, into it. "Sorry we took so long," he said. "Thanks for cleaning up, too, whoever 
did it" 

‘Its the least we could do, Nikki," Susan said. "Brad and | took care of it easily." 

"You didn't tire yourself?" Nikki questioned worriedly. 


"lm fine, Nikki," Susan chided him softly. "m still able to kick your ass for mollycoddling me if | need to." 


"What's happened, Susan?" Athena asked, looking between the two as Tommy walked into the living room and 
handed Nikki his coffee. 


| never did hear the whole story today either," Tommy said. "But | have a feeling that | know what it is." 
Tommy folded himself in beside Nikki in the giant chair, carefully holding his cup to prevent it from spilling. 
"What floored me," Tommy turned his eyes to Brad, quirking his eyebrow in curiosity, "was that our family 
attorney apparently knew, too. Before we did” 


| wasn't going to say anything just yet, but Brad seemed to think that divulging my recent diagnosis would help 
the case," Susan sighed, unconsciously shifting closer to Brad for comfort. "My last round of yearly tests..the 


specialist said that the BRCA gene had been activated. It showed up in my blood work" 
"What's this gene?" Voula asked. "Br-?" 


"The faulty BRCA genes cause breast and ovarian cancers, amongst others," Susan explained. "H's generally 


inherited and is the one that activated early in Kim, almost certainly before Storm was even conceived." 
"Oh no," Voula gasped and crossed herself before sending a silent prayer heavenward. 
"Susan! I'm so sorry," Athena added, looking stricken at the revelation 


"Look! I'm not dead yet," the older woman replied, pragmatically. "I've already started treatment so we'll just 
have to wait and see what happens." 


Nikki watched Brad and saw the pain cross his face. He's got it bad, Nikki thought and smiled softly. Nikki knew 
Brad had become a widower in the recent past and Susan had been single since Kimberley was a young child so 


he was happy to see the two connect. He just hoped they had a long future ahead of them. 

"If they've found it early in you," Tommy asked, "why didn't they find it early for Kim?" 

"Probably because she failed to keep her yearly appointments," the older woman sighed sadly and frowned. 
"Which is why it is imperative to get your sweet baby tested as soon as possible and stick to whatever 
schedule the specialist puts into place." 


If you need anything..anything at all," Voula insisted. "You have my number, dear." 


"Thank you, Voula..all of you," Susan smiled. She turned to Brad and her face softened. "| have a wonderful 


support system around me." 
"Uh..w-wait a minute," Tommy exclaimed and Nikki felt the excitement roll off of his lover. "Did | just see what 
| think | saw?!" He waggled his finger between the two on the love seat. He looked to Nikki for confirmation. "Did 


you know about..?" 


Nikki just smiled and sifted his fingers through Tommy's hair, scratching gently at his scalp to distract him a 
little. 


"Saw what, Tommy?!" Susan deadpanned. Brad shifted in the seat and casually draped his arm across the back 
of the love seat but not touching Susan. 


"You! Brad!" he said. Eyeing them speculatively, Tommy grinned and said, "Thats rad, you guys." 


Voula and Athena watched the exchange and offered their more restrained congratulations. "So how did this 
happen, Sue?" Athena asked, using the familiar abbreviation from her childhood. 


"Am | that transparent?" Susan asked rhetorically before looking at Brad with a shy smile and moving closer. 
"After seeing how proficiently Brad handled Storm's adoption, how caring he was with Kimberley, | decided to 
get my affairs in order after Kim passed. The only person that | thought would understand the situation was 
Brad. He was a great comfort to me in those months after Kim had gone." Susan smiled at the man who had 


moved his arm from the back of the sofa to her shoulders. 


"We started spending more and more time together outside of the office," Brad offered. "The rest, as they 
say, is history." 


"Oh, | hope for both your sake," Athena said, "that your treatment works, Sue, and that you both have a long 
and happy life.” 


"Thank you, Athena," Susan smiled with an inclination of her head. "I'm so happy to know that Kim had you as 


her best friend. Voula, you've done a wonderful job with your children" 


"Voula," Nikki chuckled, "maybe Brad has a friend we can set you up with?" He barked out a soft laugh when all 


three Bass family members turned to him with varying degrees of surprise. 
"Nikki, you are not too old for me to place across my lap," Voula peered at him with an evil eye. 


"Oh, Voula!" Nikki exclaimed with an exaggerated groan. "I didn't think you knew about my kinky side." He winked 
at his lover's mother as the room erupted with laughter and Tommy bit him playfully on the ear. 


"Fucking tease, Sixx," the younger man whispered in his ear, his hot breath ghosting over him like a siren's 
song. Nikki sank his hand into Tommy's hair, turned and kissed him hard. 


"You know it, babe," he replied after breaking the kiss, unashamedly, before turning his attention back to the 


room. 

"There will be no one for me until | meet my David again," Voula stated. 

"Nikki knows, Mom," Tommy said to his mother. "He was teasing you. I'll have words with him later." 
"Promises, promises,” Nikki muttered under his breath just loud enough for his lover to hear. 
"Susan, | should get you home so you can take your meds," Brad said, checking his watch. 


Susan sighed and nodded before addressing the rest of the room. "Boys, please keep us informed of any news.. 


and thank you for the security detail on the house." 


"l'Il be staying there tonight, anyway," Brad added. "Just for added safety." The new couple started to rise from 
the sofa and gather their coffee cups. 


"Sure you are, Brad," Tommy chuckled, before becoming serious. "Leave those, we'll clean up," he said, 
uncoupling himself from Nikki and standing to speak with them. "You've got Harry's contacts number. Ring him 
as you leave here so that he knows that you're on your way. You won't see him but he'll have eyes on you.” 


"Got it," Brad nodded and shook Tommy's hand. 


Goodbyes were said and hugs were given and, after the couple had left, Voula and Athena retired to their 


rooms leaving Tommy and Nikki to clean up the kitchen 


Nikki was exhausted and yawned hard, resting against the counter as Tommy prepared a couple of bottles for 
Storm and placed them in the fridge to be used overnight and in the morning. 


"Nik..2" Tommy asked as he carefully scooped out the formula into the baby bottles. "About that phone call 


you needed to make." 
"Tommy, please don't-," he started before Tommy silenced him with a look. 


‘lm.l'm glad you did it, babe," he said as he screwed the lids on and shook the milk mixture. He stopped the 
shaking of the bottles and said softly, "Does that make me a bad person..to want someone d-..gone for good" 


"Not at all, my Tommy," Nikki replied, pulling his young lover gently into his arms and it surprised him with the 
ferocity that Tommy clung to him with. 


‘Ive never been more scared in my life," Tommy whispered against Nikki's neck, "and if we don't have the 
threat of McPherson hanging over our heads for the rest of our lives, then I'll be forever grateful. This has 
been the shittiest week of my life since you-..well since a while ago." Tommy's voice became strained with 


emotion as he said, "| never want to feel like this again, babe." 


Nikki kissed Tommy's neck in return and murmured, "Then how about | take you upstairs and make you feel 


safe and secure." 


"I'd like that" Tommy pulled from Nikki's embrace and they stood there silently, gazing at each other, just 


allowing their connection to speak rather than words. 


Nikki grabbed Storm's bottles and placed them in the fridge before holding his hand out to his lover, his heart 
and soul. Entwining their fingers, Nikki led Tommy from the kitchen, leaving a soft glowing light to guide their 
way to the stairs. 


After a round of tender, quiet lovemaking in which Nikki helped Tommy to feel something other than scared 
and in which, if Nikki was truly honest with himself, Nikki's fears were banished as well, they curled up in each 


other's arms and fell asleep, exhausted. 


An insistent knocking on their front door woke them within, what only seemed like minutes but was almost 
three hours later when the first blush of dawn had started to paint the sky. Nikki shook Tommy awake and 
they slipped into some clothes as silently as they could. 


"Shut the fuck up," Nikki hissed at the unknown caller, as he opened the bedroom door only to see Voula and 


Athena emerge sleepily from their rooms. He hurried down the stairs with Tommy close behind him. 
"Mom, Theeny," Tommy said, "stay there and look after Storm." 


Nikki waited until Tommy was beside him before peeking through the security hole. Seeing two officers and one 
of Harry's men standing on their porch, Nikki breathed a little easier. 


‘Its the police," Nikki said to Tommy and opened the door. "Officers?!" he greeted them. He gave Harry's man a 


non-verbal signal and the man disappeared into the night. 
"Mr Sixx? Mr Lee?" the young woman asked. 
"Yes, that's us," Nikki confirmed. 


I'm Officer Lui..this is Officer Calderon," she said. "We have news about the fugitive, Dan McPherson. May we 


come in?" 


~ Ke 
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"We have news about the fugitive, Dan McPherson. May we come in?" 

"Yes! Yes, of course," Nikki replied, throwing the door wider to allow the two officers entry. 


"Theeny, grab the baby monitor on your way down,’ Tommy said to his sister. "Mom, do you need a hand 


down the stairs?" 


"Phht," his mother scoffed. "I am tired. | am not an invalid” Voula tied the sash on her robe tighter before 
carefully stepping down the stairs. Tommy waited for his mother as Nikki showed the officers into the living 


room. 

Athena, who had emerged from the master bedroom with a wrinkled nose, joined them, also taking the stairs 
reasonably cautiously due to the lack of sleep. "Ugh..your bedroom needs airing, brothers dear. It smells like 
you've just had sex." 


"Coz we did, sis," her brother replied as he guided his mother to the sofa. 


Nikki, ignoring the siblings’ banter, made the introductions as the family settled on the sofas, eagerly seeking 


answers. 


Everyone seemed wide awake now, especially Nikki. He felt as though he was vibrating with energy, but what 


was the cause was the big mystery. Was he scared that he'd been found out? Was he relieved that they 


would have some kind of answer? That was what he couldn't pinpoint. 
"Can | offer you anything, Officers?" Nikki asked as everyone got themselves settled 
"Thank you but no," Officer Lui said. 


Nikki sat on the edge of his chair and Tommy folded himself in behind him, offering comfort, and Nikki leaned 
back appreciatively. 


Officer Calderon opened his notebook and said, "We've located several of the missing items, including a 


briefcase. Who does the cash belong to?" 


"Technically all of us," Athena said. "It was supposed to have been banked into the Family Trust account. It was 
the rental income for the week from our regional offices. The bank had computer issues so | collected it to 
take into the head office for banking. | would usually lock it in my safe but with all the issues this week, | 
forgot." 


Both officers were taking notes as Athena explained. 
"Do you know how much was in the briefcase?" 


"Ah..somewhere between twenty and thirty thousand," Athena replied with a shrug. "The bank book was in my 


purse." 
"There was only about half left in that case," Officer Lui offered, 


"| don't care about the cash!" Tommy snapped. "Is that fucking bastard behind bars? Sorry, Mom," he threw a 


chagrined look toward his mother. 
"Er..no, he's-," Officer Lui started to say when Nikki leapt to his feet. 


"What the fuck?!" Nikki exclaimed, rising from the chair and started pacing as he spoke. "Why not?! Did you 


catch him at all? What?! So we're all supposed to live like scared rabbits for the rest of our lives?!" 


"Nik," Tommy said, reaching for Nikki's hand and trying to tug him back down only to have Nikki shake free. 


"Calm down, babe. You'll wake Storm." 
"Nikkil" Voula said. Her tone made Nikki stop in his tracks. "Sit down! Let the officers do their job." 


Not often did Voula take that motherly tone with him but it had the desired effect of deflating his outrage 
and making him see what an ass he was being. Justified or not. "Yes, ma'am," he muttered and allowed Tommy 


to guide him back down into his arms again. 


"Ms Bass, your phone was tracked to an area known for homelessness and rampant drug use," Officer Calderon 
said. "Mr McPherson was found with the phone on his person. The briefcase and remaining cash were found in 
his car..along with a large cache of drug paraphernalia Mr McPherson was found deceased of a suspected 


drug overdose." 


Nikki closed his eyes and offered up a silent prayer of thanks and forgiveness. Tommy tightened his arms 
around Nikki and kissed his neck The overall mood amongst the family was one of relief. It was over. The 
nightmare of possibly losing Storm was done and would never be revisited. Nikki turned in Tommy's arms and 


hugged him close. 
"No one can take our baby," Nikki whispered hoarsely against Tommy's neck " Fuck | was so scared 
"Me too, Nik,” Tommy replied as his mother and sister spoke with the police. 


"We'll leave you to it, folks," Officer Lui said a short time later. "Investigators will be in touch later today. You 


can sleep easy now." 


Goodbyes were said, leaving the family to gather their thoughts until Voula ordered everyone back to bed. "We 


all need sleep. Go! We can go over this in a few hours. Shoo!" 


As Tommy escorted his mother to her bedroom, Nikki detoured into Storm's bedroom. He gazed into her crib 


with a soft, watery smile. 
So this was what it was like to risk everything for your child? 


He touched her hair, dark against the sheets in the darkness of pre-dawn. Her pacifier fell from her mouth 
and, whilst still sleeping, Storm rolled her head, seeking it out blindly. Nikki nudged it into place without 
disturbing her, and she sucked it back in, her little mouth moving furiously against the silicone teat. He stood 
the half-empty bottle against the crib within reach, easy to find should Storm wake. 


Unable to draw himself away just yet, Nikki allowed himself to lean against the closest wall and slid to the 
floor. Resting his head against the side of the crib, Nikki closed his eyes and released a cleansing breath. 


That was how Tommy found him a few minutes later, and he woke when his lover gently shook him. Nikki 


hadn't even realised he'd fallen asleep. 
Tommy threaded his fingers through Nikki's and silently helped him from the floor. 
"Sorry," Nikki muttered, sleepily, wrapping his arm around Tommy's waist while they both took a final look at 


their daughter. Tommy squeezed him tightly and kissed his cheek before guiding Nikki out of Storm's room and 


toward their bedroom. 


"Sleep, Nik," Tommy said, pushing Nikki gently down into their bed and drawing the covers over him before 
climbing in himself. He pulled Nikki into his arms and, with Tommy's steady heartbeat beneath his ear, Nikki fell 


into the first dreamless sleep he'd had in a week. 


Nikki woke the next morning to the sound of Storm squealing happily downstairs. He grunted and started to roll 
from the bed only to be stopped by Tommy's iron-like arm draped across his belly. 


"Go back to sleep, Sixx," came the mumbled, sleepy reply beside him. "Mom's got her." 


"Voula?!" Nikki asked, temporarily confused as to why Tommy's mom would be here this early. Then yesterday, 
or more correctly, this morning, came crashing down over him. With it came the guilt and the doubt over 
whether or not he had actually played a part in McPherson's demise. He felt his stomach roil ominously and he 
fought his way free from beneath Tommy's arm to race to the toilet and purge all the poisonous thoughts 
from his body. 


"Sixx?!" Tommy called in surprise before following close behind him. "Shit," he swore softly when he saw him 
miserably crouched over the bowl. Tommy dropped to his knees beside him and scooped Nikki's hair from his 
face as the retching subsided. 


"Oh god,” Nikki groaned and fell back against Tommy's body. "I didn't expect that this morning." He closed his 


eyes, willing the sickness to subside as Tommy soothed him with fingers through his hair. 
"You okay, babe?" Tommy asked, reaching over to close the lid and flush the foul contents away. 
Nikki shrugged and made a nonsensical noise before leaning forward over his crossed legs. 


Tommy unfurled himself from behind Nikki and stood, reaching for the glass that sat on the vanity. He filled it 
with water and handed it to Nikki, "Rinse your mouth, babe, and clean your teeth. Then you're going back to 


bed. No arguments! D'you hear me, brat ?!" 


"Yes, Sir," Nikki replied, automatically taking on the submissive role at Tommy's use of his pet name. He held 
his hand out and Tommy hoisted him to his feet. Nikki held on to the vanity as Tommy made sure he was able 


to stand unaided. 


Nikki felt Tommy's eyes raking over his face and he nodded in acknowledgement of the unspoken question he 


knew his lover was asking himself. "lm okay," he said. 


"Do what I've instructed," Tommy said, "while | go downstairs and tell Mom to keep Storm occupied for a little 


longer. | wanna see you in bed when | get back" 


Nikki had taken a sip of water, swilling it around in his mouth while Tommy had been speaking, so he nodded 
before spitting it into the sink. Tommy left and Nikki reached for his toothbrush. He avoided looking at himself 
in the mirror as he scrubbed the foulness from his teeth and tongue before finishing up, tossing his 


toothbrush into the holder with a skitter. 


With a little twinge of guilt over not helping Voula with Storm and hearing their daughter's excited squeal when 
she saw her Dada, Nikki sank back into bed, pulling the covers up to his chin and curling into a ball, hoping to 
block out the world for at least a little while longer. 


He heard the bedroom door open and close before he felt the dip of the mattress behind him. Tommy's arms 


looped around him as they were earlier and Nikki felt at peace within them. 
"Talk to me, brat," Tommy said, placing soft kisses over Nikki's shoulder, neck and cheek 


Nikki smiled, shifting to allow more of his lover's kisses. Tommy had guessed that he was going to be reluctant 


to talk without the threat of punishment later if he didn't. 
"Is Storm behaving herself for your Mom?" he asked, deliberately stalling. 


Tommy growled softly in his ear, sending a shiver through him, before nipping him playfully on the delicate 
shell. "She's fine. Theeny's down there too," Tommy replied, shifting one hand slowly up Nikki's chest, wrapping it 


around his neck and applying some pressure. "That's not what | meant, brat, and you know it" 


Nikki hummed appreciatively as Tommy increased the pressure a fraction more, relishing in the feel of his 


Adam's apple moving against the palm. He wiggled back against Tommy with a sigh. 


"Is all this about..the phone call?" Tommy guessed. "He's gone now," he whispered against Nikki's ear. "You don't 
have to be so guarded any longer. Tell me everything. Every thought, every feeling..and I'll give you what you 


want." 


Nikki's mouth dropped open appreciatively when the younger man rolled his hips, the semi-erect cock sliding 
easily against Nikki's ass. 


"| gotta wonder," Nikki started, "was it me? Was it my phone call that killed him?" Nikki still wasn't sure where 
this guilt and sense of responsibility was coming from because the Nikki who grew up on the New Jersey 
streets wouldn't have given a fuck about throwing a two-bit, double-crossing addict to the wolves. 


Tommy moved his other hand down, ever so slowly, over Nikki's belly, following the terrain of muscle, bone and 


the faintly raised outlines of tattoos. "What were your instructions?" 


"Nothing specific," Nikki grunted, twitching violently as Tommy's fingers sought out a particularly sensitive spot. 


"| rang a number | hadn't used for a long, long time. Told them | was calling in the favour they owed me. | gave 


them his name and address and | was told it was all going to be in place by the time | rang back with the go- 
ahead. | don't even know what, or how, things were going to go down" 


"Did you want to know?" Tommy asked. His hand was still around Nikki's neck as they spoke, the pressure that 
Tommy dished out was random; a soft caress one moment then a brutal squeeze the next. "Do you think that 
you deliberately kept yourself in the dark, to keep yourself safe from any retribution? Just like you wouldn't 
tell me anything. Your basic personality is protector, love. But who is going to protect you?" 


"Yes! | thought." Nikki replied, releasing his hold on the covers and placing his hand over Tommy's on his belly, 
hoping to encourage his lover's hand to move lower. "I thought that I'd just make the call and walk away. He'd 
be dead and out of Storm's life for good. But..fuck, babe..where did all this guilt come from? Why am | feeling 
so fucking torn up about the possibility that | ended that scumbag's life? That's what | don't get and that's 
what bothers me the most. Not that McPherson will never walk this Earth while our daughter grows up." 


| don't think you'll ever know, brat," Tommy replied, rewarding Nikki's candour with a gentle caress of his 
hardening dick beneath his soft pyjama pants, eliciting a breathy sigh from Nikki's lips. "From the sounds of it, 


he was a regular user anyway. It could have been you or it could simply have been his own dumb fucking luck" 


"Were you careful, Nik?" Tommy asked after a few moments of silence. "Stay!" he growled and Tommy shifted 
them both effortlessly to pull their pants low enough for him to stroke Nikki into full length and thickness with 


one hand and increase his hold around Nikki's neck with the other 


"Mmm," Nikki hummed, starting to lose himself to Tommy's ministrations and feeling the effects on Tommy 
against his ass and thighs. Tommy shook Nikki's head a little to draw him back into the present. The 
deliciousness of the harsh restriction at his throat and the gentle caress on his cock and balls was creating 


the perfect storm of desire. 
"| said , brat," Tommy growled softly, "were you careful?" 


"Yes, sir," he swallowed. "| only used payphones and destroyed the number to the burner phone they hold for 


emergencies. The ashes are somewhere off Exit 36. As far as I'm aware, nothing can be traced back" 


Tommy shifted Nikki partially onto his back, pushing Nikki's upper leg over his hips. "Then you don't have 
anything to worry about, brat," Tommy said as he lined himself up to Nikki's willing entrance, smearing his pre- 
cum over the pucker. "And if somehow they do trace it back to you..then we'll deal with it. Together." Tommy 
pushed through the familiar ring of muscle and slowly worked himself into Nikki's willing body. 


"Please." he sighed, the feeling of being stretched and filled by his young lover was heavenly..and much needed. 
He needed to be drawn out of his head, to let his mind wander and find peace and self-forgiveness in the arms 


of his Tommy. 


"Shhh, brat," Tommy murmured. "Let me help you. Let me protect you" Tommy's words were reinforced with 


slow, well-aimed rolls of his hips, inching closer and closer to that magical spot as small moans and sighs were 


drawn from Nikki's lips only to be spirited away, consumed by the one that possessed his soul as well as his 
body. "Let me keep you safe. Let me love you." 


Nikki shuddered uncontrollably as Tommy zeroed in on his pleasure zone with deadly precision. "Oh god..." Nikki 
breathed. He needed more; more connection, more touch, more of those currents that were zinging beneath his 


skin.. more Tommy. 


He was an addict as surely as McPherson was..and Tommy was his drug. Tommy could get him needy and high 


as surely as any pill or powder could. 


His vision swam from a combination of air restriction and lust. It didn't make a difference if he stared at the 
wall, ceiling or squeezed his eye shut, the psychedelic swirls and colours danced before him, weaving a mystical 
mind-fuck that matched the ebb and flow of sensation that coursed through him with each touch of smooth, 


velvet skin against his prostate. 


His fingers clutched desperately at whatever fell beneath them; the bedsheets, his own body, Tommy. 
"Tommy..." Nikki pleaded hoarsely, reaching behind him to pull him closer even though there was barely room 
for a puff of air between them. 


‘lm here, Sixx," the reply ghosted through Nikki's hair, swirling viscous-like, into his ear canal and penetrating 


the very fibre of his being. "I got you, baby. Let me take care of you. My love. My Nikki." 


Tommy released his choke-hold on Nikki's throat and turned his head, shifting enough so that their mouths 
finally met. Tongues touched and danced with each other, teeth clashed and nipped at whatever flesh got 


between them. 


Tommy stilled suddenly and forced his mouth away from Nikki's, leaving both panting, drawing deep breaths 
into their lungs. Nikki whimpered pitifully, his mind trying to sort out what was going on. "Don't..don't stop. 
Please," he wasn't beyond begging by now. His orgasm was within reach, so goddamn close he could taste it and 
he could tell by the insistent throbbing of Tommy's dick buried deep within him that he wasn't that far off 
either. 


“Trust me," Tommy gasped for breath. "Didn't want to, baby. | needed to tell you..how much | love you and how 
thankful | am you're in my life, Nik” 


"Now is not the time," Nikki growled. "Fuckin' finish us off, Sir then get sappy! 

Tommy's grin lit up the bedroom moments before he resumed his sweet torture with a snap of his hips, 
causing Nikki to cry out. Tommy pushed Nikki face down into the bedding and shifted himself to cover Nikki for 
the final flurry of activity. 


Nikki started to slide his hand beneath himself. His cock was desperate for the touch of warm flesh rather 


than the warm and familiar, but still impersonal, bedding below him but the rise of his hips gave him away. 


Tommy snarled, "Hands where | can see them," and Nikki reluctantly brought his errant limb up to join the 
other beside his head. 


Nikki was hyper-aware of every moment, every push, every pull of Tommy's body over him, in him and he 
idly wondered where he ended and where Tommy began. Breathing became harder and harder as the thing ; the 
lust, the desire, the need, call it what you will, growing inside him, feeding on his need to be consumed by 


Tommy, to become one with his lover, became overwhelming. 


He cried out when he felt a sharp pain as Tommy grabbed a hank of his hair, adding to his ecstasy. He 
reached to the back of his head and, finding Tommy's hand, latched on to his wrist. It was that perfect 


amalgam of pleasure and pain that had Nikki moaning deliriously into the pillow. 


"Hush," Tommy hissed, giving Nikki's head a slight shake. "You want Mom and Thena coming up here to find out 
what's wrong?" With a gentle push into the bedding, Tommy released Nikki's hair before pulling his dick free as 


well, causing Nikki to look over his shoulder in surprise. 


"Roll over, baby," Tommy said, looking every bit the predatory, alpha-male eyeing his mate before the rutting 
began. 


Nikki did as he was told and started pushing his pyjamas further down his legs, which earned him a vicious 


pinch on the inside of his thigh. 


"Did | say strip?" Tommy asked moments before Nikki's restricted legs were unceremoniously shoved up to his 
chest. "Hold," he said and grabbed a pillow, stuffing it beneath Nikki's hips. He grasped Nikki's glutes in each 
palm, kneading the firm flesh roughly before stretching his ass wide and diving face first between the spread 
cheeks. 


Biting down on the meaty part of his thumb to stop himself from crying out, Nikki panted through his nose as 
his lover feasted on his ass. "Tommy..please..," he whined, eyes scrunched closed, and was rewarded with 


nibbles up the back of his thigh. 


"You taste too good, Sixx," he breathed happily. "| couldn't help myself..and I'm a hungry man" Tommy shifted 
to realign his cock with the now spit-slick entrance and pushed slowly in. "Open your eyes for me, Nik," 


Tommy said. "Look at me." 


Nikki peeled his eyelids open slowly to meet Tommy's gaze and he was instantly enveloped in a feeling of love 
and safety. Tommy smiled even wider if that was at all possible, and Nikki reached up to cup his face. His lover 
nibbled and sucked on his thumb, rubbing his cheek against Nikki's palm like a cat wanting attention. "I hope 


you're ready, Nik, coz | can't hold on much longer.” 


‘lm right behind you," Nikki replied. "Or under you, in this case. But can I..?" he asked waggling his hand in front 


of Tommy's face. 


"Yeah, yeah," Tommy nodded and watched hungrily as Nikki finally wrapped his hand around himself. Catching up 
rapidly with each stroke, Nikki's gaze held Tommy's, like a lock finding the perfect key to open it, Nikki opened 
his heart and felt Tommy's love fill his soul 

Moments later their bodies followed suit; Tommy teetered over the edge of his orgasm first, pumping out 
rope after rope of his hot cream and coating the inside walls of Nikki's ass as his own seed spilled forth 
through his fingers and onto his belly. 

"Oh god,” Tommy groaned, gently extricating himself from Nikki's body before falling down to his pillows, gasping 
for air. As the final tremors shook Nikki, Tommy curled up against him, hissing when his overly-sensitive cock 


brushed against Nikki's hip. 


Nikki, having only just enough energy to pull Tommy in for a kiss, hummed happily against the younger man's 
lips. "Morning, my Tommy," he whispered, brushing the damp hair from the brown eyes of his satiated lover. 


"Sixx?!" Tommy asked once their lips broke again. "Let's get married?" he asked, his eyebrow quirked in a 


challenge. 

"Tom..." Nikki started when their daughter's voice echoed through the house from downstairs. 
"Dada! Daddy! Wake up!" 

They both looked over to the door. 

"You remembered to lock it, right?!" Nikki asked. 


"Yeah," Tommy said. "But knowing Mom she's already taught Stormy how to pick locks or some shit like that. 


Sixx..you didn't answer my quest-." 
"Dadaaaa! Daaaaddy!" 


"Guess we should get up," Nikki groaned, kissing Tommy hard. "Saved by the toddler," he winked and pushed out 
of bed, slipping into the bathroom for a shower. 


"You'll marry me one day, Sixx!" Tommy called from the bed and Nikki smiled at his reflection as he stepped 
beneath the hot water. 


~ Ke 
EPILOGUE 


May 2012 


Tommy POV 

"God!" Storm exclaimed. "I'm so nervous.” She was sitting between her fathers, legs bouncing. 

"We can tell, Stormy," Tommy chuckled. "You're bouncing the whole floor.” 

"And it's concrete,” Nikki deadpanned. 

They were sitting in the waiting room of Kim and Susan's oncology specialists’ office, nervously anticipating the 
results of Storm's blood tests. This would determine whether or not Storm had inherited the same faulty gene 
as her mother and grandmother; the gene that ultimately claimed their lives. 

"But what happens if I've got it?" Storm exclaimed. "l'm gonna die! | don't wanna die!" 

Tommy took Storm's hand, his daughter's beautiful eyes full of unshed tears and terror, and said, "There is 
nothing that we can't face together, Stormy Skies. Regardless of the outcome, you'll never be alone." He met 


Nikki's eyes over her head and they exchanged a look that was equally as troubled. 


"Sweetheart," Nikki added as he rubbed Storm's back, "medicine has come a long way since Grandma Susan 


passed. They're discovering new treatments every day. But you know what?!" 
Storm looked at him and Nikki brushed away the stray tears that had fallen. 


"| got a good feeling about this," he continued. "My gut feeling has never led me astray before. It's why | fell in 
love with your dad." 


"Really, Sixx?" Tommy grinned, hoping to ease the tension in the air. "I thought it was something el-." 


"Okay!" Storm exclaimed, holding her hands up over her ears. "Dad..you always go that one step further than 
you should." 


Tommy was spared from answering when the nurse appeared in the doorway and called Storm's name. "Storm 
Lee-Sixx?" She smiled genially as the family rose as one and followed her through to the Doctor's office. 


Opening the door to the empty office, the nurse said, "Take a seat. Dr Elliott will be with you shortly." 

Again, they sat flanking their daughter to wait it out. Tommy stretched his neck, hoping to relieve some of the 
tension that was building up in it and across his shoulders. Nikki was leaning forward, elbows resting on his 
knees and pinching the bridge of his nose. 


"Enough with the waiting already," Tommy grumbled to himself. 


The door opened and the grey-haired doctor entered with a jovial, "Hello, folks." He strode over to the desk and 
settled behind it. "Sorry to keep you waiting but it was my wife on the phone. If | hadn't taken that one, | 


wouldn't have been fed tonight," he smiled, assessing the group before him with his eyes. 


"Right! Well," he continued. "I guess you're not here to listen to my rambling. | suspect, Miss Storm, you're 


anxious to find out your test results." 

Lee Elliott was a kindly man and, before Susan's passing, the family had met with him on several occasions, 
both with and without Storm. He had explained all the technical possibilities of Storm's diagnosis to both 
Tommy and Nikki but was also thoughtful enough to explain it to Storm in a more age-appropriate way. 


"Yes, please," the teenager replied and reached for her fathers’ hands. 


Dr Elliott put his glasses on and opened up the file, perusing the paperwork before speaking. "You said the 
biological father is no longer around?" 


"He died some years ago," Tommy offered. "Storm was less than two years old.” 


"Hmm," Dr Elliott nodded and added some notes to the pages before placing his pen down and pulling his glasses 
off, setting them very deliberately on the open file. 


Tommy didn't know how Storm was so calm because he was about to jump out of his skin. 


It seems, Miss Storm," he said, folding his hands together over her file, "that | have good news for you. Your 
blood work shows that you have not inherited your family's predisposition to having the BRCA gene." 


"Oh thank God," Nikki said as Storm burst into tears and he pulled her into his arms to comfort her. 


Tommy fell back into his chair and scrubbed his hand through his hair and offered up a silent prayer to 


whatever god or goddess was listening. 

"You have what is referred to as a true negative result and your risk of developing the cancers related to 
BRCA is no higher than for the general population," Dr Elliott continued. "You can probably thank your biological 
father for defusing that potential timebomb." 

Its the only thing Storm can thank him for," Tommy muttered under his breath. 


"Now," Dr Elliott continued, "there is one other thing you can do to reduce your risk even further. But it will 
be one that you'll have to discuss between the three of you." 


"What's that, Doc?" Tommy asked as Storm and Nikki composed themselves. 
"Birth control,” Dr Elliott replied "I can prescribe a low dose contraceptive that will cut the risks of developing 


ovarian cancer by around 50%. But..it is birth control, so | believe you, Nikki and Storm, need to discuss that 


among the three of you..in regards to extracurricular activities that could possibly come with that territory.” 


‘Oh, that's easy," Tommy said. He felt relaxed enough to joke a little since the mood in the room had changed 
significantly. "Storm's never having sex. At all. Ever. Never. Zip. Zero. Zilch." 


"Daaad," Storm groaned but quickly grinned at him. 
Tommy thought his heart was about to stop with how beautiful Storm had become and how much their 


daughter had started to look like her mother. He placed his hand on the nape of her neck and leaned over to 


kiss her forehead. "Never, while me and your old man are still alive, ya hear me?!" 
"Never say never, Tommy. Thanks, Doc," Nikki said, standing. "For everything. We'll be in touch." 


The older man stood and reached over his desk to shake Nikki's hand as Tommy and Storm stood, offering 


their hands. 


"l'Il have my office send out a revised schedule of appointments. You still need to keep up your visits but they 
shouldn't be as frequent. Just for now anyway," Lee said. "Storm, if you have any questions whatsoever, I'll be 
happy to answer them for you. It was a pleasure to be able to give you the good news today. Your 


grandmother and mother would have been overjoyed too, I'm sure." 
"Can | give you a hug?" Storm asked. "As a thank you?" 
"Of course!" he said and Storm moved around to give the older man a warm hug. 


Goodbyes and thank yous were said before the happy family left Dr Elliotts office, oblivious to the looks that 
they were getting as they walked past the practice's other patients whose outcomes probably wouldn't be as 


joyful. 
Storm was the one in a million And Tommy would be forever grateful for that. 
Later that night, as they were eating Storm's favourite takeout, the teenager wiped her mouth and sat back in 


her chair, looking around the room. "I feel Mom and Grandma Susan are here tonight, don't you?" she asked 


her fathers. 

Nikki caught Tommy's eyes over the open boxes of food. "I do," he said, pushing his plate away to the side. 
‘lm sure they're celebrating for you, Stormy Skies," Tommy said, reaching for her hand. He had a feeling this 
was going to go somewhere. Storm had been unusually quiet since Dr Elliotts and their daughter had a habit 


of opening big conversations with random comments that seemed unrelated at the time. 


"| miss Grandma Susan," she said. "I wish she and Mom had had the same thing happen for them. That the 
BRCA gene just disappeared. Then Grandma Susan and Brad would still have their life together." 


"It didn't just disappear, Pumpkin," Nikki said. "Yours was deactivated-." 


"I get the whole genetics thing, Daddy,” Storm said, the eye roll was clearly heard in her voice even if she 
didn't complete the act. "It was just a figure of speech." 


"Oh," he replied, somewhat deflated. 
Tommy threw him a wink across the table before asking, "ls there something you want to talk about, Stormy?" 


"You said at my birthday that | should know everything, right?!" she returned. "But you kinda glossed over my 
father's part of the story.” 


Tommy felt Nikki's surprise bristling from across the table as his lover straightened in his chair and very 
slowly raised the glass of sparkling water to his mouth. Tommy sought out Nikki's leg with his foot and rubbed 


it in comfort, causing Nikki's eyes to snap up at him. Tommy nodded and gave him a reassuring smile. 


"What do you want to know, Storm?" Tommy asked. He would try to divert as much flack from Nikki as he 


could until he was ready to add to the conversation. 


"Well, | get that he wasn't a nice guy from Mom's letter and what you told me that night, but..," Storm sighed, 
"I think l'm ready to hear about him. Everything. Like how did he die and stuff like that.” 


| got you on this, Sixx," Tommy said across the table and Nikki replied with a nod of thanks. 


As Tommy thought back to that horrible week, he needed to keep his hands busy so he started to pack away 
the leftovers, stacking the cartons out of the way. 


"You weren't even two when McPherson reappeared in your life," he started. "He found Aunty Theeny's picture 


in the paper and tried to break into her apartment one night, looking for your mother." 


All this information had come to light when McPherson's lawyer was found to be on the take from clients to 
secure not guilty verdicts; actions that dated back beyond his dealings with Dan McPherson. Brad was made 


aware of the case and he'd filled himself and Nikki in on the information. 


"He was arrested and jailed for a couple of days," Tommy continued. "Somehow..this part is a bit sketchy..he 
knew Kim was pregnant when he kicked her out but he didn't know that you were alive let alone that you were 


a girl." 


"Asshole," Storm and Nikki muttered at the same time, before their gaze met, acknowledging their shared 
thought. 


"McPherson used his court-appointed lawyer to petition for full custody of you," Tommy continued. "But it was 
all a ruse. When he found out that your mom was dead he thought, in his drug-addled brain, that he could use 


you. He tried to get you away from us and then he planned to sell you off to the highest bidding childless 
couple.” Tommy held Storm's hand tightly. 


"If it wasn't for Brad's iron-clad adoption papers..." Nikki added before shaking his head and changing what he 
was about to say. "You know what?! He still would have lost anyway. But even if he did have a quality legal 


team, Brad had already made quite sure that you were not going anywhere with anyone other than us.” 


"The day we went to court over your custody turned out to be an interesting one," Tommy said. "Your dad 
realised that McPherson was on a drug withdrawal and pointed it out to me first. McPherson was acting 
strange, and the longer the hearing went on the more agitated he became. He fired his lawyer mid-hearing and 
then fled from the courtroom and went on a cross-Town rampage, if you will, when the judge ordered blood 


and urine testing from all of us." 

"He went after you, Storm," Nikki said. "He was going to kidnap you. He wasn't sure where you were so he went 
to the one place where he knew he could get information. Theeny's. You were there with your grandmother and 
aunt." 


Storm sat in stunned silence as her fathers’ told their story. 


"Voulal" Nikki chuckled. "Never cross a Greek grandma with a frying pan! She must have put all her strength 
behind that pan when she whacked him." 


"Wait! What?!" Storm exclaimed, her eyes as wide as saucers. "YiaYia hit someone?! With a frying pan?!" 


"She was very proud of herself too," Tommy chuckled. "Opened up that fucker's head and broke a few fingers 


Too. 
"Okay, | need more details there!" Storm said. "Why? How? Tell meeeel” 


"Your biological father ," Nikki sneered, "was about to rape your aunt because she wouldn't tell him where you 


were." 
‘Oh my god!" Storm gasped. "Poor Aunt Theeny. But..where was |, though?" 


"In her bedroom asleep," Tommy said. "You slept through the whole damned thing," he continued with a 
disbelieving shake of his head. "YiaYia and Theeny saved you, Stormy Skies," he said, raising their joined hands 
and kissing his daughter's knuckles. 


"Don't forget that he had already violently assaulted two other people before even setting foot inside Thena's 
place," Nikki added. "And | know we sound calm about this now but back then..we were frantic with worry! | 


thought your dad was going to throw up in the car." 


"Do you think Aunt Theeny and YiaYia talk to me about this?" Storm asked them both. "I want to thank them... 


for looking after me." 


"YiaYia's memory on the finer details might be a little vague," Tommy said. "But | have no doubt that they'll be 
willing to talk." 


"So..what else? Did he get away?" Storm peppered them with questions. "I know you told me he was dead..so.. 


what happened? How did he die? When did he die?" 


"When he heard the police sirens, he bolted," Tommy said. He glanced over at Nikki to see how he was holding 
up. There was no tell-tale giveaway that he could possibly be struggling with the history. "But he stole your 


aunt's purse and briefcase on the way out. The police tracked him using the signal from her cell phone." 


"It seemed he stopped at his dealer's place on the way to where he was ultimately found," Nikki added, his jaw 
popped a little, the only indication of his inner struggle. 


"The briefcase held a significant amount of cash," Tommy continued. "He used it to pay off his dealer and then 
bought more drugs and supplies." 


"He was found dead of an overdose in a well-known addict strip of land beneath a bridge on the other side of 
the city," the older man said. Nikki's green eyes locked onto Tommy's before saying, "Toxicology reports said 
that his blood showed high levels of an abnormally pure heroin" 


Tommy watched Nikki's tell-tale signs closely, the swipe of his tongue over his bottom lip, the heavy but 
awkward swallow, the way he bit out his words. "The fuckin’ greedy son of a bitch probably didn't even know 
that he was injecting Grade A smack." 


Nikki would be receiving a little extra loving tonight, Tommy thought. He knew that it was picking at an old 
wound; Nikki was probably sore and bleeding a little right now. 


"That's it, Stormy," Tommy said after a pall of silence had settled over them. "You now know everything. How 


are you feeling about it all?" 


Storm raised her eyes to Tommy first before flicking her gaze to Nikki. Tommy couldn't read anything but love 
in them and he knew everything was going to be alright. 


‘lm feeling..." the teenager started to say as her smile grew with every second, "very grateful that Mom and 
Aunt Thena were best friends because it means that | have you all in my life. | couldn't ask for better, more 


loving parents. The fact that you all fought for me, on multiple occasions..makes me love you all even more." 


Storm pushed back her chair with a scrape and hugged Tommy first. He pulled her into his lap as he used to 
when she was little and held on tightly, burying his nose into her hair. 


"Don't | get some love?" Nikki grumbled. 


| love you, Dad," Storm giggled in Tommy's ear as he tickled her with his facial hair before kissing his cheek 
soundly and slipping from his lap. 


Tommy's heart was full as he watched his daughter and her father, his lover, embrace tenderly. 
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Stick To Your Guns 

Bongiovi-Sambora Household 

May 2005 

Lia's lOth Birthday 

"C'mon, Daddy!" Lia yelled from the door to the garage. "Its time to go get my present!" 
"Gimme a minute," Jon yelled from the bedroom. 

"Do | hafta go?!" Sebastian grumbled, slouching in the closest living room chair. 


"Yes, you do, Monkey," Richie replied, glancing up from tying his shoes. "It was a family decision to allow Lia to 
get a cat so you have to be part of your family and help her choose." 


"But it's not fair , Pops," Seb complained. "| wanted a dog and we never got one! How come she gets to have a 
cat?!" 


"Because," Jon said as he appeared from their bedroom, buttoning his shirt, "dogs can't be left for the week, 
or even a weekend, if we want to catch up with Papa on the road. And they need walking every day..not that 
you'd do that anyway. It would end up with one of us having to do that." 


"That's right, Seb," Lia crowed from the doorway where she was bouncing with excitement. "My cat will be 
able to stay at home and Uncle David and Aunty Amber can feed it while we're away." 


"Phht,” Richie snorted. "Do Amber and Davey know about this part of the bargain?" he asked his husband, 


sotto voce. 
"No," Jon chuckled, "but we can deal with them later." 


"C'mooooon, you guys," Lia whined and stepped over to her fathers, taking each of their hands in hers and 
dragging them toward the garage. 


"We're coming," Richie said. "Move it, Monkey. Can you lock the door behind you, please?!" 


"Finel" his son answered and pushed up from where he was sprawled. 


He and Jon had been in a quandary as to an appropriate present for Lia's milestone birthday into double digits. She 
would still get a few smaller items, such as the new Barbie she'd had her eye on for some time and some new 
clothes, but they felt that turning fen needed more of a grand gesture. Sebastian had received his gaming console 
which now graced their living room so it was only fair that their daughter received her heart's desire. 


Lia had impressed them both with her perseverance and negotiating skills..or in other words, pester power. She had 
become relentless in her attempts fo cajole Jon into allowing a cat into the house. Hs husband had been equally 


defiant and reluctant, citing every negative he could think of concerning the care of the said creature. 


He couldnt, however, compete with a carefully written out Contract of Care presented to him by their daughter, 
listing out all the points that Jon had offered up and her well thought out solutions to each one. 


Richie had had to hand it to Lia for the way shed handled herself: Later that night, after telling Lia he'd have fo 
read the contract carefully and think about if, Jon had admitted to him how incredibly proud he was of their 
daughter. 


"t makes sense, Cowboy," Richie had said "She's grown up with us pouring over paperwork from Rosie's and she's 
been inquisitive enough to ask how they work. Im guessing she figures that that's her best shot at sealing the deal." 


‘Are you gonna think Im weird if | frame this?" he'd asked, refolding the page, torn from one of her school books, 
very carefully. 


"You kidding me?!" Richie had chuckled. ‘If you dont, then I willl" 


Now, they were pulling up to the shelter with a very excited ten-year-old in the back seat. Lia almost flew 
out of the car, slamming the door behind her as the rest of them exited with varying degrees of enthusiasm. 


"Hope she doesn't pick anything stupid," Sebastian grumbled. "Like some mangy, half-dead, beat-up alley cat." 
"Does it matter, Seb?" Jon countered. "You say you won't have anything to do with it anyway.’ 


"I still have to look at it," he replied, placing his headphones firmly over his ears when something set the dogs 
barking up a frenzy, adjusting his hoodie over his head to disappear. 


Lia took her fathers' hands and dragged them both up the ramp to the entrance. It was a fairly new facility 


and the doors swished open automatically. 
"Good morning, folks," the young receptionist greeted them. "How can | help you today?" 
Its my birthday!" Lia offered happily. "And I'm here to get a cat" 


"Happy birthday, young lady," the girl replied with a genuine smile. She then looked up and said, "I'm assuming 
that you've discussed this and explained that animals are for life?" 


"We have," Jon nodded. "Oh, boy have we had discussions |" 


Richie chuckled. "It's fine. We've made the decision and we'll stick with it..whatever Lia chooses," he said, aiming 


the last comment toward Sebastian who was skulking just behind them. 


‘Okay then!" the receptionist said cheerfully. "Let me get one of the cat staff to come out and explain how 


everything works." 


Within half an hour, they found themselves in an area set up to mimic a living room and surrounded by a 
dozen or so cats of various sizes. The room was designed to show the animals in a more friendly, realistic 


environment in the hopes that it made the decision easier. 


As he and Jon perched themselves on a bench seat against a wall, they watched their children interact with 
the furry creatures. Lia was in her element, her eyes full of wonder and her happy smile lit up the room as 


she explored. 


Sebastian was slightly more reserved but Richie was pleased to see that he was pointing out different cats to 
his sister and the mask of surly, teenage angst had slipped from his face to show the sweet boy hidden 
underneath. Richie was distracted from his observations when a mini-panther came up to him and wound 


around his legs. 


"Go away, cat," Jon muttered, looking at the cat that had now moved to inspect his denim-covered calves. He 


gave the feline a perfunctory pat on the head, hoping that would suffice. 


"It likes you," Richie chuckled. It was a big old tabby with the prettiest green eyes that looked up at them both 
as it wove itself back and forth between their legs. 


‘I'm not the one that wants a cat," he hissed as the cat jumped up onto his lap and proceeded to kneed his 


thigh. "Fuck! That hurts!" 


"Big baby," Richie said, scooping the tabby from Jon's lap and placing it gently in his own. He scratched the 
cat's ears until it was purring and looking very content. "Babygirl, this one is a sweet cat," he offered to his 


daughter. 
"Aww," Lia coved. "She is Papa but just not quite right. lim so confused. They're all so sweet" she lamented. 


"Well, if you can't find one," Jon said, standing up from the seat and preparing to leave, "then we'll just have to 


go home." 


"NO, Daddy!" his daughter cried, turning his own eyes against him. "We can't leave yet, | don't have my 
birthday present." 


"Damn it," Jon muttered and sat back in the seat with a small huff. 


"My poor Cowboy," Richie chuckled at his husband's distress at being surrounded by small furry animals. "l 
guess you never knew the joy of having a pet of any kind as a kid, did you?" 


Jon shook his head. "JJ Rabbit was the closest to any pet that | had. Some houses they sent me to had dogs 
but | was still really little and all those teeth scared the living shit out of me." 


There was a tiny meow coming from below them, insistent and repetitive. Both he and Jon looked toward their 


feet as a tiny, cream and orange fluffball clawed its way onto Jon's boot to play with his laces. 
"I tell ya, baby," Richie smirked, "you're a pussy magnet." 


"Mookie! Not in front of the kids," Jon gasped in amused surprise and elbowed him in the ribs. The tabby looked 
disdainfully at the interruption of its ear scratches before jumping from Richie's lap. 


"Daddy! Oh, my god..you found it!" Lia squealed, her attention had been drawn by her fathers’ chuckles. Literally 
falling at Jon's feet, Lia scooped the tiny kitten up before her father could dislodge it and held it close, her 
face the picture of pure happiness. "It's perfect," she said, enraptured. "Okay, we can go now." Lia turned back 
to the rest of the room and said, "Thank you, kitties. You were all lovely and | hope you find your forever 


homes soon. | wish | could take you all home with me." 


"Are you sure, Li-Li?" Richie asked, distracting her before she had a chance to even attempt to ask if she 
could bring them all home. "A kitten is a big responsibility. You have to teach it more things.’ 


"That's okay, Papa," she said. "I'm ready to be a cat mama to Muffin 
"Oh god,” Jon groaned. "Muffin?! Seb?! You got anything to add?" 
"Whatever, Dad. It's fine," their teenager shrugged. "It is kinda cute." 


"Right," Richie said, steering his daughter, who was already talking to the little kitten about its new life, to the 
door. "C'mon, Cowboy..let's go sign yet another set of adoption papers.” 


~ Ke 


With the kitten in a cardboard crate, they made a stop at the pet store on the way home. Sebastian stayed in 
the car with the crate while Richie and Jon took Lia inside to buy supplies. 


By the time they walked out, Richie's credit card was almost a couple of hundred dollars lighter but they had 
a month's supply of kitty litter and food, bowls, a bed, a cat tower that needed assembly, way too many toys 
and a set containing a collar and harness so that Lia could take Muffin for a walk in the yard. 


"Remind me again what the budget was for this cat?" Jon asked as they loaded the purchases into the car. 


Like you would deny Lia anything, either?" Richie retorted. Jon stood back as Richie closed the tailgate and 


started humming a familiar tune. 

"Don't!" Richie exclaimed, holding his hands up to ward off what he knew his husband was going to do next. He 
stalked off to the driver's door as Jon, who had strolled to the passenger's door, started singing the lyrics 
loud enough for Richie to catch. 


i Everything she sees, she says she wants. Everything she wants, | see she gets. That's my daughter in the water 
Everything she owns, | bought her. Everything she owns." 


Richie rolled his eyes so hard his head followed suit as he buckled up and started the car. "Okay, okay..we're 
both guilty of spoiling our kids." 


"Daddy, please don't sing," Lia said from behind them, "That's Papa's job." 


"Oooh!" Sebastian and Richie both reacted as Jon hammed it up, clutching at his heart and collapsing against 
the door. 


"Oh, Li-Li," Jon gasped. "You killed me, Babygirl. Don't you like my singing?" 


"Don't be silly, Daddy," she said. "I dol | truly do! But | just want to get Muffin home and show her our room. 


Please?!" 
"God..please?!" Seb added gruffly. "Just so | can get out of this car already." 


"Seb," Jon cautioned his son. "Its your sister's birthday so pull your head outta your butt and have some fun 
with us for a change, huh? You..Monkey Man..can help me bake the cake.” 


"Fine!" Seb muttered and went back to staring out of the window. 
we 


"Muffin! Look! Its your new home," Lia said to the cat who had magically emerged from the crate about 
halfway home. 


"Wait until the garage door closes, Li-Li," Richie said, "before you open the door.” 

"Better yet, put it back in the box until we get inside," Jon added, turning in his seat to make sure that their 
daughter was doing what she'd been asked. "I don't want it getting used to being near the warm car engines." 
He shuddered violently. "You know, I've heard stories-." 

"Jonny!" Richie looked at his husband incredulously and shook his head. "Let's not go there on the first day." 
The car came to a stop inside the garage and the four of them sat in the car, all willing the garage door to 
work faster but for vastly differing reasons. As soon as the tell-tale thunk happened, all four doors shot open 
and the occupants spilled free of the car. 

"Seb," Jon said as the teenager started walking into the house. "Go wash up. You're on KP duties, buddy." 

With a barely restrained sigh, Seb indicated with a wave that he'd heard but kept on walking. 


"C'mon, Muffin!" Lia said and carried the crate carefully inside the house, presumably to her room. 


"Lial Don't forget you have to help unpack all this from the car," Richie yelled after her as he opened the 


trunk to unload. "Leave the cat in the crate until you've finished." 


Lia's frustrated groan echoed through the house but she returned, without the cat crate, and started hauling 
stuff inside the house. 


Richie made sure that she set up the litter box and explained how it worked, decided on where a good spot 
would be for food and water bowls and helped put together the tower, positioning it in the corner of her 


bedroom. 


Jon and Seb were busy in the kitchen, making the birthday cake and prepping Lia's favourite homemade pizzas 
for dinner when Richie finally allowed Lia to open the crate and let Muffin out. 


They were in Lia's room and the little creature cautiously looked around, sniffing at everything. Richie was 
sitting on Lia's bed with her after he'd warned her to just let Muffin find her own way around and not to 


overcrowd her at first. 


Richie smiled as their daughter watched her new best friend with delight. He had to admit that it was a cute 
kitten and he knew that Jon would eventually get over his thing where Muffin was concerned, 


"Look, Muffin," Lia said as she slipped to the floor to play with Muffin and the new toys. The little kitten played 
for a short while but found the litter box and climbed in. Within moments, Lia, who was excited that Muffin 
had found the box so easily, was now wrinkling her nose in distaste at the overwhelming new smell. "Eewww!" 


Lia exclaimed, pinching her nose closed. "How can something that small, stink up the place so much?" 
Richie couldn't control his laughter. "We used to say the same thing about you and your brother, Li-Li.” 


"Hey, I'm about to~," Jon called from the hallway. "Ugh! What the hell?!" he exclaimed, waving the teatowel in 
front of his face. 


"You need to clean it up, Lia," Richie said, reminding his daughter of her duties by pointing to the framed copy 
of her handwritten contract. They had presented it to her, gift wrapped along with the rest of her presents, 


earlier that morning. "That's what a cat mama does." 


"Don't forget to wash your hands thoroughly when you're done, too," Jon prompted as Lia carefully scooped 
out the waste into a plastic bag and ran it outside to the trash. 


"How is she doing?" Jon asked, with a throw of his head in the direction Lia had gone, as he leaned against the 


doorframe. 


"She'll be fine," Richie replied, lying back on the bed further. "The novelty is still there at the moment. Give it a 
few days and then we'll have to remind her that this is what she signed up for." 


"Don't forget everyone is coming around five tonight," Jon said, watching the kitten with one of Lia's stuffed 
toys. It was three times its size but the kitten was attempting to wrestle it into submission. "At least our 
shoes will be safe with a cat, | guess." 


‘Shoes, maybe," Richie grinned, pushing himself upright. "Toes and ankles, not so much" He stepped over Muffin 
to reach Jon and tugged the teatowel from his shoulders as Lia came back into her room. "C'mon, I'll help with 


dinner." 


The rest of the afternoon was spent in preparation for the family get together that night. Lia carted Muffin 


around from room to room and had to be reminded on several occasions to let the poor cat have a bit of 


space. 


Eddie, Flo and Joan arrived and Lia introduced her grandparents to the new family member, dressing Muffin in 
its little harness and taking it for a walk outside then when David and Amber and the cousins arrived, Lia 
provided the next round of introductions then put Muffin in her room for safety until after dinner. 


Later that night, after Lia fell into an exhausted sleep and Sebastian was playing video games, Jon and Richie 
were relaxing on the sofa. The TV was on but neither were watching; Jon was reading a novel he'd started 
recently in one corner and Richie was noodling out some melodies for new songs in the other when the soft 


scratching at Lia's door drew Jon's attention 


"That cat better get used to sleeping at night,” he said, marking the page in his book and getting up. "Or at 
least being quiet” 


‘Its only the first night, Cowboy," Richie replied, jotting a few notes down before watching Jon disappear into 


the hallway to Lia's room, emerging a few minutes later with the cat bundled in his hand. "Big softy!" he 
chuckled. 


"Was the scratching not annoying you?!" Jon asked. 


"It wasn't disturbing Lia," he offered. "Muffin's gotta learn when it's bedtime. You could have just left the door 
open a little." 


Jon placed the kitten on the floor and returned to his book, laying down with his feet against Richie's hip, 
tapping along to the melody. 


Richie was vaguely aware that the kitten was off exploring the house as he worked but was surprised when 
Sebastian disappeared for a few moments and then walked back in with it in his hand He sat on the floor 
cushions with it and started playing with it. 


"You should be asleep, buddy," Jon said, looking over his book. 


"Soon," Sebastian replied. "But | figure the only time | will get with the cat is while Li-Li's asleep." He lay on his 
stomach over the cushions and wrestled with the little fluffball, giggling at the antics. 


Jon marked his book again and shifted his arm beneath his head to watch. Richie soon followed suit and placed 
his guitar in its stand and closed his notebook. "l'm gonna go take a shower, | smell like a pizza parlour." He 
stood up and stretched. "Get Muffin good and tired, Seb, so itll sleep through the night. Then go to bed 
yourself. Love you, Monkey.” 

"Okay, Pops," Sebastian replied, looking up from playing with the cat. "Love you too." 


"Before you go, Mookie," Jon said, holding his arm up to Richie. "Can you bring me a cookie, please?" 


"Thinking or snacking?" he asked, linking his fingers through his husband's. Jon had a supply of different cookies 
for different purposes. Lighter, healthier ones for thinking because he often ate the whole pack on a bad day 
or richer, sweeter, more decadent ones for the occasional sweet treat. Though it wouldn't really matter which 


one he ate; Jon was religious in his morning run workouts. 
"Snack, please. Just one," he said, tugging Richie down for a kiss before releasing him. 


"Kay. Be right back," Richie said and went in search of a cookie and brought it back, receiving another kiss as a 


thank you. 
"You spoil me," Jon sighed. 


"Perhaps, but I'm gonna boot you to the curb in the morning for a run if you have more than one tonight," he 


replied 
Jon took a deliberate bite of the triple choc cookie and grinned up at him. 


Richie smirked, shaking his head before heading into the shower. It had been a long day and he was looking 
forward to getting under a hot shower and working out some of the kinks, not to mention the acoustics in 


their bathroom were perfect to try out the new melodies he'd been working on. 


His family were used to losing him for hours some nights and tonight he washed his hair as he sang, writing 
down the lyrics on the underwater diving slate that was suctioned to the wall. Jon had bought it for him the 


previous Christmas, for use on occasions just like tonight. 


By the time he was satisfied with the lyrics and melody of the song and his hair was close to being dry, Richie 
pulled on his sweats and left the bathroom. 


"Hey, Jonny-?" he said only to pull up short when he saw his husband asleep on the sofa with the cat curled 
up in the centre of his chest. Richie leaned against the back of the sofa, just watching them both; two strays 


who had each found their forever home. 


Deciding to shut down most of the house, Richie killed the lights in the kitchen and locked the doors before 
scooping little Muffin up into his hands. Walking from the living room, he placed the sleeping kitten in the bed 


on the floor in Lia's room and shut the door. 


Walking back to the living room Richie gently shook Jon awake, "C'mon, babe. Time for all sleepy kittens to go to 
bed." 


He guided his husband through the darkened living room and into bed, chuckling when Jon purred happily against 
his pillows as Richie climbed in beside him and turned off the light, putting the end to Lia's first day as a cat 


mama. 


we Rw 


Complicated 


Author's Notes: 
Wow, what a crazy, mixed-up, fucked-up world we're living in at the moment. | can only hope that you're all 


doing the best you can and that you treat yourselves gently. 


On a brighter note, a big HAPPY 60th BIRTHDAY to one of our leading men, the one and only, Jon Bon Jovi. 
What a milestone! He's been in my life for a good portion of those 60 years too. It only seems like yesterday 
when pictures of his 30th graced the pages of the music magazines back then (which | still have, btw). 


Anyway, enjoy this week's fluff/smut chapter. Enslaved comes back next week. 
Love you alll Stay safe! 
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1982 
Richie and Jon's Apartment 


Summertime 


Friday Evening 
"Babe?!" Richie called into the small apartment as he kicked the door closed. "I'm home." 


The music, Led Zeppelin, was cranked up loud and it instantly made him smile. Richie shrugged out of his jacket 
and tossed it over the back of the chair closest to the door as a clatter of something hitting the kitchen sink 
and then Jon's soft curse filtered through beneath the wail of Page's guitar. 


He kicked off his sneakers and nudged them closer to the door for the next use. He'd just finished the 
afternoon shift at the bar and wasn't due back for two days. Two blissful days of nothing but sleeping, eating 
and fucking. 


It had been eighteen months since Richie's assault and as promised Al had found Richie a regular job in one of 
his bars. It was a dive of a place but Al had been true to his word and, after some initial training, put him into 


the Manager's role. 


It had been up to Richie to turn the dive into a profitable endeavour within a year of taking over. It had been 
hard work and, fortunately, Al hadn't been too strict with the timeframe in the end, but he did it. Now the bar 


was growing steadily in popularity and Richie was due to meet up with Al in a week to discuss progress. 


He had also been given permission, if he felt up to it, to make a little extra on the side on the busy nights as 
long as Al got his usual cut. 


And, after Richie had recovered sufficiently and received the doctor's final clean bill of health, he took those 
opportunities so that he could pay Eddie and Flo back for their financial help with the hospital bills. 


Jon understood that Richie needed to do it, to push those demons from his life as far as possible on his terms 
but with the proviso that he was always protected and they both went for regular sexual health screenings. 
No one else needed to know how they were paying Eddie and Flo back, especially not his recently-reconciled 
parents. The extra cash was explained away by working extra shifts at the bar, which wasn't too far from the 


truth. 


What Richie had found though, was that he had to be in control of the situation, that he could only top 


strangers in the bar's bathroom, where he had some level of safety net around him. 
He kept the vulnerability of being a bottom solely for Jon. 


Given the oppressive heat on the walk home, he was grateful for the small mercies of their darkened 


apartment and, as he walked across the room, he unbuttoned his shirt. 


Since the small apartment was still warm even with the air conditioner rattling in its frame in the window, 
stripped the cloying fabric from his arms, wadding it into a ball and tossed it in the general direction of the 
bedroom as he moved toward the sound of his boyfriend in the kitchen 


When he rounded the doorway, he was confronted with the tantalising sight of Jon in his short shorts..and 
nothing else, other than a tea towel over his shoulder. He was engrossed in stirring something in a pot on the 
stove and hadn't heard Richie come home over the music. Watching his lover shake that ass of his to the 


music, Richie's cock jumped in appreciation of the slim waist that disappeared into the loose band of denim. 


After a minute or so, he pushed from the door jamb, which finally drew Jon's attention. "Oh! Hey!" Jon said, his 
face melting into a happy smile. "How was your day?" Jon tilted his head up for a kiss for which Richie obliged 


him. 


"Busy," he replied, slipping his arms around Jon from behind, giving the younger man no doubt about his 


intentions. "Whatcha cookin’, good lookin?" 


Jon had recently started taking more of an interest in cooking and had been asking Flo for tips and recipes. 
Richie lifted the lid on one of the saucepans and saw a red sauce and the pot that he was stirring was a white 


sauce. 


‘lm trying my hand at Flo's eggplant lasagne," he said, brandishing a sheet of paper with instructions written in 
Flo's perfect cursive handwriting. Slices of eggplant were spread out onto paper towels across every available 


surface. It looked as though Jon was planning on feeding the whole family. 


"Oh, so | have time to shower?" He slid a hand down into the waistband of Jon's shorts and was rewarded with 


a breathy chuckle, however, he was desperate to get the stench of smoke and beer from the bar off him. 


"Sure," Jon replied, turning his attention back to the bechamel sauce. "As long as | don't burn this again" He 
turned and glared at him. 


Richie had him pinned between his body, which was hard and getting harder by the second and his hand as it 
moved lower, threading fingertips through the soft curls of hair that surrounded the thick but compact cock. 
He sunk his nose into the younger man's hair, breathed deeply and sighed. This was home. 


"Again?" Richie chuckled, as he reluctantly removed his hand before he got too carried away. He now saw the 
splashes of red sauce over the stovetop and walls, the mess of tomato off-cuts in the sink and sprinkles of 


herbs, salt and pepper everywhere, even the floor. 


"Hmm," Jon grinned up at him sheepishly. "I was changing the record and forgot the white sauce was on the 


stove." 
"Priorities, babe," he said, kissing the side of Jon's head. "Only sex and good weed always tops music. Everything 
falls below that." He swept his finger through the spilled green herb on the countertop and touched it to his 


Tongue, pouting in disappointment that it was only oregano and not weed. 


Jon, who had been watching him, said, "I didn't want to lace this one, in case it turns out right and | want to 


take some to Mom and Dad's to show off" 


"Good point! Wanna beer?" he asked ironically, considering his earlier desire for a shower because of the 


spillage over his jeans. 


"Thanks," Jon nodded before returning to the earlier comment. "Hence the candles. Had to disguise the burned 


cheese sauce smell somehow." 


Richie opened the fridge and grabbed two chilled bottles, flipped the caps off and handed one to Jon. "And here 


| thought you were cooking dinner with candles for a romantic dinner for two?!" 
"Well, it's supposed to be," Jon sighed, "if | can get this part right" 


| can help," he shrugged. "Lasagne isn't too hard" 


"Nope," Jon said, placing his palm in the centre of Richie's chest to fend him off. "Please, Mookie, | want to do 
this from start to finish by myself. Go shower. You smell like the bar. Besides, you're being very distracting 
with all that bare flesh and | don't want to start the sauce for the third time." 


"Okay, okay," he chuckled, pushing back against Jon's hand a little. "But don't forget to put the garlic bread in 
the oven at the right time." 


"Sure-," Jon nodded before he froze on the spot. "Oh no..well..fuckl" 


"Jonny..the sauce?!" Richie said, pointing to the pot, which drew Jon's attention to it, giving the sauce a 


perfunctory glance. "What's wrong?" 

"| forgot the garlic bread," he groaned, almost doubling over at the edge of the stove. 

"Aww, baby," Richie chuckled. "It's okay, I'll just-." 

"No!" Jon shook his mane of hair furiously. "You! Shower! Me, store..well, when this is finished." 
"You sure®l" Richie asked. 

"Uh-huh," Jon nodded distractedly, making a shooing motion with his hand. 


"Kay," he said and left the kitchen as the record stopped playing. Richie stepped over to the player, flipped the 
LP over and set the needle gently down into the groove on the spinning, black disc. He also snuffed the candles, 
they were keeping the apartment too warm tonight and if Jon stepped out while he was in the shower, he 
didn't want to be rescued naked. 


Richie walked into their bedroom, collecting his shirt along the way from the floor and tossing it into the dirty 
clothes pile for laundry day tomorrow. He stripped out of his jeans and socks, adding them to the pile on top of 
the shirt and padded, naked, into the small bathroom. 


Setting the shower running, Richie adjusted the temperature to slightly too warm before he stepped in under 
the spray with his beer. Letting the warm water wash over him as did the music and the occasional curse or 
clatter from the kitchen, he finished his beer, carefully setting the empty bottle outside of the shower on the 


floor where he wouldn't kick it over, before washing his hair to rid it of the stench of stale cigarette smoke. 


He hummed along with the music, playing a soggy air guitar under the spray, letting inspiration hit as he 
started to think of lyrics and melodies of his own. Rinsing the shampoo from his hair, he closed his eyes 
against the soap running down his face and let the sight of Jon in his short shorts fill his mind, which in turn, 
filled another part of his anatomy. 


He blindly reached for the conditioner, squeezed a generous dollop into his palm and applied it to his wet hair. 


The insistent throb of his cock kept time with Jon dancing around the kitchen in his head as he watched from 


the doorway, just like he had done not long ago. But instead of allowing Jon to continue cooking as he'd done in 
real life, his other self pushed the younger man up against the counter, trapping him with his arms and kissing 


him until Jon was weak at the knees. 


In his mind, his fingers swiftly took care of the meagre fastenings of the jean shorts, pushing them open just 
enough to get his hand inside them. He wrapped his conditioner-slick hand around himself as his other self did 


the same to Jon. 


"Okay, so the-..," real Jon said from the doorway where he'd stopped dead in his tracks, seeing Richie in the 
shower. "Oh! Mmm..having fun without me, Mookie?!" 


Richie cracked an eye open and saw his lover slouched against the door frame with a shit-eating grin on his 
face and it just made his daydream all the more real. He shook his head, "Nope. You're up here too, baby." He 
tapped the side of his head, making no deliberate attempts to hide his lascivious looks over his boyfriend. 


"Come join me," he challenged. 


Jon pouted, whining a little. "But the lasagne..and the garlic bread," he protested weakly, taking unconscious 
steps forward. 


"The bread can get fucked," Richie said, seeing Jon's indecision. "Where's the pasta?" 


"In the fridge. | didn't- eep |!" Jon squeaked when Richie reached his hand out and grabbed Jon's wrist and, with 
one good tug, pulled Jon into the shower. 


Richie pushed Jon up against the tiled wall and pressed his wet body against Jon's almost dry one. "It can wait 
then," he growled, watching his boyfriend's blue eyes deepen to the colour of the deepest ocean when he rolled 
his hips against Jon's. 


"But | can't!" Jon whimpered. "Rich..." 


"| gotcha, baby," he purred as he inched closer to Jon's partially open mouth. He skimmed over Jon's lips at 
first, barely touching them and feeling the puff of breath against his mouth in response. 


From the first full touch, Jon's response was eager, to say the least, and Richie kissed him deeply, letting the 
water sluice over them from behind, as his tongue delved into the warm, sweet cavern that was Jon's mouth. 


His tongue danced over its mate, dipping and swaying in an age-old dance. 


He skimmed his hands down Jon's sides, coming to rest briefly on his hips as Jon thrummed his fingers over 
Richie's nipples. Pulling free from the blonde's mouth, Richie nibbled along the strong jawline to the slightest of 
clefts at the point of Jon's chin Pointing his tongue, Richie slowly dragged it up through the tiny hollow, the 
stubble peeking through the skin catching on his tastebuds, returning to Jor's lips. 


Jon seemed to melt against him, clinging to his shoulders as Richie continued his feast of his boyfriend's neck 
Richie's mouth moved over his jaw to Jon's ear and traced the delicate shell before drawing the earring that 


he'd put there between his teeth and tugged gently. Jon's lips parted and a shuddering sigh escaped his lips. 


"Mmmm." Jon moaned, sliding his one hand down, over Richie's chest and belly. "Hurry up, Mookie," he 


muttered impatiently as Richie nibbled at Jon's neck. 


"Nah-uh," he smiled against the warm, damp skin. Jon's hips, which were still clad in his jean shorts, were 


moving restlessly. Richie pressed him back against the wall more firmly in response. "My, my, baby..someone 


feeling a little ansty?" 


"Yes!" he hissed and, with a concerted push, shoved Richie toward the other wall with a suddenness that took 
him by surprise. "Stay!" 


Richie saw the fire in the blue eyes and smiled to himself. Jon didn't often take control but when he did, he 
knew what he wanted and set about getting it. In this case, he was eyeing off Richie's erection with undisguised 
hunger. 


Jon quickly rid himself of his shorts, leaving them at his feet, before reaching for the shower gel and pouring 
a generous amount into his palm. "Turn around," he instructed. "Hands on the wall and don't move until | say 


So. 


Richie almost purred with delight at his boyfriend's request and turned, bracing himself against the wall with 
his hands. 


When he and Nikki were dating, they'd often fall into kink scenes, having even experienced the delights of a 
proper professional dungeon, but since getting together with Jon, and then the subsequent assault against him, 


neither had felt truly comfortable being restrained with anything other than words. 


"You still stink of beer and cigarettes," Jon said, almost to himself, as he laid his hands on Richie's shoulders at 


his neck. 


Using his thumbs, Jon rubbed little circles on either side of Richie's spine, gradually increasing the pressure. 


Richie sighed and dropped his forehead to the tiles as he felt his body slowly relax. 


He closed his eyes and concentrated on the glide of Jon's soapy hands over his shoulders, feeling his fingers 


bump over the hills and hollows of his muscles as Jon moved slowly down, working any kinks out. 


The magical hands stopped at Richie's hips, stilling and holding on when Richie felt the younger man step closer 


and his cock nestled comfortably between Richie's ass. 


"Still with me, baby?" Jon murmured, his breath ghosting over Richie's cheek as Jon's hands skimmed up his 


sides making Richie hum and twitch in response. 


Those hands scooped up into his pits, massaging the soft flesh and seemingly washing each individual hair. It 


was so intimate, more so than if it were his ass Jon was cleaning, that it shook Richie briefly. 


‘| love this part of you," Jon murmured over the swoosh of the water as he brushed his knuckles through 
the hollows. "I love how you smell," he continued. "So raw some days; all-male, sweaty but underlying all that 


there's something that's distinctly..you. If | were suddenly struck blind, I'd still know you." 


"By my stinky armpits?" Richie asked. He'd never had someone that had been so open and honest with what he 
liked and didn't like about being with him. And apart from the bondage aspects of kink, Jon was willing to try 
anything. 


"Goofball," he chuckled softly, laying a kiss on Richie's back. "Anywhere. Your breath is cigarettes and whiskey. 
Your neck smells warm, sleepy and safe," Richie looked over his shoulder at Jon, who returned his questioning 


look with a snort of amusement, "Hush, you. You asked, I'm telling.” 

"Anywhere else you want to do a scratch and sniff test?" Richie asked. "Or should that be a taste test?" 
"Brat!" Jon growled, nipping at his earlobe. 

Reaching for the shower gel again, the blonde then turned his attention to Richie's chest, scooping the pectoral 
muscles into the palm of his hands, brushing his fingers over his nipples, teasing them and tugging on the tight 
little nubs. "These taste like caramel coffee and your freckles are like sunshine." 

Richie was becoming restless. He needed Jon's attention, and hands, on another, currently very unhappy part of 
his body. He wiggled his ass back against Jon, hoping to remind him of that said cranky body part, but all it 


got him was a vicious tweak of his nipples. 


"Ow! Fuck..that hurt," he grumbled yet the electricity the pinches created went straight to his already 


impatient dick. He let the words die off into a moan 


"Patience is a virtue, my bratty boyfriend," his lover replied, a little more breathlessly than before, as his 
fingers splayed over Richie's ribs, running them through the lines they created. 


Richie huffed out a breath when Jon found all his sensitive spots and, as though he'd turned up the wattage 
of those jolts of electricity to his dick, Richie groaned pitifully. "Jonny..please, baby...” 


"You want me to go lower?" he asked as his fingers skimmed down lower, over his belly and hips. 


"Yes!" Richie growled and Jon chuckled darkly in his ear, giving it as playful nip as his fingers dipped into the 


curls that his cock was rising from insistently. 


Jon nudged Richie's legs open and, after complying, Richie whimpered when he felt Jon's length slide through, 
caressing his perineum and ball sac. "Like this?" Jon asked, rolling himself back and forth between Richie's legs. 


"Fuck, Jonny. just..fuck," Richie huffed, squeezing the top of his thighs closed around his lover. 


‘Mmmm, that feels so good..soon, baby," Jon crooned, the rocking becoming more insistent. "You'll get what you 


want soon..so very soon" 


Richie gasped in relief and his legs shook ominously when Jon's hand finally gripped him tightly and started to 
stroke him with the surety of familiarity, soaping his shaft thoroughly. 


"Has this guy been used today, baby?" Jon asked roughly, his breath ghosting over his damp skin 


Richie shook his head, dropping his head to watch the dark and angry head of his cock slide in and out of Jon's 
fingers. "No..which is why he's frustrated as fuck right now," he snarled. 


"How do you want it, Mookie?" Jon mumbled against Richie's shoulder, leaning against him heavily now. 


"Don't care. just..fuckin' hurry," Richie groaned, curling his fingers painfully against the tiles when all he wanted 
to do was turn around and sink them into Jon's hair to plunder his mouth as he fucked his boyfriend. 


Jon withdrew from between Richie's thighs and spun him, slamming his back against the tiles and, as though 
he'd read Richie's mind, kissed him fiercely, deeply before sinking to his knees in front of him. 


Richie watched his lover. The water, which was starting to cool, tamed Jon's wild curls, flattening them against 
his head, falling into his eyes as he seemed to be mesmerised by Richie's shaft. Richie reached out and pulled 
the damp strands away from the blue eyes, leaving his hand in Jon's hair. Blue eyes looked up at him from 
below and, holding his gaze, as his tongue slid from root to tip along the large vein 


Oh..fuck," he groaned, "Yeah, baby..just like that" He wound his fingers through the wet blonde hair, 


encouraging Jon to open his mouth. 
"You want more?" Jon asked, running his tongue over his bottom lip. 
"All of it..all of you," he breathed in return. 


Jon's hands gripped his legs behind the knees, moving up to just below his ass before Richie watched the tip of 
his cock disappear into Jon's waiting mouth. He couldn't help the groan that left him as Jon took him into his 
heat, working him in deeper with each bob of his head. 


"Ssshit," Richie hissed when Jon swallowed him as much as possible and Richie felt the blonde's throat close 
around him. "Damn, baby..that's so hot." His legs threatened to give out on him when Jon hummed as he drew 


off him slowly. His cock was slick and Jon's lips were delightfully pink and puffy. 


If anyone had offered him the choice between a beautiful woman with a full face of makeup to suck his dick, 
or Jon, with his naturally pretty face, Richie would choose his boyfriend every time. Jon was about to resume 
his ministrations but Richie tugged gently on his hair, bending to kiss him and chase the taste of himself over 
Jon's tongue and lips. 


"Touch yourself when you're sucking me," Richie mumbled against those swollen lips. "I want to watch you. | 
want to see you come too, baby.” 


‘Mmm'kay," Jon replied dreamily as his fingers started to venture between Richie's ass cheeks. 


Richie altered his stance to accommodate the searching digits and Jon greedily fell back onto Richie's cock, 
slurping and sucking with abandon while his other hand gripped himself and matched the tempo of his mouth. 


"Ohhh... fuck ...." Richie groaned, bracing his free hand against the tiles as Jon's finger teased his back entrance. 
He had to consciously tell his fingers to release the grip on Jon's hair. They complied eventually but Richie 
couldn't stop touching his lover's head. 


The music came to an end, allowing the sounds of their grunts, moans and lust-filled utterances to be heard 


easily over the noise of the just-warm cascading water. 


‘Mmm..Jonny..!'m-l'm about to c-come," Richie stuttered, barely giving his lover enough time to prepare 
before that all-encompassing tidal wave took over his body. 


Jon hummed as Richie's cock emptied into his waiting, greedy mouth as he swallowed every drop of the first 
wave. The blonde pulled back quickly, allowing the next pulse to cover his face and outstretched tongue. Richie 
milked himself, forcing every last drop out of his balls and watched with slack-jawed awe as his come painted 


Jon's face. 


His lover licked his lips, his blue eyes closing in bliss as his hand worked himself furiously. Once he thought he 
could trust his muscles again, Richie gripped Jon's face and licked his come from his face, sharing his bounty 
in a deep, heated kiss. 


Jon panted heavily through his nose as Richie's tongue delved into his mouth, the mix of Jon's laboured 
breathing and the taste of his seed was alluring and erotic. 


" Fuck! Nahhh" His young lover drew back with a grunt as his climax wracked his body. Jon moaned deeply with 
each shot of creamy fluid that landed on the shower floor to mix with the water and slide down the drain 


Richie dropped down beside Jon as best as he could in the limited space, holding him close as he lost himself to 
his moment of pleasure. Whilst tremors rocked his lover's body, Richie murmured soothing words; truthfully, 


they were no more than sounds that could have been interpreted as words as he stroked Jon's damp face. 


Reaching back, Richie turned off the water, confident that they were both free of the residue that would cling 
to their drying skin and make them itch later. 


"Godamnit, Mookie," Jon sighed, melting against Richie. "I think | emptied all internal organs down the drain. 
Muscles and bones too." 


"You too, huh?!" he chuckled. He moved his arm that had been behind Jon's back to around his neck, gently 
forcing his lover's face up to his and laid a sweet kiss against the lips that were still tender from swallowing 


him down recently, before touching his forehead to Jon's and closed his eyes. 


After spending lost moments in that position, not speaking but hearing volumes of what their bodies were 
telling each other, Jon groaned, starting to shift restlessly. 


"Mookie?!" 

"Hmm?" 

"We need to move." 
"Hmm" 

"lm cramping up, babe." 


"But l'm comfortable," Richie mumbled when in truth he wasn't. He was getting cold and cramping just as Jon 


was. 


He sighed and nodded. "Okay..lets get you up," he said and they both moved, Jon shifted to one side, groaning 
and rubbing at his leg, as Richie rose on shaky legs to stand. He held his hand out to Jon and helped him 
upright and out of the shower. 


As soon as they were out, Jon grabbed his towel, wrapped it around his waist and started walking around to 


work out the pinch in his calf muscle. 


"You okay?" Richie asked, drying himself before rubbing the towel through his wet hair. He eyed off their bed 
that was looking very inviting right now. He tossed Jon his towel and said, "Dry your hair then come and lie 


down I'll rub your leg if that'll help?" 
"You can rub anything you want once this cramp goes away," he replied from beneath the second towel. 
Richie sniggered as he pulled the covers back and flopped down into the mountain of pillows. He watched Jon 


pace as he dried his hair and noticed that his step was loosening up. On the next pass on Richie's side of the 
bed, he snagged the towel from around Jon's waist and tossed it toward the bathroom. 


"Tryna tell me something, Mookie?" Jon smirked from the end of the bed. He bunched the towel he still held 
and it swiftly joined its mate. 


"Yeah, it's nap time and | need my teddy bear," he sighed happily. A long day and being sucked dry had suddenly 
made him very sleepy. He patted the mattress beside him and said, "C'mon, teddy. Time to snuggle." 


Jon huffed in amusement but climbed onto the bottom of the bed, crawling the length of it to lay down next 
to him but not before leaving a tender kiss on Richie's mouth. "I love you, Mookie," he whispered with a soft 


smile. 
Richie caressed Jon's face and repeated the endearment. "Love you, too, baby." 
With that Jon laid down and Richie pulled him up close to him, both falling asleep almost instantly. 


When Richie next woke, it was dark, almost ten in the evening. The scratch of the LP still spinning on the 
turntable was like a mosquito buzzing in his ear; now that he was awake it was annoying him. He needed to piss 
anyway, so Richie carefully extracted himself from around his still-sleeping lover and padded into the 


bathroom to stand at the toilet. Not bothering to flush lest it wake Jon, Richie walked, yawning, out into the 
darkened living room to shift the needle from the vinyl. 


His stomach rumbled ominously and Richie placed a hand over it in an effort to quell the hunger pangs. 

"l'm starving..obviously," he muttered to himself out loud. 

Shuffling into the kitchen, Richie snagged a couple of cold beers from the fridge, uncapping one before 
rummaging through their supplies for a bag of cookies. No matter how quiet he tried to be, everything still 


made too much noise now that the record had stopped its looped scratching. 


"Let's call for a pizza," Jon said, muffled by pillows and sleep, from the bedroom. "We can have the lasagne 


tomorrow night. It's too late to cook now." 


Richie grimaced, realising that he'd woken his sleeping beauty up. "Sorry, babe. | tried not to wake you," he 
called back, putting the cookies back and walking to the phone. "Same as usual?" 


"Uh-huh," Jon agreed, mid~yawn as he left the bed and headed to the bathroom also. 


Richie dialled the number for their local store and placed an order for delivery as the toilet flushed. After 
washing his hands, Jon switched on the small TV in their bedroom, turning it down real low, as Richie returned. 


He handed Jon the beer and they both fell back into bed to await their delivery. 


They arranged themselves against the headboard, in amongst all the pillows, to watch the late-night shows. 
Richie ended up laying across Jon's belly, using him as a pillow, zoning out as Jon started playing with his hair 


when a segment for a celebrity's house was being talked about on whatever show they were watching. 


"Think we'll ever get outta here?" Jon asked. 


"Fuck, | hope so," Richie said. "Nicer apartment with proper air-conditioning would be good. Maybe two 
bedrooms and two bathrooms." 


"Planning on kicking me outta your bed, babe?" Jon chuckled. 


"No," he replied, hugging Jon closer to him to emphasise the simple denial. He nuzzled his face into Jon's naked 


groin and mumbled, "You guys aren't going anywhere, ya hear me?!" 

Jon laughed, drawing his knees up slightly and asked, "But what about the rest of me?" 

"Eh..| guess you can stay," he shrugged, making Jon laugh even harder. He turned his face to Jon's belly and 
blew a raspberry on it. Rolling over to look at the ceiling he felt Jon lay a warm hand over his chest. Richie 
clasped Jon's fingers and brought them to his lips to kiss before laying them back over his heart again. 
"Eddie says there's only $500 owing on my debt," he said, frowning. 

"Hey! That's great!" 

"Hmm." 


"Why don't you sound excited then, Rich?" Jon asked, curling his fingers into Richie's. 


‘Our calculations don't match, that's why," he sighed. "I figured | had at least another grand on top of that to 
pay off. | don't want to skimp out on any debt that | owe." 


"Look at me, Mookie," Jon said and Richie twisted his head in the opposite direction. "Knowing Flo and Eddie, they 
probably figured that you've paid the lion's share of the debt so they're cutting you a break" 


"You don't think they've figured out how I'm getting the cash, do you?" 

"| don't think so," Jon said. "Eddie would have said something to me by now, l'm sure." 

The doorbell rang and Richie leapt off the bed, grabbing the sheet to wrap around his waist, partially closing 
the bedroom door. "Just a second," he called out when the bell rang again whilst he was digging some money 


out of his wallet. 


He opened the door to the young delivery guy and said, "Hey, Pete. Long time, my man," and held out the cost 


of the pizza and a generous tip. 


"Dude, you say that every time," Pete chuckled. "Even when Jon answers the door!" 


"A day is a long time for Richie sometimes, Pete," Jon yelled from the bedroom. 

"You smokin’ that good weed again?" the delivery guy asked as he lounged against the door frame. 

"No, smart ass," Richie said, pushing the cash into the top pocket of Pete's shirt before snatching the pizza 
from his hands as he struggled to keep the sheet from slipping. "Just been working..something you're not doing 


too well at the moment. Get outta here, man If you can't tell, we're in the middle of something." He'd just said 


that when a groan came from the bedroom. 


Richie watched the young man look toward the noise before a deep blush rose from beneath his collar. "Oh! Oh, 


l-l..yeah, sure. See ya," he stammered and took off back down the communal stairs. 


Richie shut the door, slid the chain across it and turned back toward the bedroom. He hip-checked the door 
open and threw the sheet at the end of the bed. "A day is a long time for Rich," he mimicked his boyfriend, 
poking his tongue out as Jon started laughing. 


‘lm sorry, baby," Jon coved, still thoroughly amused. "I'd make it up to you, but..." he grabbed the box from 
Richie as he settled back into the bed, "pizza!" 


"You've probably traumatised Pete," Richie continued, "and we'll never get quick delivery again 


"lIl just hand over one of your joints next time," Jon mumbled around a mouthful of pepperoni pizza. "He'll 


forgive me then" 


Richie looked at Jon, askance, and said, "Don't make me cut you off, dollface. Only a select few get one of my 


joints." 
"You just got finished telling my nuts and dick that they're not going anywhere," Jon grinned. 


"Hmm," Richie hummed and swallowed. "The cut you off part could be cutting the rest of you," he waved a 


hand up and down Jon's body, "from the fun parts." 
Jon snorted in amusement before taking a swallow of his beer to wash the first slice down 


They ate in happy silence for a short while until Jon returned to their earlier conversation. "Got any ideas 


about where to move to..if we did decide to move?" he asked. 


"Somewhere close to the music store..but also close to the bar," Richie said. "Like..that funky-smelling storage 


loft above the bar could be a good space if it were cleaned out properly.” 


"Its got no plumbing though." 


"No, but if the majority of the plumbing for, say, the bathroom, were done right above the restrooms in the 


bar, that would save a fortune." 
"You wouldn't have so far to travel home after a late night shift," Jon added. 


"The bar's so close to being where it needs to be, too. Patronage is picking up and the quality of those 
customers is picking up too. Word is getting around, baby." 


Richie could just see the future, as though he were looking at it through a veil or fog. It was there, just out 
of reach for the moment. The harder he worked, the thinner the fog became. After being kicked out of home 
and, subsequently, dropping out of school, Richie had never envisaged having a regular job, other than 


something menial once street whoring became less viable. 


I'm proud of you, Mookie," Jon replied. He leaned over the pizza box between them and kissed him. "Your folks, 


Mom and Dad..we all are. You've worked damned hard. | just hope Al can see it, too." 


"Thanks, baby," Richie replied, with a duck of his head. "Couldn't have done it without your support. Especially 
considering how I've been making the extra cash. As soon as I've paid off this debt, the only ass | wanna fuck 


is yours, Jonny. You'll be my one and only until my dying days." 


"Such a sweet talker," Jon grinned. "Ya know, mister," he continued, taking the cooling slice from Richie's hand 
and placing it back in the box. Jon dropped the box on the floor as he continued, "flattery like that, will get 


you..anywhere..with me." 


Jon straddled Richie's outstretched legs, shuffling up to his hips, placing his hand in the centre of Richie's 
chest, pushing him back into the pillows. 


Raising his legs suddenly, Richie sent Jon toppling forward, his lover just catching himself on his hands beside 
Richie's head. Richie raised up and kissed his surprised boyfriend, taking advantage of Jon's open mouth and 
snaking his tongue inside the spicy heat. 


"Anywhere, huh?!" Richie queried, mumbled against Jon's mouth, as his hands slid up Jon's flanks, arousal 
flaring suddenly. 


"Hmmm," his young lover nodded. Jon's blue eyes turned dark and he bit his bottom lip seductively. "Where do 


you wanna go, Mookie?" Bracing with one hand, Jon slowly rolled his hips over Richie's ever-increasing erection. 


"Fuck!" Richie groaned. The only other person so innately sensual and as sexy as Jon was Nikki. "Take me to 


heaven, Jonny..." he managed to say before he was overwhelmed with emotion. 


"Then come with me, angel-baby," Jon replied as Richie lay back into the pillows and gave himself over to his 
lover; body, mind and soul. 


Later, as they lay entwined, not knowing where one body finished and the other began, drawing lungfuls of air 


in to replenish themselves, Richie pressed small kisses on the arm that was draped across his chest. 


"| feel like | need to wax lyrical after that," Richie huffed. "You're the sun to my moon, baby." Richie leaned 
over to the bedside table for the ashtray, blunt and lighter, exposing his ass to Jon 


"More like your moon needs waxing, Mookie,” Jon chuckled. 
"You love my ass!" he challenged, waggling it before falling back onto his belly. 


"I dol" Jon replied "It's so lush and juicy," he said, shifting to his knees, "I could eat it all day long." Jon bent 
forward and bit Richie's ass cheek. 


"The fuck!" he yelped before Jon laved the wound with the flat of his tongue. "Ya know..there's leftover pizza, 
Jonny." Richie lit the joint and pulled the sweet smoke deep into his lungs. 


"We might need it yet if we finish this," Jon chuckled as Richie handed the cigarette over to him. He inhaled 
deeply and fell back onto the bed. 


When Jon passed the joint back, Richie filled his lungs again. He moved the ashtray to the bedside table and 
rolled over to his back. Exhaling slowly and watching the fog curl up to the ceiling, he said, "Too tired to finish 
it," and as if it was invited, he yawned hard. "Just needed something to take the edge off" 


Jon waved the joint away when it was offered again and killed the tv that was flickering in the dark. Richie 
licked his fingers and extinguished the cherry end, placing it in and the lighter back beside the ashtray by feel. 


He rolled toward Jon, snuggling as close as he could to him, face to face, and tenderly brushed a lock of hair 


behind his ear. Jon slid his fingers through Richie's other hand and drew it against his chest. 
"| love you, angel-baby," Jon mumbled, already half asleep. 
"Sleep well, my sunshine," he replied. "Love you, Jonny." 


~ EK 


Just Older 


Author's Notes: 
Well, hasn't it been a while since we've been in this book?! 


| thought it was about time that we saw a little of Seb and Lia somewhere in between being small children and 
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2006 
Rosie's Bar - Friday Night 


"Thank you!" Richie said to the crowd after the applause died down. He and the band were wrapping up their 
set and only had a couple more songs to play, finishing the night with their signature song, Rosie . 


"Ah..a show of hands for a moment, if you will," Richie said. "How many newcomers are here tonight?" He 
shielded his eyes from the glare of the spotlights to see into the audience. There was a good smattering of 
new faces, usually out-of-towners that had come hoping to see the Richie Sambora play in his bar. "Welcome! 
Nice to see you all. Hope you're havin’ a blast here tonight?" Richie asked, leaning on his microphone as he 
waited for the applause and cheers to die back a little. 


"To our regular Rosie's family," he said, spreading his arms wide to encompass the whole bar, "let's show ‘em 
how it's done, huh?" They were immediately hit with a wall of sound mixed with a healthy dose of love and 
appreciation. He turned and grinned at the rest of his band, knowing that they were feeling it just as much as 


he was. 


"Now that's what I'm talking about!" he said after taking a sip of his beer. 


He looked over to the shadows to his right where his family were sitting. 


Lia, with her messy blonde hair reflecting the stage lights in the darkness and still in her soccer uniform, 
looking tired after a late game, was leaning up against Jon who had recently decided to grow a beard that, 
Richie had to admit, suited him and was as sexy as hell 


Sebastian was going through a stage; listening to something Seb called music but was just a whole lot of 
repetitive noise to Jon, wearing all black and having his hair covering his eyes that were heavily ringed in kohl, 


was surreptitiously checking out some of the girls in the audience. 


His children were polar opposites to each other at the moment. Lia was still sunshine and light whereas Seb 


had become dark and moody, a little on the surly side, and retreated to his room whenever possible. 
In the next few minutes, he was going to shake up one of their worlds. 

eee 

A Few Weeks Earlier 


"Papa's home!" Richie said from the front door. He closed the door and walked further into the house, dropping 
his carry-all in front of the door that hid the washing machine and dryer. He'd been dropped off at home 


from the airport after he and the band had done a couple of private shows down in Nashville. 


He wasn't surprised that no one heard him as he was greeted with a wail from a guitar from Sebastian's 
room. He listened for a moment and had to admit that Sebastian's playing was coming along in leaps and bounds. 
Both children were naturally gifted musically, but it was Sebastian who'd kept the practice up. He smiled when 
the notes morphed into one of his songs, appreciating his son's ability to put his own unique spin on the solos, 


bending the notes slightly differently. 


Distracted, Richie jumped when he felt a solid bump against his leg. "Jesusfuck, Muffin," he swore, looking down 
at the cat weaving in and out of his legs. "Well, at least someone is happy to have me home," he muttered as 
he bent down to scoop Lia's pet from the floor. The cat meowed in his face before rubbing herself against his 


chin. 


"Where's your mama, Muffin?" he asked the cat as he walked into the kitchen, placing her on the counter to 
retrieve a couple of treats. He chuckled as Muffin replied in little chirpy meows as she pranced up and down 
the counter when the packet of dried fish appeared. Richie shook out a couple and gave them to Muffin. 
Making sure the pack was closed properly since Muffin was renowned for thieving treats, he gave her one 


cursory pet and went in search of the rest of his family. 


Since he knew where Sebastian was, he headed to his son's room first and knocked loudly. 


"What?!" Sebastian yelled from behind the door but the music kept playing. 


Richie shook his head and reminded himself to thank his Mom for her patience while he was learning to play in 
his teenage years. He turned the knob and pushed the door open, leaning on the jamb, and said, "How about 
turning it down a little, buddy?" He grinned at his son when his eyes lit up at his appearance, even though his 


facial features didn't express the same amount of happiness. 


"Hey, Pops," Sebastian said in his newly minted deeper voice that still took them by surprise as he tamped the 


strings and turned the volume knob on the guitar down to zero. "You're home." 


"Good observation, kiddo," Richie chuckled. "Where's your dad? At the neighbours apologising for the volume? 
How about a hug, huh?" 


"Ha ha," Seb said sarcastically as he put his guitar on the stand beside his bed. He approached his father and 
grinned broadly when he compared his height against Richie. "You shrinking, old man?" 


"Brat! I've only been gone a week!" Richie growled lightly but pulled the teenager into a hug and was surprised 
that Seb willingly allowed him to. "Have you been behaving for Dad? Not picking on your sister too much?" he 
asked after Seb started squirming to be released. 


"She's the brat!" Seb exclaimed. "You know she's spoiled, right?!" 


"Yeah, we know. You both are," Richie said, placing his hand over his son's face and pushing against it gently. 
"Hey..you sounded great, by the way. You've been practising} | like what you were just doing with that solo.” 


"Really?!" Seb asked, surprise tainting his voice as he flopped back onto his bed. "You don't mind me messing 


with it?" 


"Hell, no!" Richie scoffs, sitting beside Seb. "Its how you learn. Hand it over for a minute?" Seb handed him the 
guitar and Richie adjusted the settings, especially the volume, before playing a flurry of notes. 


"Underneath all of that," he said, once he'd silenced the strings, "is this." This time he picked out a simple 
melody. "See the chord progression?" He played both versions, watching Sebastian carefully. His son had the 
same habit as he did, moving his fingers into chord positions, mentally working through the song as though the 
fretboard was beneath them. "But then it could also sound like this, too" Richie played it again but with a 


different variant yet again. 


"Oh, shit!" Seb gasped once it all fell into place in his head. "What about..2" he said as Richie passed the 


instrument back to him and Seb played his own version of the same melody. 


"Keep that up and you'll surpass me, kiddo," Richie smiled as pride flooded through him. Sebastian grinned back 
at him and Richie rose, kissing his son on the top of his head. "l'm gonna go find your sister and Dad. Just keep 


the volume down, okay? You know the rules.” 


"Sure, Pops," Seb nodded distractedly as he considered the fretboard. "Oh, and Dad had to take Li-Li to the 


store for something." 


"Thanks, bud," Richie said and closed the door behind him. He scoffed at himself for not even thinking to check 
that Jon's car was in the garage. "Guess I'll do my laundry," he shrugged. 


Richie threw his dirty clothes into the machine and started the cycle. "The life of a rockstar..still have to do 
my own fuckin’ laundry," he muttered to himself before gathering his carry-all and remaining clean clothes, 
taking them into the bedroom to put away. He was deep in the walk-in robe, hanging the few clean items when 
he heard the garage door rattle in its tracks. 


The car pulled to a stop and the engine died moments before the slamming of a car door signifying his 
daughter's departure from Jon's car. Richie heard stomping feet coming out of the garage as he put the last 
hanger on the rung and stashed his carry-all on the top shelf ready for the next trip. The second car door 
slam was significantly softer followed by a heavy sigh and a jangle of car keys. 


Richie knew instantly that his daughter's hormones must be on overdrive and Jon was trying not to 
exacerbate things further. 


They were all taken by surprise a few months ago when Jon received a phone call from the school nurse to advise 
that Lia was in the sick bay, distraught because she'd unexpectedly started her first period Jon, being slightly 
clueless at the time, had suggested fo the nurse that she check her watch as it was well after lunchtime. 


However, after having the situation explained in further detail and a phone call to Sylvie to pick up both Jordan and 
Seb from practice that afternoon, they both jumped into the car and set off to collect Lia On the way fo the 
school, they called Amber who told them not to panic and to bring Lia around on their way home. 


Richie had to hand it to Amber. She really was the most amazing person especially when it came to her family, 
whether it be her immediate family or extended When Jon had pulled the car into the Rashbaum drive, Amber 
Immediately took Lia inside, leaving Jon and Richie blinking at each other before following them. 


inside, Amber had set up a small celebration for Lia welcoming her niece to womanhood She sat everyone down 
before presenting Lia with a small carry-all with essential items needed each month. She spoke as a friend and 
confidant, but mostly as Lias closest female relative, with no question out of bounds. 


‘My mom did this for me," Amber explained, "so Ive been waiting for my girls’ turn.all three of you. You were my 
last little bud to blossom, Lia" Amber caressed Lias cheek, wiping away the tears 


‘Now, if you need anything, any of you," Amber eyed her brother-in-laws over her niece's head, "you call me or 
Gabby and Lily. The girls will be able to tell you how to deal with your brother. Lord knows they had lots of 
practice with Colty." 


That was a couple of months ago and Richie had to remind himself that they still had years before them as 
he stepped out of the bedroom. 


"Shut up, Sebastian!" Lia yelled from the living room where she'd thrown herself onto the couch in a huff. "I've 
got a headache and your..your noise is making it worse!" 


To which her brother answered with a bend of his strings to imitate his sister. 
Wah wah waaaah, 

"Yelling isn't going to help, Li-Li," he said, leaning over the back of the couch. 
"Papal" Lia cried, clambering over the cushions to hug him. "I've missed you!" 


‘I've missed you too, Babygirl," he said, kissing the top of her head. "Are you feeling okay? Seb said Dad had to 
take you to the store." 


"Did | hear my name?" Jon said, closing the garage connecting door behind him. "You're home early, Mookie?! 
Lia," he said, holding out the pharmacy bag, "go take your stuff to your room, please. And take a hot shower 


to freshen up. We'll do your laundry once Papa's is finished” 


"Okaaaay," the pre-teen huffed, rolling her eyes hard but taking the bag from her father. "Don't steal all 


Papa's kissies, Daddy. Leave me some, okay?!" 

"You wanna get your share, Cowboy, before she gets back?" Richie asked as he curled his fist into Jon's shirt 
and dragged him close. Richie noted the flare of desire in Jon's baby blues moments before their mouths met. 
Jon hummed happily and Richie felt his smile against his lips as his husband wrapped his arms around his 


waist. 


"Welcome home, Mookie," Jon mumbled as they separated. "I'm guessing it was a smooth flight since you're 
home," he checked his watch, "almost an hour early?!" 


"It was," he replied, "but Simon also managed to get us an earlier flight too." He moved toward the kitchen 
"How were the kids this week?" he asked, reaching for a juice out of the fridge. Reaching for a glass, he threw 
Jon a questioning look, asking silently if he wanted one. 

With a shake of his head, Jon said, "Their behaviour was on par for Lia being hormonal." 

‘Sorry, Cowboy," he replied, pouring his juice. 


"Eh," he shrugged. "Can't be helped. We kinda knew this would happen when we knew we were having a girl." 


Jon seemed to have yelled the last of his sentence as Sebastian's playing stopped suddenly. 


" FINALLY!" Lia yelled from the bathroom 

‘Bile mel" 

Both men looked at each other then toward the hallway entry that led to their children's rooms. 
"Ever get the feeling that we need a bigger house?" Jon groaned. 


"We'll figure something out, babe," Richie chuckled. But Jon had a point. They were quickly outgrowing their 


home. Their discussion easily returned to the past week both at home and at Rosie's. 

"Do you still plan to play in a couple of weeks?" Jon asked. "I just need to plan around you." 

Richie shook his head while he drank. "I'll fit in where there's a spare spot," he said after swallowing. "Keep the 
weekends open for new acts, Cowboy. They're the ones who need the gigs the most. Depending on which night it 
is, we might be down a guitarist, though. Zane's gotta go in for dental surgery.’ 

"You've played as a four-piece before," Jon shrugged. "I'm sure you and the boys can remember how to play 
without him" Zane was their rhythm guitarist who had been recruited to give some depth to their sound on 
the later songs. 

"Sure," he replied with a nod. "Besides..you could always fill-in? I'd even pay you a good rate" 

"You would, huh?" Jon smirked, crossing his arms across his chest. 


"Uh-huh," Richie agreed. The look Jon was giving him was starting to heat his blood. 


"My going rate?!" his husband prodded as he unfolded his arms and reached out, sliding his fingers beneath the 
waistband of Richie's pants. 


"Depends on how steep your going rate is, baby," Richie purred. "I mean.is it union rates? Or private enterprise 


bargaining?" 

‘Oh, there will definitely be some private bargaining," Jon said, giving an unexpected tug on Richie's pants. 
He caught himself with his hands on either side of his husband, their bodies pressed close with only the 
barrier of random textured fabrics between them. Richie growled deep in his throat as Jon rocked his hips. 


"What are you doing, Cowboy?" 


"Would you believe me if | said," Jon smirked, “opening up negotiations?" 


"Shall | put my..offer..on the table first?" Richie said softly, bending his head to nibble at the corner of Jon's 
mouth, feeling his hot breath puff against his skin. 


"Mookie, you can put your offer wherever the fuck you want," Jon breathed hoarsely as one hand traversed 


down the front of Richie's pants, cupping him and squeezing gently. 


A door slammed open and Richie dropped his head to Jon's shoulder with a whimper. "I forgot it was mid- 
afternoon" 


"And that we have kids?" Jon added with a chuckle. 
"How could | forget the cockblockers?!" he sighed, sagging against his husband. 
Seb barrelled out of the hallway, pulling a hoodie down over his head, “I'm going to Jordan's. See ya later." 


" Hey |" Jon yelled which made Richie grunt and swear softly, moving away from Jon to rub his ear. "Be home 
for dinner! Sylvie doesn't need to feed you two nights in a row, Seb." 


"Okay, Dad!" their son yelled back before exiting through the garage, collecting his bike on the way through. 
‘Sorry, Mookie!" 


Richie flicked him a glance and he did, at least, look like he meant it. "You know, | never know who to blame for 


Lia's need to yell..you or Amber? | think | just figured it out" Jon flipped him off before patting Richie's belly. 
"Tonight, babe. | promise." 


lm not yelling, Papa," Lia emerged from her room. She was carrying her favourite stuffie reminding Richie 


that even though Lia's hormones were telling her she was growing up, she was still a little girl. 


"No, you're not, Babygirl," he said as Lia made her way into the kitchen. "Are you feeling okay?" She leaned into 
him and laid her head on his chest as Richie simultaneously rubbed her back and petted her hair. 


Lia shrugged but didn't say anything, just scooped her free arm around his waist. "Would a hot chocolate make 
you feel better?" he asked. 


She turned her face up to him, resting her chin below his solar plexus and nodded. "But can you make it please, 
Papa?" 


"Ouch!" Jon said, pretending to be wounded. He poked his tongue out at her, making her giggle. 


"Yours is good too, Daddy," Lia said. "But I've missed Papa's." 


"You're forgiven, Babygirl," Jon replied. "Why don't you go watch some TV while Papa makes it? Do you need 
your heating pad?" 


"Yes, please, Daddy," she said and started to walk off. "Oh! | almost forgot!" Lia turned and dashed back to 


Richie, tugging him down so she could cover his face in kisses. "I'm glad you're home, Papa. Thanks for not 


taking all the kisses, Daddy." 


| saved them just for you, Li-Li," Richie said, returning them all over her face and making her giggle when he 
rubbed his bearded chin against her neck. 


"Ugh, Papa," Lia squealed happily. "You coulda given your beard to Daddy. 
Jon's merry eyes met his over their daughter's head and Richie replied with, "Not to worry, Babygirl. Daddy 


will get that later..." which was met with an arched eyebrow from his husband, "now, go curl up and watch 


something so | can make you that hot chocolate." 
“Thanks, Papa." 


Richie revelled in being back home and cooking dinner with Jon after making Lia's hot chocolate, discussing 


Rosie's as they made a simple meal of burgers with salad and brownies with ice cream for dessert. 


While they waited for Sebastian to get home from the Frazers, Richie ducked into the bedroom to call his 


mother. 
"Hello?!" 


"Hey, Ma," Richie replied. He noted the recent tremor in his mother's voice and it worried him all over again, 


even though she assured him that she was in good health. 

"Richard! You're home," Joan exclaimed. "This is late! Did you have a bad flight?!" 

"No, | actually got home early," he said. "But Lia's on her period this week so she needed a little fussing over" 
"Is she okay?" Joan asked 


"She'll be fine," Richie sighed, flopping back onto the bed. "Nothing that Papa's hot chocolate and a heating pad 


can't fix." 


"You're both doing an amazing job, darling," Joan added. "Your dad would be proud of how you're both dealing 
with something that you've never really had to deal with before." 


‘I'm not completely naive to the ways of a woman's body, Ma," Richie chuckled. "I mean, | have bedded a few in 


my early years..you know, when | was working...’ 


"Oh, Richard!" his mother scoffed but he could tell she was smiling. "| don't need to or want to know any more 


details, thank you!" 
‘Sorry, Ma," he replied with a fond smile. "And thanks..for the comment about Dad, too." 
"You're welcome, darling," his mother replied. 


They went on to chat about a few other things; his trip, his aunts and uncles, both their neighbours and how 


he came home to Sebastian's wailing guitar. 


"I think he's going to be a pretty good player. Actually, he'll probably be better than me," Richie said as he 
reached for the notepad that he kept on the nightstand, reviewing his last lot of nocturnal lyrics. 


"Of course, he will, darling," Joan said, "He has you and Jon to teach him. He'll be out on that stage with you all 


one day" 


Richie stopped reading and sat up as a thought started to germinate in his brain. "Ma, you just gave me an 


idea. Can | call you tomorrow?" 
"Of course! Give my love to Jon and my grandbabies," Joan said. "Goodnight, darling. Love you." 


"Love you too, Ma. Goodnight" Richie hung up the phone and put his notebook back. "Cowboy?!" he called as he 
left the bedroom. "Is Seb back yet?" 


"No, but Sylvie just texted to say he was on his way," Jon said, looking up from his paperwork. "Why? What's 


up?" 


"Ma gave me an idea," he said as he started to tidy the papers unconsciously earning himself a frown from 


Jon. "Sorry, babe," he said, sheepishly. "How do you work in this mess, though?!" 

"Concentration is key, Rich," Jon said, putting the papers back into the piles that he had made. "How is Mom?" 
"She's well," Richie nodded and stepped away from the counter so that he wouldn't be tempted to tidy Jon's 
paperwork again "I was telling her about Sebby's playing and how he'll probably outplay me and she said that 


he'll be out on the road with us one day" 


Jon looked at him over his glasses and nodded. "Yeah, probably. If that's what he wants to do, then | don't have 
a problem with it. So what's your idea then?" 


"The next night at Rosie's," he said, letting it hang in the air for a moment. "I can bring him up for a couple of 
songs. He knows enough of the rhythm chords for Stranger and a couple of Beatles tunes." 


"He probably knows more than we think he does, to be honest, babe," Jon said with a knowing smile. "Are you 
going to ask him when he gets home?" 


"Do you think he'd say yes?" Richie asked. "Or should it be a surprise on the night and I'll find an excuse to 
work with him between now and then? It would give me a chance to figure out which songs he's the most 
comfortable with." 

"That sounds like something that Seb would be more comfortable with," Jon said, pushing his glasses up onto 
his head. "If you ask him now, he's just going to stew over it and dig his heels in the closer it gets. If you 
spring it on him," Jon rested his head on his hands in front of him, "then, yeah, he'll protest some, but he's 


more likely to give in and get up there." 


"That's what | was thinking too," Richie nodded. "He can see what it's like and if he wants to join us any other 


time, then it won't be as scary." 
The sound of the garage door rolling up on its tracks drew their attention. 


"We can talk more later," Jon said, dropping his glasses back down on his nose as Seb threw open the 


connecting door. 

"What's for dinner?" the teenager asked, shrugging out of his jacket. 
ihe 

Rosie's Bar 

Jon POV 


Jon removed Seb's headphones and he flicked his head around in consternation "What the..?!" he gasped, before 
grumbling, "Dad, | was listening to that!" 


"I know," Jon replied calmly. "But it won't hurt you to pay attention to your Papa for a minute or two, please." 


"But | can hear him play at home anytime," Seb pouted. "Its not like | haven't seen him up on stage before 
either." 


"Sebastian Adam!" Jon growled, pulling out the middle name of death. 
"Fine," Seb huffed with as much teenage indignation as was physically possible. 


"You've probably seen this special guest off and on for years around this joint," Richie said to his audience 


who, as usual, were hanging on every word he said. "He's definitely part of the Rosie's family." 


Some were looking around, searching for a famous face, which wasn't an unknown occurrence. 

"He's got a bright future ahead of him," he continued, "whatever pathway he chooses to follow." 

Jon had to smile at that comment. They had been trying to sound out Sebastian recently, about what career 
path he was thinking about but as a typical teenager, he had no interest in looking into the future; only the 


here and now. 


"Ladies and gentlemen," Richie said, watching the family table closely, "let's have a round of applause for our 
son, Sebastian. C'mon up here, kiddo." 


Sebastian's face ran the gamut of emotions from shock to embarrassment and denial as the audience erupted. 


The regulars who knew the family and the Rosie's staff were cheering and calling his name. 
"Dad! No!" Sebastian exclaimed. "l-I can't play up there!" 


"Sure you can, Monkey," Jon smiled, talking just loud enough for their son to hear. "Papa wouldn't have asked 


you if you weren't up to it" 

“But..but," Seb stuttered, wavering as predicted, "what if | suck?!" 

"You're a really good guitarist, Seb," Jon added, "and Papa and | are so very proud of you." 

Jon had been ready for Seb's reluctance. After frequent discussions as Richie set the wheels in motion, it had 
been decided that Jon would give him the encouragement he'd need to take those first steps, rather than just 
assuming that he'd be a willing participant. 

Jon gave Richie a thumbs up over their son's head, as Lia tugged on Seb's arm. Richie turned and pulled Seb's 
guitar from behind the stack of amps as a chant of Seb Seb Seb started from behind the bar only for the 
regulars to pick it up. 

"C'mon, Sebby," Lia said, excitedly. "Papa's waiting. You got this! | believe in youl" 


"You do, Li-Li?" Seb asked, looking down at his sister after being pulled upright. 


"Uh-huh!" she nodded, wrapping her arms around him and hugging him tightly. "You're my big brother. You can 
do anything!" 


Jon smiled at Lia's vote of confidence in her brother and he had to blink a few times against the prickle of 


happy tears that stung the back of his eyes. 


"Dad?!" Seb asked over his sister's head. 


"You heard your sister, Monkey," he replied, ruffling his son's dark hair and thinking how much he looked like 
Richie when they first met. 


Sebastian exhaled a deep breath and started walking toward the stage with Lia bouncing happily beside him 
while Jon followed a little behind. 


The cheering increased as Sebastian stepped uncertainly up onto the stage. Richie pulled his nervous son into 
his arms for a brief hug and, from what Jon could see, a few words of encouragement. Lia slipped her hand 
into Jon's as she literally vibrated with excitement. 

"Did you know about this, Daddy?" she asked. 

"Uh-huh," he grinned and pulled her against him as Richie helped Sebastian plug into the amp and warm up. 
"Proud Papa moment, here folks," Richie said into the microphone and the applause rose again to fill the bar. 
"Thanks for your patience. This next song was from my first album. It holds a lot of fond memories," he said. 
"It went to number 38 on the mainstream rock charts! This is Stranger In This Town" 

Richie turned to the band to make sure they were ready before he gave the count-in, launching into the first 
bars of the classic song. Sebastian kept his head down in concentration and Richie kept glancing over at him but 
he got through the whole song without incident. 

As the final chords faded and the audience whistled and yelled their appreciation, Sebastian looked up and 
grinned at Richie before Tovan reached over his drums to give Seb a high five. Jon swore his son's face was 


going to split in two with how big his smile was. 


"He did it, Daddy!" Lia exclaimed, looking up at him. Jon couldn't help but notice the sheen in Lia's eyes, 
reflecting the lights on stage. 


"He certainly did, Babygirl,” he replied, giving her a hug. His heart was full and if he was taken from this life, he 


couldn't imagine ever being any happier than he was at this moment. 

Without too much preamble Tovan counted the next song in and the band launched into a Beatles song. 
What would you think if | sang out of tune? 

Would you stand up and walk out on me? 

Lend me your ears and Iil sing you a song 


And lil try not fo sing out of key 


As the song progressed Jon could see Sebastian loosening up especially with the encouragement of Richie, 
urging him towards the mic with a toss of his chin to sing the choruses with him, just like he'd always done at 
home. 


"Daddy, did you bring your camera?" Lia yelled at him and Jon wondered why he hadn't thought of doing that. 


"No," he said over the music and chuckled at the enormous eye roll that earned him from his daughter. "l'm 


sure the camera is running at the bar anyway.’ 
Richie usually liked to record their gigs at Rosie's so that he could go over them and see which, if any, new 
songs worked well or which ones tanked. He'd have to tell the staff not to delete tonight's performance until 


he'd made a copy of it. 


When Richie announced their signature closing song, Rosie, the relief mixed with disappointment was evident on 


Sebastian's face. Jon could tell that Richie was feeling just as proud as he was. 


The whole establishment joined in the choruses and most were on their feet by the end. He felt a tug on his 
hand and he looked down at Lia. He nodded and she took off up to the stage to join in on the fun 


The band, and Lia, took their bows with Richie encouraging an extra round of applause for Sebastian. 


"Thanks for being here tonight," Richie said. "Its been a very special experience. One that we won't ever forget. 


Take care, goodnight!" 


The rest of the band surrounded Richie and Seb to offer their congratulations as their hired crew started 


breaking down the instruments and storing everything away. 


Sebastian raced off the stage and straight into Jon's waiting arms whilst Richie and the band stayed behind to 
sign autographs and have photos taken with fans. 


"You did it, kiddo! l'm so proud of you, Monkey. Did you have fun?" He felt the little boy excitement vibrate out 
from under the veneer of the sullen teenage exterior and revelled in it for a long moment before Seb 
squirmed free, checking over his shoulder to see who was watching. 

"It was awesome, Dad!" his son exclaimed, brushing his sweaty hair out of his eyes. 

"Think you'd do it again?" Jon asked as Lia launched herself at her brother. 


"Sebby! You did it! You were awesome! Super-spectacular even! | gotta tell Rosie when we get home!" 


"Not tonight, Li-Li," Jon said with a shake of his head. "It can wait until tomorrow. It'll be too late to call Rosie 


when you get home." 


"But, Daddy-," Lia whined. 


"Excuse me," a voice said from behind Jon. He turned as a pretty brunette girl stood expectantly waiting to 


speak. "Sebastian, right?!" she asked with a giggle. "I've seen you at school." 

"Oh!" Sebastian said with a duck of his head and a shuffle of his feet. 

Jon stifled a grin and watched silently. 

"Um..you were really good!" 

"Thanks..um..," Seb said. 

"Hannah! My name's Hannah," the girl offered 

"Hi, Hannah. l'm Lia, Seb's sister," Lia butted in, waving at the newcomer. 

"Hi Lia," Hannah smiled. "Um..would you mind if | get a photo with you?" 

"Er, are you sure you don't mean my Pops?" 

"No," she smiled. "I meant you," Hannah said shyly. 

"Ohl" Sebastian's face split with a wide grin and posed with the girl as Jon took the photo with a small camera. 
"Thanks, Seb," Hannah said with a smile. "I might see you around school this week. G'night" 


Hannah disappeared into the crowd as Lia giggled and made silly faces at her brother. "Oooooh, Sebby's got a 
groupie," she teased. 


"Shut your face, Lia!" 
"Heyl" Jon scolded, frowning at the two of them. "Don't ruin a good night with bickering now.’ 


Richie finally escaped the crowd of fans, walking over to where Jon and the kids waited. "You killed it, man," 
Richie said to Seb as he embraced him from behind. "He did great, didn't he, Cowboy?! I'm proud of you, son!" 


"Thanks, Pops," the boy said. 
"| think a celebration is in order," Richie said. "Who wants ice cream?!" 


"Mel Mel" Lia squealed as she jumped up and down in front of him. 


"Sure," Seb shrugged, forever understated. 


Jon smiled indulgently at his husband and nodded. He knew Richie and Sebastian had to work out the adrenaline 
before they'd begin to calm down and be able to sleep. 


"Go get your stuff from the office then," Jon said to Richie, "and I'll meet you in the car. | just want to make 


sure the video from tonight is safe." 
"Sounds like a plan," Richie said. "Ice cream is on me!" 


~ Ke 


Rosie 
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Chapter One 

10 April 1981 


Richie's Apartment 


Early Morning 

Jon POV 

The constant ringing of the phone jolted Jon awake. He looked around the small apartment in confusion as he 
struggled to comprehend what was happening. The phone rang again and he pushed up off the couch where 


he'd fallen asleep waiting for Richie to come home. 


He checked his watch, seeing that it was only around 130 in the morning. His boyfriend wasn't due home from 
the bar for another couple of hours. Concern bubbled up from his gut as he picked up the receiver. 


"Hello?!" he asked. 


‘lm looking for a Mr Richie Sambora?" the voice said. Clear and efficient, it had enough authority in it to 


further escalate Jon's concern. 
"He's at work at the moment,” Jon said. "l'm his boy-.um, his flatmate. Can | help you?" 


"Can you get a message to Mr Sambora tonight?" the male voice asked and Jon's stomach dropped. If it were 


that urgent, then that meant someone was in serious trouble. 

"Yes, of course," he said as his hand tightened around the receiver. "Who is this?" 

"Oh, I'm sorry. I'm Dr Raife Blackburn. I'm one of the doctors at Monmouth Hospital," Dr Blackburn said. "Um... 
we've had a patient admitted to our Emergency Department and the only contact name we can find is Mr 


Sambora's on this number." 


"Who..who is it?" Jon asked, confused and worried. Surely Richie's parents would have other contacts as well as 


Richie. He didn't even know if they had this number. 

"We have a Mrs Moreno here," Dr Blackburn said. 

"Moreno?!" he questioned, wracking his brain as to who that could be. 
"Yes, Rosie Moreno..2!" the doctor replied, confirming the name. 


"Rosie?! Oh god, no," Jon gasped, clutching at his stomach. "What..| know Rosie, too. What happened?" Jon 
suddenly felt a little light-headed and ill. Rosie was their mother figure, their friend and confidant. 


"Hit and run, l'm afraid," Dr Blackburn said, his tone offering little hope. "She's..she's not in a good way, I'm 


sorry to say. She was asking for Mr Sambora but she's lapsed into unconsciousness now." 


"IIl get on it straight away, Doc. We'll be there as soon as we can," Jon said a little shakily. 


He placed the receiver back in the cradle with great care, which belied the way his mind was racing around 
over a thousand different points but continually coming back to Richie. He needed to call Richie and get him to 
the hospital. He tried to think if Richie had help at the bar tonight and if he remembered, the senior ZIC was 


rostered on with him as well as their regular Friday bartender. 
He picked up the phone and dialled the bar. 

"Such's Bar," Richie's voice melted over the line. 

"Rich?!" 


"Jonny?!" Richie asked, the surprise clearly heard in his voice. "Its like..quarter to two in the morning?! What's 


wrong?" 


"Do you have someone to close up?" Jon asked, mentally making a list of stuff to grab before leaving as he 
scratched at his head in agitation. 


"| should be home in about an hour if you've had one of your nightmares?" 
"No, no nightmare,” he replied. "| had a phone call. From Monmouth Hospital.” 
"Babe, you're scaring me," Richie said, his voice dropping lower, more serious. 


"Rosie..she's there. She was in a hit and run," Jon spat out all the ugly details. "They don't..she was asking for 
you." 


"Swing by and get me," Richie said, tersely. "I'll be waiting out front” 
"Okay. I'll see you soon," Jon said, then Richie hung up the phone without saying goodbye. 


Jon pulled on socks and shoes, grabbing his jacket, wallet and car keys. He'd dropped Richie off at the bar 
earlier after he'd told Jon he'd find his own way home since the bar was just on the other side of town. Doing 
the once-around the apartment, Jon turned everything off, saving the one dingy lamp in the living room. He 
had a feeling they wouldn't be back anytime soon Later, at a more respectable hour, he would ring Eddie to let 


him know what was happening. 


Closing the apartment door behind, making sure it was locked, Jon trotted down the stairs to the street and 
jogged down the block to their car. Within minutes he was pulling out onto the almost empty street, the lack of 
traffic was a blessing as it halved the time the trip across town took to get Richie. 


Jon turned into the street, a mainly industrial area dotted with a few shops here and there, and he could see 


from the distance that Richie was pacing back and forth beneath the small awning over the front door. It had 


started to rain not long ago and it made the street around the bar sparkle with the reflected neon from the 
sign. Pulling up to the curb, Richie ducked into the passenger seat and muttered a curt, "Drive, Jonny." 


Jon pulled out again, making a u-turn and pointing the car toward the general direction of the hospital. 
"Are you okay, Rich?" Jon asked, finding his boyfriend's hand and squeezing it tight. 
"l-I don't know," he replied. Richie shifted to look at Jon "Tell me exactly what happened?" 


Jon glanced over at him and shrugged. "I don't know any more details than I've already told you, babe. l'm 


sorry," Jon said. "I'm guessing they didn't want to tell me too much since | wasn't you." 

"| guess," Richie sighed. 

The rest of the drive was spent in silence. Jon gave Richie his space but never broke his touch unless it was 
needed, going straight back to holding his hand or resting his on Richie's leg, just to let him know he wasn't 
alone. 

Jon navigated the car into the parking lot and found a space, killing the engine quickly. He exited the car and 
stepped around the front to wait for Richie to catch up. Looking up at the signage, he recalled the night, not so 
long ago, that Eddie and David had stood beside him the night of Richie's assault. He wanted to be that 
strength for Richie now. 

He slipped his hand into Richie's again before leading him into the Emergency Department main doors. 

"Can | help you?" the nurse behind the triage desk asked, looking over her glasses at them. 

"Is there a Rosie Moreno here?" Richie asked. "Dr." he looked at Jon for the name. 

"Dr Blackburn," he supplied. 


"Dr Blackburn rang home about Rosie being here," Richie finished. 


"Won't be a moment," she said and tapped out something on the computer. "I'll page Dr Blackburn for you. Just 


take a seat." 


Jon tugged on Richie's hand, led him to a row of plastic seats and pushed him down into one. He sat beside him, 
resting his cheek on Richie's shoulder. This wasn't feeling good. 


"Mr Sambora?" a deep voice called from a doorway across the room. 


Richie looked up suddenly and rose and started walking, Jon followed close behind. 


‘lm Richie Sambora," his boyfriend said. "This is Jon, my partner. Where's Rosie?" 


"Gentlemen, follow me," Dr Blackburn said, ushering them through the door. "I'm Dr Raife Blackburn, Rosie's 
attending physician. I'm sorry we had to meet under these circumstances." He led them into the large 


Emergency ward, past curtained-off beds filled with patients in varying degrees of pain and distress. 
"What happened, Doc?" Richie asked as the doctor stopped in front of one sectioned-off area. 


"Witnesses say she was crossing the road," the older man intoned. "She either didn't hear the car coming or 
got distracted by something and just stepped out" The doctor sighed and looked between them. "The police are 
still looking for the driver and the car and it will be a matter of when not if, I'm afraid, that vehicular 


manslaughter charges will be laid." 


"Damn it, Rosie," Richie breathed, dropping his head back on his shoulders. "She didn't live far from the diner 
and insisted on walking the mile or so. She always said she felt safe enough." 


‘lm sorry," the doctor nodded. His manner was calm and, even though he'd probably seen a thousand of these 
types of cases, his kind eyes still showed them both sympathy. "I will warn you, your friend doesn't look like 
you last saw her. Rosie has significant injuries and unfortunately, | think she's only holding on until you got 


here." 


Richie drew in a sharp breath, squeezing Jon's fingers painfully. Jon knew that this was going to be tough on 
Richie knowing how much Rosie meant to his boyfriend. 


"We're keeping her comfortable, though. She won't be in any pain," Dr Blackburn continued, holding the curtain 
open for them to enter, closing it behind him once they'd stepped inside. "You can stay as long as is needed. Hit 


the buzzer if you need anything." 


"Ahh, shit, Rosie," Richie exclaimed hoarsely after the doctor left. Jon stood resolutely beside him, offering his 
support. 


Jon watched as his boyfriend flopped in the chair beside the woman, taking her hand in his and bringing it to 
his cheek. He had a sudden flashback of himself sitting beside Richie's bed and it made him shudder violently. 


The waitress’ face was bloodied, bruised and swollen almost beyond recognition. Her normally coiffed hair was in 
disarray and matted with blood. Her right leg was still in the temporary splint, as was her arm, thick bandages 


covered open wounds. 


Her pink uniform cut away, leaving her covered only in a sheet. Jon had noticed that it had been caught and 
pulled off her shoulder a little, exposing the crepey skin of one of her breasts. He stepped forward and pulled 
the sheet back into place and tucked it down securely. Rosie would be embarrassed if she knew that she was 


exposed like that. 


The vibrant woman they both knew, and loved like a mother, lay unresponsive in the harsh white of the 
hospital sheets. Machines kept her breathing and others monitored her other vitals and they all said that she 


was alive..but Jon couldn't feel the warmth that Rosie exuded when she was in the room. 
They'd never get to see her bright, kind smile again when they walked into the diner. They'd never be able to 
offload their problems or tell her about their day again. She'd never laugh at David's antics or ask how Flo and 


Eddie were. And Jon had only known her for a short time. He could only imagine how Richie was feeling right 
now. 


He leaned over his lover, wrapping his arms around Richie's shoulder and just held him. Jon could feel Richie's 
ragged breathing as he held back his pain. 


"I know, baby, | know," Jon murmured, his own emotions starting to bubble to the surface as Richie started a 
keening moan. "| got you..| got you." Richie turned in his arms and buried his face against Jon and cried, Jon's 
tears dropping into Richie's dark hair as they both cried at their loss. 

Jon held Richie until the tears abated and his breathing returned to normal, apart from the odd hiccup. They 
took turns in holding Rosie's hand, the time was only broken by visits from the nurses to check on Rosie's 


vitals and by the looks on their faces, Jon knew it was only a matter of waiting. 


Jon ducked out later in the morning, when he knew that Eddie and Flo would be awake, and rang them from the 


payphone in the waiting room. 


"Hello?" Eddie's comforting voice echoed through the receiver. Jon knew that Eddie would have answered 


considering the time of the morning, to save his wife from any bad news. 


"Hey, Dad..it's Jon," he said wearily. He'd been awake ever since the call woke him from his dozing a few hours 


earlier. Those few hours already felt like days as Rosie slowly slipped away from them. 
"Jonny?! What's wrong, son?" Eddie asked, suddenly alert. 
Jon sighed and said, "We're at the hospital." 


"The hospital?! Is Richie okay? Was there trouble at the bar?" 


Eddie and Flo were the closest he'd ever had to a real Mom and Dad and he knew they worried about him and 


Richie like their own son, David. 
"Trouble at the bar?!" Jon heard his Mom's voice in the background, worried, surprised. 


"No, he's fine. Tell Mom we're both okay," he said and waited for Eddie to calm his wife. 


"What's happened, Jon?" Eddie asked once Flo had fallen silent again, obviously listening on the other side of the 


speaker. 


"Is Rosie, Dad," Jon said. "She was walking home as she always did but..she stepped off the curb and into the 
path of a car." 


"Oh no! Poor Rosie,” Flo exclaimed. "ls she okay, Jon?" 


"No, Mom..she's not okay," Jon replied thickly. "The police found Richie's number in her purse. The doctors..the 
doctors don't think she's going to make it to the end of the day." 


"Oh no!" his mother gasped and Eddie breathed a small curse. 

'So..| wanna stay with Richie, Dad," Jon said. "Can |-," he started to say before Eddie cut him off. 

"Don't even think about work today, son," Eddie said. "I'll take care of it all." 

"You take care of Richie, darling," Flo added. "And call us if you need anything!" 

"Thanks, Mom," Jon said, feeling the squeeze around his chest ease just a little. He signed off after assuring 
them both they were okay for the moment and hung up the payphone. He walked to the vending machines and 


fed some coins into the slot to grab them both something to snack on before walking back to the room. 


Richie had barely moved and was leaning on the edge of the bed, his head resting on his crossed arms. He let 
Richie sleep for a while, settling himself into the other plastic chair that had been brought in for him. 


The staff were keeping a close eye on them as well as Rosie, even supplying them with coffee, or at least the 


mud brown sludge that masqueraded as caffeine. 


"Thanks," Jon whispered and smiled at the current nurse that had brought in the latest steaming cups. Jon 
didn't need to know from the nurse that Rosie was failing, he could hear the machines that were constantly 


going ping, starting to slow down. 


After the nurse had left, Jon gently shook Richie awake. "Babe, wake up. | got us a snack from the machine in 
the waiting room, if you're hungry." 


The brunette blinked at him in confusion for a moment before his eyes focused and roamed around the room. 
"| fell asleep," he stated 


"Yeah, babe," Jon replied with a small smile. He watched as Richie reluctantly released Rosie's hand and 


stretched out his back. 


"Jesus Christ," Richie groaned, standing and holding his back. "No wonder you kept climbing into my hospital bed 
at night." 


‘lm not sure if Rosie would appreciate you sharing or not," Jon smiled wryly. "If she's going, at least she'd 
meet St Peter with a smile on her face." 


Richie snorted in amusement before bending and kissing Jon on the top of his head. "Thanks, baby." 

"What for?" 

"For being here," Richie said as he stepped between the chairs and restlessly paced the small cubicle. 

"She's my friend too, Rich," Jon said, quietly. "Has been since the first night you took me to the diner.” 

"She's been a friend to a lot of the old street gang," Richie sighed He reached for a plastic-wrapped cookie and 
tore it open, taking a large bite as he picked up the styrofoam cup in his free hand and returned to the chair. 
"God, it seems like | haven't eaten in a week" 

"We can go to Mom and Dad's later," Jon suggested. "You know..after..." he trailed off, looking at the woman in 
the bed. "I rang them not long ago, while you were sleeping. Dad said he's got the shop under control for the 
day so | can be here for you..and Rosie." 

Richie gave him a small smile, nodded and took a sip of the sludge that was offered as coffee. He wrinkled his 
nose in disgust before placing it back on the tray table. "I could use some of Flo's cooking." He picked up Rosie's 
hand again, placing a kiss on the back of it. "Do you think she knows we're here?" he asked after a moment's 


pause. 


‘I'm sure she does," Jon offered, rubbing Richie's arm. "Where is her family?" Jon asked. "Why aren't they 
here with her?" 


"She doesn't have any," Richie sighed with a shrug. 


"How do you know that?" Jon queried. He knew Rosie avoided all questions about her past, no matter how 


innocuous they were. 
"She told me." 
"Really?! When did she do that?" Jon asked, surprised by his lover's admission. "And why?" 


Richie sighed again and turned to look at Jon, although Jon noticed that he kept a firm hold of the lax hand he 


held in his own. 


"Christmas..the one before you, you know..." Richie sent him a wink and Jon rolled his eyes and nodded. 


"But why would she do that?" Jon asked after a small pause. "I didn't think she ever talked about herself." 
"She doesn't..usually. But." Richie trailed off. 


"Tell me, Rich," Jon prodded again, leaning his head on Richie's shoulder, remembering the last time he saw the 


comatose woman. "I've always wondered..." 

"| was in the diner..." he started off softly, "you know, the usual time, just after the main lunch service 
finished. It was Christmas Day and the only staff there was Joe, in the kitchen, and Rosie. | was almost the 
only customer there..and | guess | must've looked a bit down." 

Jon raised and cocked his head sideways, studying his lover's face, but said nothing. 

"Okay, yeah, | was moping. Big time," Richie admitted with a wry smile. "I was all alone over the holidays. | was 
missing my parents and the guy | thought was the love of my life had walked out on me a couple of weeks 
earlier. He just took off to LA one day, leaving me with nothing but a scribbled note on a paper napkin and a 
broken heart." 


"Nikki?" Jon clarified, unnecessarily, as the bubble of contempt for the man rose up inside him. 


"Yeah, Nikki," Richie agreed. "Shit..l wish | knew how to get hold of him. He should know about Rosie, too," he 


said. 


"Yeah, but he never left you a number, so there isn't anything you can do about it," Jon shrugged. "But where 
does Rosie come in?" he asked, getting back to the story. 


"She sat herself down in the booth opposite me and told me that we were going to talk" 

"That sounds about right," Jon smiled, a little sadly at the silent woman in the bed. "She doesn't miss anything." 
"No, she doesn't," Richie agreed. "She never did." 
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"Happy Christmas, Richie," Rosie's seasonal greeting welcomed him as he hurried through the door of the diner, 
shaking the rain off his head. "Go on through, love, your table's free." Given that it was mid-afternoon on 


Christmas Day and the diner was almost empty, that was hardly a surprise. 

"Thanks, Rosie." Richie briefly flashed the older woman his trademark smile that lit up the room before it 
faded rapidly. He made his way through the tables to the booth at the back of the room and slid into his usual 
seat, which, not coincidentally, afforded him a clear view of the main door. 

"What'l it be, Richie?" Rosie asked, looking at him closely as she poured his coffee, "Your usual, love?" 


"Please, Rosie," he answered briefly, without enthusiasm. 


"l'Il be right back with your order, honey," Rosie said, raising her eyebrow contemplatively, before leaving him 


alone with his thoughts. 

Three weeks. Twenty-one days! That was how long it had been since he'd last seen Nikki. His lover had bluffed 
his way into the dosshouse where Richie lived and they'd risked illicit afternoon sex in the cramped 
surroundings of his bunk; a reckless encounter that, almost certainly, would have resulted in Richie's immediate 
unceremonious eviction if they'd been caught in the act. 

His thoughts drifted back to their last moments together. 

"Thanks for the tuck, baby," Nikki said "I hope | didn’t cause you any trouble." 

‘See you soon, Mk?" Richie asked as Niki stood, reaching for the doorknob 


‘Absolutely, baby. Youre my biggest weakness..can't stay away for too long before I start jonesing for your body," 
he said with a wink, unlocking the door and slipping out, leaving Richie lying in bed 


If Richie had known then that that would be the last time he'd ever see his lover he'd have..actually, he had no 
idea what he'd have done, though he doubted it would've been to simply roll over and go back to sleep. 


It hadn't been unusual for Nikki to disappear for several days at a time, but Richie had already begun to 
wonder which rock he had slunk under, and why, when one afternoon, just over a week later, Rosie had followed 
him to his table and silently handed him a folded paper napkin. Even before he opened the handwritten note he'd 


known who it was from..and what it would say. 


Richie took another mouthful of coffee as unshed tears prickled and he swiped a hand across his face before 


they could fall, recalling those scribbled lines that were forever etched into his memory. 
You mean the world to me 
| never meant to hurt you 


pine over me for a while 


Youll always hold a special place n my heart 
So grateful that | met you 

Look back on memories of me and smile 

I love you, my Street Rat 

HI always remember you 


Richie sighed, right now those smiles were hard to find. He rubbed his eyes again and when he opened them he 
was startled to see food in front of him. 


"Here ya go, child, one burger and fries and another mug of coffee," Rosie said, placing a fresh, steaming mug 


in front of Richie. "Anything else | can get you?" 
"Nah, thanks, Rosie,” he shrugged, "I'm good." 
"Enjoy," she smiled before making her way to check on another customer. 


Richie picked listlessly at his burger, annoyed at himself when he recalled the way Nikki would always take huge 
bites, eating quickly, as if he didn't know where his next meal would be coming from. Thinking about that and 
what little Nikki had let slip about his past, there were probably many times that he hadn't, unlike Richie who 
had lived a rather sheltered life..until the night it all blew up in his face. 


For a moment he allowed himself to remember happier times and Christmas celebrations with his family. After 
attending the Midnight Mass with his parents, they would get up early on Christmas morning to open presents. 
This would be followed by a huge meal at whichever set of relatives had been chosen to host that year, with 
each family group bringing food to add to the feast. He idly wondered if they were enjoying their day or if 


anyone spared a thought for where he was and what he was doing. 


This was his fourth year away from his childhood home but the first one he had spent alone. The last three 
years Christmases, he and Nikki had wiled away the hours fucking like rabbits through the one night of the 
year that Al gave his kids off. Even Al admitted that, on Christmas Eve, most johns were home celebrating 
with their families and he allowed his kids that one night off. By the end of Christmas Day, many of those 
happy celebrations would have turned into open warfare and so Richie and all the other kids would all be out on 


the streets tonight, working overtime to keep up with the increased business. 


But this year there had been no dark-haired lover to chase away the blues and no holiday cheer to be had for 
Richie. Having spent a lonely night in his room and not wanting to sit alone in the flophouse any longer, he had 


made his way to the diner, where he would at least be warm and well fed until it was time to start work 


Twenty minutes later, he was still listlessly pushing the remaining fries around when he was startled by Rosie 
sliding a plate with a large slice of apple pie onto the table next to him. 


"Huh? | didn't order dessert?" He looked up to see Rosie watching him. 


"No you didn't," she replied quietly, "But it's Christmas Day and everyone deserves something nice. Don't 
worry..its on the house," she stated, derailing his first protest before it started. 


"Thanks, Rosie," from somewhere he found a smile for the older lady. 


"Now, I'm going to get myself a coffee..then you and | are going to sit and talk." Without waiting for any reply, 
Rosie took the empty coffee mug and the used plate, turned and strode back to the service counter. 


Richie watched her go with a slight feeling of trepidation. Looking around the diner he realised that he was 
currently the only customer and the chances of Rosie being distracted anytime soon were low. He knew there 
would be no escaping this conversation. A minute later Rosie returned carrying two mugs of coffee. She placed 


one on the table beside his still untouched plate, before sliding into the booth opposite Richie. 


'So..tell me what's going on, Richie? You came in here looking like a wet week." Rosie watched him as she 


deliberately took a sip of coffee and waited for his reply. 


"That might have something to do with the fact it's raining out there," Richie indicated the door with his head, 


hoping to divert the conversation. 
"True," she acknowledged, "But that's not what I'm talking about, and you know it. What's wrong, honey?" 
"Nothing's wrong," he said evasively, staring at the table. 


"lm calling BS on that one, child" She pinned him with a look that brooked no argument and Richie resigned 
himself to the inevitable. 


"| guess l'm just..feeling lonely," he sighed. 


"That's understandable," Rosie nodded. "It can't be easy being away from your family, especially without Nikki 
here to distract you." 


"Woah," Richie snorted a laugh despite himself, "You really cut to the chase don'cha, Rosie?" 


"When you get to my age, honey, you tend to do that," Rosie agreed. "It saves time | no longer have to waste. 


So..talk!" 


"Yeah, I'm missing my family. It's Christmas Day. They'll all have gathered at one house or another and be 


eating a huge meal. | guess | was wondering if they were even missing me..or if I've just been erased from 


their lives and memories." 


"If they've done that then they're idiots," Rosie said firmly. "They are missing out on seeing you grow into a 


fine young man" 


" Fine young man?" Richie laughed hollowly. "I'm nothing but a street prostitute, Rosie. Which part of that is 


fine?" 


"The part that, despite everything he's been through, he cares for those around him. You are always polite 


and you never deliberately hurt anyone.” 

Richie shrugged and picked up the coffee mug to avoid having to answer. 

"You know, anyone should be happy to have you in their lives." 

"Yeah, so happy that they walked away without even saying goodbye," he mumbled. 


"You can't judge yourself by the actions of others, honey," Rosie sighed. "You've been treated badly, first by 
your parents and now by Nikki. Don't let it beat you." 


"Why do you even care?" Richie muttered, staring down into his coffee unable to meet the woman's intent, 


though kind, gaze. 


| care for all the street kids," Rosie avered. "| may not approve of what you have to do to survive, but that's 


the hand life has dealt you. All of you who come here to eat are my family and | care for all of you." 


"| don't know why you bother," Richie shrugged, the sudden emotions bubbling up making his voice thick. "We're 
just street trash." 


"You are not trash ," Rosie growled, making Richie look up in surprise. "You, all of you, are my family " 
"Ah Rosie, don't you have any family of your own?" 


"Not anymore," Rosie sighed sadly, as though in deep thought before leaning forward. "Did you know | used to 


be a dancer?" 
"What? When?" Richie asked, surprised by the seemingly incongruous change of subject. 


"Way back, when | left school," Rosie smiled, apparently remembering long distant events. "That was a long time 


ago. 


Richie sat back, assessing the older woman and trying to imagine her younger, dancing. He pictured a small girl 


or teenager in a tutu twirling around like in the music boxes. The first genuine smile of the day tugged at the 


corner of his lips as he tried to marry the Rosie that sat before him to that mental image. "What type of 


dance, Rosie?" 


Oh, all sorts," she smiled and her eyes sparkled prettily. "Ballet, classical, modern, ballroom, tap..| loved them 
all. | wanted to be like Elenor Powell and dance with Fred Astair!" 


| started dancing before | can even remember and it was all | ever wanted to do," she continued, her face 
softening as she spoke. "I trained all through school and then when | left | started trying to find professional 
jobs. | auditioned for all the Broadway shows | could, even the Ziegfeld Follies!" 


Rosie shrugged. "And | eventually landed a place in the chorus for one show but sadly, it didn't do well and 
closed after a few days. We never even got paid" 


"How come?" Richie queried. "| thought most shows lasted at least a few months.” 

"Maybe today," she agreed, "But times were very different back then. How good is your history Richie?" 

"Not bad," he shrugged. "Well, at least as far as I'd been taught before | hit the streets." 

"The world was going through what they now call the great depression," Rosie said. "We'd suffered almost a 
decade of hard times and, by the time | was finishing school, there was a very small light at the end of the 
tunnel. The world was coming back to life but didn't fully recover until around 1939" 

Richie nodded his understanding when Rosie looked at him questioningly but didn't interrupt. 

"My husband and |-." 

"Wait! You have a husband?!" Richie exclaimed, looking at Rosie with open curiosity. 

"Archie, yes. He's been gone now for quite some time," she smiled, sadly. "We were high school sweethearts. He 
was one of the stars of the baseball team but he always came to see me perform whenever | was dancing. He 
would come and pick me up from dancing school in his Dad's car. When we left school, we married as soon as 


we could, with our parents’ support and blessings, of course." 


"Huh," Richie huffed, surprised at the new information. He'd always assumed that Rosie had been a spinster for 


whatever reason. For all the time he'd known the older woman, she'd never let anything slide about her past. 


"Now, don't go looking all surprised, child," Rosie said, with a tap of her finger on his forearm. "I hear a lot of 
stories, working here and that's my job. To listen No one wants to hear this old lady talk about her past" 


"Haven't | always said you're the prettiest girl in town, Rosie?" Richie asked, giving her his best smile. "You're 


not old and why shouldn't you talk about your life?!" 


"You have, child, and | thank you for the kind words," she replied with a faint blush. "I like to keep Archie for 
home..where | have happy memories of him. This,” she said, indicating to the diner, "is different.” 


As Rosie turned inward to her memories, Richie sat back, sipped on his coffee and let her talk. 


"As | said, Archie and | were high school sweethearts. We had a very simple wedding ceremony and the 


reception was at my parents’ place. We got a little apartment, the one | still live in, and, oh my, we were so 


happy!" 


"But then the war hit and Archie got called away," Rosie said wistfully, her tone giving more away than her 
words did and Richie had the feeling that Archie never came home. "I did what | did to keep that apartment for 
my Archie when he came home. | worked two jobs. This one here," she said, looking around the diner, "and | was 


a taxi-dancer." 
Richie looked at Rosie, his brows furrowed, "Taxi-dancer?" 


"Hmm," she nodded. "Or a nickel-hopper. For ten cents, we would dance with men for one song. From that ten 


cents, we made a nickel so the more dances, the more money we'd take home." 

"Shit, Rosie," Richie gasped. 

"Oh, now, don't be feeling all sorry for me or nothing, child," she said, matter of factly. "It was the depression 
and people did what they needed to do. Archie understood that and | kept my promise to him that | would 
never do more than dance. Some of the other girls found ways to supplement their income by other means. 


I'm sure you know what l'm getting at, don't you?" she asked kindly, pinning him with a look. 


Richie nodded. He was fascinated by his friend's past. It was so completely different to what he'd ever imagined. 
"Did..did your parents know?" 


"Oh, no!" Rosie chuckled. "That was for us to know. We were squirrelling the money away for when we started 


having babies," her face became wistful again and she gave Richie a small, sad smile. 
"And that never happened, did it?" 


Rosie shook her head sadly and swiped away a stray tear. "Archie never came home from the war. All | have 


of him is my tattoo, his army dog tags and a damned folded flag." 


Richie reached out and took the woman's hand and held it tight. "I'm sorry, Rosie," he said quietly. They sat in 


companionable silence for a while before Richie asked, "Did | hear you say tattoo? | mean..you're..you're-" 


‘lm what, child?" Rosie arched an oh-so-elegant eyebrow at him. 


"Relax. was only going to say you're like my mother," Richie said, looking away for a moment at the thought 


of his mom. "I can't imagine either of you with tattoos, is all” 


"Well, | am very happy that you consider me that way," Rosie smiled. "But don't you go asking me to show you 


where it is, young man!" 


Richie laughed. It echoed through the empty diner and it felt good. "Oh, but Rosie," he said, picking her hand and 
kissing the knuckles, "I'm sure | could persuade you to reveal your," he gazed at the woman over their joined 
hands, "wild side." 


Rosie blinked at him for a nanosecond before she batted his hand away. "Child, you just finished telling me that 
I'm like your mother!" she chided, the ghost of a smirk playing on her ruby red lips, "Don't you be going and 
pulling all that midnight charm on me, Richie Sambora! You're still a boy-child to me. And there was only ever 


space for one man in my heart." 
Richie sat back in the booth, holding his hands in surrender. "| defer gracefully to Archie's legacy." 


| will tell you that Archie and | got one tattoo each just before he shipped out," the older woman said. "He got 
a rose, for obvious reasons. And | got his initials, AM, with a rose growing through them." Her voice had grown 


thick with emotion again and Rosie grabbed a napkin from the dispenser and delicately blew her nose. 


Richie slid from his side of the booth and into the other side, wrapping his arms around her shoulder to 


comfort the older woman. 
~ Kew 


So much time had passed since that Christmas Day and his life had only improved too, with Rosie bearing 
happy witness to it all 


Jon's fingers had been playing in Richie's hair as he told the story. Jon cupped Richie's head and drew him 


close, kissing away the tears on his cheeks. 


"Thank you for sharing that, babe," his boyfriend whispered. "I'm grateful to Rosie for being there for you 


when you most needed a friend" 


A thick, gurgling noise came from Rosie's chest and the alarms sounded, drawing the closest nurse to check on 
her. "Let me get Dr Blackburn," she said and disappeared back behind the curtain, leaving them alone with their 
dying friend. 


"Shh, Rosie," Richie said, squeezing her hand in the hopes that she could hear and feel him there. "We're here. 
Jonny and | are here for you," he said as Dr Blackburn slipped into the cubicle and checked the chart hanging 
at the end of the bed, before moving to the other side of the bed. 


"Give Mrs Moreno another shot of morphine, same as before, to keep her comfortable," he instructed the 
nurse then turned to Richie and Jon. "lm afraid it won't be too long now. So if there's anything you wish to 


say to her, I'm sure she'll take comfort in hearing your voices as she passes." 


Richie inhaled shakily and nodded. Jon thanked the doctor and the nurse administered the drugs through the IV 
line into her other hand and left with a soft, "Ill be close by." 


Richie swallowed heavily over the pain in his heart. "l-1 don't know what to say, Jonny,” he croaked out. 


"I know, baby," his boyfriend replied and squeezed him a little tighter. "Do you want me to go first?" he asked 
and Richie nodded gratefully. Jon kissed his shoulder and stood, taking a few steps to the other side of the bed. 
He perched on the edge and picked Rosie's other hand up in his. He kissed her knuckles as Richie had done then 
started speaking. 


"Rosie, you welcomed me that first night with open arms and without trepidation. | was fucking scared as hell 
but you and Richie made me feel safe for the first time in a long time," he said, his voice wobbling slightly as 


he sent Richie a look and he returned it with a sad smile. 


"How many burgers or slices of pie have you slipped us over the years when money's been tight? And not just 
us. From what Richie's told me, you've kept many of the street kids fed. You've been our guardian angel, Rosie, 
and | hope you'll continue to watch over us all." Jon bent and kissed Rosie's forehead, murmuring a soft, "Thank 


you, Rosie, and | promise I'll look after him." 


A small sob burst from Richie, more an exhale of breath but he knew it wasn't going to take much for more 
to follow. He shifted to the bed as Jon had done and gazed down at the broken woman, trying to see her as 
the vibrant soul she was. "I don't know what to say, Rosie. You were there for me, thick and thin, good and 


bad." 


"Nikki and | found each other through you and then you were there to pick up the pieces when he left the 
first time. You saw, before anyone else..," he swallowed heavily, "that I'd fallen heavily for Jon, that | loved him 
and not some infatuation..and you cheered us on when we told you we were together. You were the mother | 
needed then..to congratulate me and tell me how proud you were of me..when | couldn't have my own mom." 
The tears fell unheeded now and he was vaguely aware of Jon's presence behind him before his arms held him 


close. 


"You patched me up when | was broken when the street life beat me up..and I'm so sorry that | can't do that 
for you now," he cried, his voice strangled. "But | can do this for you now..| can tell you that we're gonna be 
okay. Jon and |..we're going to have the life that you should've had with Archie, the life you wanted with 
Archie..and now it's time for you to go find him and be with him again. To be together forever. We love you, 


Rosie..until we meet again one day." 


He kissed her bruised and bloodied temple as the now irregular beeping changed into one long wail and alarms 
sounded. "Goodbye, Rosie,” he whispered. 
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One Week Later 
Rosie's Funeral 
Jon POV 


It had been a long, fraught week and Jon was glad it was almost over. He had been worried about his boyfriend 


all week and because it was so out of the ordinary, it had exhausted him. 


Since Rosie had no family, Richie had volunteered to help with the funeral arrangements. He had also been 
asked to spread the word on the street that anyone, specifically the street kids past and present, that knew 
Rosie, would be welcome to attend both the funeral and the wake. Richie reasoned that Rosie would have 


wanted it that way; they were her chosen family. 


He had also argued that Al had to be included, if only so that he knew that his stable of workers weren't 
trying to get out of work for no valid reason, which Jon had reluctantly agreed made sense. Jon had seen Al's 


work expectations first hand and he knew the man was ruthless. 


Among all of the funeral planning, Richie had also been spending long hours at the bar. He was due to present 
Al with his latest figures soon and the combination of it all was taking its toll on him. The nights, or more like 
the early hours of the morning, after Richie had come home from the bar, had him crashing out quickly, only 
to end up tossing and turning in his sleep. 


Jon had tried to soothe him on those restless nights, holding him close and murmuring softly to him until he 
settled back into a slightly deeper sleep. 


Some nights he would wake, leaving Jon in bed, to sit in the dark living room, softly playing his guitar. Lying in 
bed listening to him, Jon guessed that he was in the process of writing something as the same, initially 


unfamiliar, the melody was played over and over again. 


Jon had hoped that taking on most of the load at home, whilst still working full-time at Rashbaum's Music, 
would go towards reducing Richie's stress but it was his lover's inner turmoil that he couldn't help with. He 
had to work through that one himself and Jon was hoping that being able to properly say goodbye to Rosie 
would help ease his boyfriend's mind. 


The day of the funeral had been a bright and shiny one, carrying the scent of the city in the breeze. The 
diner, the front windows of which were now adorned with flowers and candles, would be closed for the day 
allowing all the staff to be able to attend. It would also give them somewhere after the service, to celebrate 
Rosie's life. 


Originally, Jon hadn't thought it was going to be a big affair but by the time all the staff, the street kids that 
Rosie had fed, the Rashbaums, Richie, his parents and himself were in attendance, the diner was going to be 
packed. 


He was pacing their small apartment, waiting for Richie to emerge from getting dressed. He was antsy and 
anxious, not for himself even though this would be the first funeral he had attended, but more for Richie's 


state of mind after Today. 


"Quit pacing, Jonny," Richie called out from the bedroom. "I'm almost done so we're not going to be late if 
that's what's got you all worked up." 


Its not only that," Jon replied, stopping in his tracks and blinking at the partially closed bedroom door. "How did 
you know?" he asked, flopping to the couch unceremoniously, reaching for his guitar. He started picking at the 
strings, unconsciously playing the melody that Richie had been working on. 


"Where..how do you know that one?" Richie asked from just behind him. 


"Fuck!" Jon exclaimed, whipping his head around to look behind him. He hadn't heard his lover come out of the 


bedroom. "You scared mel" 


He was dressed in black jeans and heavy black boots, his shirt, a dark maroon, hung out and was partially 
undone as Richie was wont to do with all buttoned shirts. A multitude of chains and beads hung around his 
neck, disappearing under his fluffed-up hair, as did his dark eyes that were ringed in black kohl. Richie was 
looking down at him, flicking between him and Jon's guitar. "Sorry," he said blandly, with barely any regret in 
the word. 


"How do you know that tune?" Richie asked again. 


"Through osmosis," Jon huffed, still rattled. He set his guitar back on the stand as he rose from the couch. 
"You've been playing it every night you don't sleep. It's all I've heard for the past week," Jon explained, stopping 
in front of the older man, and laying his hand over his heart. "I'm sorry, | wasn't even aware that | was playing 


it. Is it.something special?" 


"Um..yeah," Richie hedged. "Can we not..." he sighed and then said, "I'll play it for you tonight, babe. Are you 
ready to go?" He gave Jon a perfunctory kiss and quickly shifted away. He tucked his wallet in his jacket pocket 
after pulling it on and reached for the keys, before opening the door for Jon, twirling the keys on his fingers 


whilst waiting. 


Jon muttered a small "Sure," and collected his jacket from the back of the chair. He stepped through the open 
door and started down the stairs to the street where their car was parked. He knew he'd pushed Richie about 
the song too quickly and now he felt bad. His lover was already feeling anxious about today and Jon had just 
added to his stress. He was standing beside the car, shuffling dirt with the toe of his shoe when Richie 


stepped up behind him, slipping an arm across his chest. 


‘lm sorry | snapped, Jonny," he said, dropping a quick kiss against his temple before reaching around him to 
unlock the car. Richie held the door for him as he climbed into the passenger seat. The door slammed behind 
him and Jon watched Richie walk around the front to the driver's side as he drew the seatbelt across him. 


Richie climbed into the car, turning the engine over before fastening his seatbelt, all without saying a word, 


before pulling out into the mid-morning traffic. 
"Rich?" 
“Jonny...” 


Both grinned wryly at each other and Jon shifted in his seat to face Richie a little more. "Sorry..you go," he 


said. 


Richie sighed and resolutely kept his eyes on the road as he reached for Jon's hand. "It's a song I've been 


writing since the day of Rosie's accident," he said. "| didn't know you were awake otherwise...” 


‘Otherwise, you would have stayed in bed, tossing and turning?" Jon offered with a shrug. "I'm used to you 
coming and going and playing at odd hours of the night. But you've been so.. off this week what with work and 


the funeral. I've been worried about you." 


Richie picked up his hand and kissed the back of it. "I'm sorry, Jonny," he said. "You're right, | have been off. 
l'm nervous about seeing Al today, especially if he's gonna want to start talking about the bar. | mean, the 
figures speak for themselves..but will it be enough for him, ya know?" 


"You've worked your ass off, Rich," Jon replied. "He's gotta see that! | don't know why, but | have a good feeling 
about it all." 


"| appreciate your confidence, babe," Richie said, flashing him a grateful smile. "Also, losing Rosie has made me 


start to think about Ma and Dad, Eddie and Flo..ya know? So | distracted myself with writing.” 

‘Is it..is it about Rosie?" Jon asked and Richie nodded once. 

"Il," he cleared his throat, "Ill play it tonight for you. Okay?!" 

"Whenever you're ready, Rich," Jon replied, willing to back down and not push the subject any further. 


Around an hour later, Richie pulled the car into the cemetery parking lot and into a spot near a big, black 
sedan, 


"Guess Al is here then," Richie muttered. 

"Are you okay?" 

Richie exhaled and nodded. "Let's do this," he said and pushed the car door open. 

Jon followed suit, sliding his sunglasses down over his eyes again. He smoothed down his loose, dark blue jacket 
and looked around at the surprising number of cars in the lot. He assumed that there must be another 
service being held close by, as Richie slipped his hand into his. 

He looked at his dark-haired lover, noticing the pinched look around his mouth, and he just wanted to kiss it 
away and make everything okay again. Scooping their joined hands behind his back, Jon pulled Richie closer and 


pressed his mouth against his lover's; a small, tender kiss that Jon hoped conveyed his love and support. 


Richie cupped Jon's face and rested his forehead against his when the kiss broke. His thumb caressed Jon's 
cheek as he whispered, "Love you, Jonny. Thank you...” 


"For?" Jon asked, nuzzling against Richie's palm. 
"For everything," he replied. "But mostly for loving me and keeping me together when | need it most.” 
"Richard! Jon!" 


They both turned at the sound of Adam Sambora's booming voice. Richie's father was beckoning to them from 


a rather large group milling in and around a gravesite that lay beneath the canopy shelter of a large oak tree. 
"Are all those people here for Rosie?" Jon asked in wonder as he and Richie separated from their embrace. 


"Looks like it," Richie responded. "C'mon" He tugged on Jon's hand and they walked over to where their parents 


stood together, with David and Amber, and were soon enveloped in hugs all around. 


"Thanks for coming," Richie said to their families. "This would have meant the world to Rosie." 


"And it looks like Rosie meant a lot to a lot of people too," Joan replied. "Were you expecting this kind of turn 


out?" 


"They're probably expecting a free slice of pie," David interjected with a small chuckle and earned himself a 
light admonishment from his girlfriend, Amber. 


"Them or you, Davey?" Richie said, flashing a quick grin to their brother and friend. 


"Ill never say no to pie!" David shrugged. “The diner had the best,” he added. Flo cleared her throat at her son 
and arched an elegant eyebrow. "Sorry, Mom..but free pie is always the best" 


"My pies are always freel" she reminded him as the small group descended into friendly ribbing David about his 


choices, wise or not. 


Richie excused himself after a few moments, promising to return soon and Jon followed him with his eyes as 
he moved among a group of people he'd never met before. Most likely, some of Al's workers, past and present, 


Jon guessed. 


"How have you both been coping, Jon?" Adam asked before he had to cough, turning away briefly with Joan 
keeping a watchful eye on her husband. 


Flo had linked her arm through his and squeezed gently and Jon smiled down at the woman. It was the one 
thing that the Rashbaums had brought into his life; appreciating the affectionate hugs and touches as a part 
of a family. 


Is been..rough," Jon said honestly. "But it hasn't just been because of what's happened," he twirled his finger 
around, indicating the gathering in general. "Richie's had the meeting with Al looming over him as well. | have a 
good feeling about it but..he wants this so bad, you know?! To prove himself. To Al, to you guys..to himself, 
that he's not just what he was That he can be whatever he sets his mind to." 


"When is the meeting with Al?" Eddie asked. 


"Originally, | think he was planning to tell Rich today," Jon said. "Though that was before all this happened. l'm 
not certain now what he will-." A swell of music from a portable boombox interrupted him and he looked over 


to see Richie talking with the minister performing the service. "| guess that's our cue," he said. 


"Go be with Richie, Jonny," Flo said, sliding her hand from his arm, taking Eddie's offered one. "We'll make our 


way over behind you." 


Jon kissed her cheek and hurried over to his boyfriend. He recognised a few faces; from the diner, a few other 
shop owners from the stores surrounding the diner and a few of the street kids that Richie had introduced to 
him over time. He smiled at them as he passed through the gathering to Richie's side. He slid his hand into his 
lover's and squeezed lightly. 


After introductions were made, the minister excused himself leaving Jon and Richie to seat themselves before 
holding up his hands for silence. The minister's voice was calming as he recited a prayer before he told the 


congregation all that he knew about Rosie. 


Jon gazed at the dark wood coffin, the lid that Rosie lay beneath was covered with sprays of purple flowers. 
Her favourites, according to Richie. He kept getting flashes of how their friend looked the last time they saw 
her in the hospital after the machines had been silenced and the medical staff had closed the curtain on their 
grief. 


He and Richie had grieved together before one of the nurses gently and sympathetically, advised that they 
needed to move Rosie to the hospital morgue as there was a critical patient coming in Dr Blackburn stopped to 
talk to them, offering his sympathies once again and asking after their own well-being after seeing that Richie 
was quite distressed. Jon assured the doctor that he would take care of him and with the assurance that he'd 
seek help if it was needed, Dr Blackburn bid them goodbye, rushing off towards another curtained cubicle. 


Jon sighed and dragged his eyes to the large, framed photo of Rosie smiling fondly into the camera. There 
were numerous floral tributes adorning the stand that held it. He wanted to erase that overpowering image of 


her last moments with the memories of the smiling woman they knew. 


"Rosie Moreno was a much-loved member of my church. She may not have come to every Sunday service 
but she would call in on her way home from the diner at least once a week just to chat. Not as a parishioner 
and a minister of the church but as a friend. A friend who loved to share the triumphs and tragedies of her 


family with me. | feel, through those loving stories, that | know each and every one of you. Her chosen family." 


"Whether you knew it or not, Rosie was so incredibly proud of you all," the minister scanned the crowd finally 


coming to rest on Richie and himself, offering them a small smile of acknowledgement. 


Jon swallowed thickly, the tears prickling the back of his eyes and he also felt the slight shudder that ran 
through his lover. "She mourned the ones that passed and missed the ones that moved on as any mother 
would." Richie's mother and father were sitting on the other side of their son and Richie reached blindly for 


Joan's hand with his free one. 


The minister went on to speak about how the two lovebirds met and married and how Archie was taken from 
Rosie too soon, resulting in her dedicating her working life to the people of the neighbourhood in and around 
the diner. 


One by one people, street kids, shop owners and patrons, stepped forward on the invitation from the minister, 


to speak about Rosie and to lay flowers on her coffin. She had stipulated that she wanted to be buried with 


her parents since Archie was buried in the Normandy American Cemetery and Memorial in France. As soon as 
she realised that she could never be buried with her husband, she bought the plot next to her parents’ grave. 


It wasn't a particularly religious service but the minister sang a hymn as the coffin was lowered into the 


ground and people started dispersing. Jon felt Richie sag against him, his head resting against Jon's. "Fuck," 
Richie breathed, his voice barely audible but still thick with emotion. 


"Are you okay, Rich?" Jon asked, rubbing his eyes. 


"Not really," the older man huffed He released both Jon and Joan's hands, and straightened up, standing to take 


a few steps to the open grave. 


"We'll see you at the diner, Jon," Adam said and Joan sent Jon a pointed look. Nodding in understanding, Jon rose 
before kissing Joan's cheek before joining Richie. 


Slipping his hand into Richie's once more, the brunette glanced over at him. "Hey," he said. 


"Hey, yourself," Jon replied, falling silent as he rubbed Richie's arm. "You know..Rosie would be kicking your ass 
for standing here looking into that hole." 


"Yeah," Richie responded listlessly. "I know. | just. just wish that..fuck, | dunno what I'm tryna say. | need to get 


drunk." 


"Then let's go," Jon said, taking a step back and tugging on his lover's hand. "I don't think Rosie would disapprove 
Today." 


~~ 
The Diner 


Late Afternoon 


As Jon had expected, the diner was packed with people from Rosie's life. It was closed to the general public as 
light refreshments were served, pre-made but warmed through in the kitchen. Richie had stopped at the 

liquor store on the way back from the cemetery and had bought a couple of bottles of whiskey for those that 
chose to participate, which turned out to be most of the street folk. 


Jon kept a close eye on Richie, letting him grieve in his own way, spending most of his time with his old 
friends, reminiscing about life on the street. Jon mingled a little more, spending time with the parents until 


they had deemed it time to "leave it to the younger ones." 


"Let me go and fetch Richie," Jon said. He made his way through the small crowd around one of the tables and 
slid his arm around Richie's shoulders from behind. 


"Hey, baby," his lover said, looking over his shoulder and Jon noticed that for the first time this week, Richie's 
face had relaxed a little and his eyes drooped slightly, a sure sign that his alcohol consumption outweighed his 
food intake this afternoon 


"Guys, you all know Jonny?! He's the love of my life..," Richie declared, addressing no one in particular and was 
met with murmurs of acknowledgement, some raising their glasses with a chuckle. Jon smiled and nodded in 


return as it was probably the third time Richie had introduced him to some of them that afternoon. 


It was a good thing they lived within walking distance of the diner because that was definitely going to be the 
safest way to get there. The levels of inebriation varied within the group and Jon figured that the ones that 
weren't obviously drunk were the ones working tonight, especially with Al lurking around in the crowd. The man 
seemed to melt in and out of sight like a spectre in a haunted house. Jon had been introduced to Al some time 
ago, and, though he didn't terrify Jon to the same extent as he had on that first night with Richie, he stil 


didn't feel completely comfortable in his presence without Richie as a buffer. 


‘Can | steal you away for a little bit, Rich?" he asked, managing to fend off his lover's attempts to pull him 
down into his lap. "Our folks are leaving now and they want to say goodbye." 


"Oh! Oh, sure," he mumbled, setting his glass on the table and allowing Jon to tug him to his feet. Richie swung 
his arm across Jon's shoulder and he reciprocated by sliding his around Richie's waist to walk arm in arm to 
where the elder Sambora's and Rashbaum's waited. 


Goodbyes were said and promises made about looking after themselves, punctuated by dinner invitations. 


"David, are you and Amber leaving now too?" Flo asked. David and Amber were still seated at the table, 


oblivious to the world around their little love bubble. 


"We thought we might stick around for a bit longer," he replied, reluctantly dragging his gaze from the pretty 
blonde. "I'll make sure Amber gets home safely. Don't wait up, Mom. I'm a big boy now." 


"You are, but it doesn't stop us worrying about youl" his mother chided him gently as he rose from the chair 


and kissed her cheek. 


| know and | love you both for it," David said as he hugged his mother and father. "We'll look out for this pair, 


too," he said with a toss of his chin toward Jon and Richie, "before you even go down that worry road." 


"Hey, asshole!" Richie exclaimed affectionately, leaning heavily on Jon and crashing them both into the chairs 
behind him. "I don't need no looking after!" 


"Well, |, for one, appreciate that you've offered to do that, David," Joan piped up, casting a worried eye over 


her apparently inebriated son 


"You're welcome," he replied with a smile before pulling a smug face at Richie. Jon chuckled at his brother but 


made sure he had a firm grip on his boyfriend who was just drunk enough to flip his attitude on a whim. 


As the group were finishing their goodbyes, Jon felt a presence behind him and a rough voice said, "Meeting 
time, Sambora!" 


Jon felt Richie stiffen slightly before he turned his head to answer. "I'll be right there, boss," Richie said, any 
trace of drunkenness had disappeared. Richie turned back to the family and said briefly, "I gotta go. Thanks for 
coming,” before retreating to one of the back booths that Al had commandeered. 


"Let us know if you or Richard need anything, Jon," Adam said, shaking his hand before escorting his wife out 
of the diner. Eddie and Flo followed shortly after, leaving Jon and David standing together. 


"You wanna join us until Richie's finished?" his brother asked. 

"Yeah," Jon nodded, wishing he could hear what was going on in the back. "Then | wanna get him home as soon 
as possible," he said as he and David sat down at the table with Amber. "He can finish getting drunk at home. 
You're welcome to come back too..we can grab a pizza or something if you're hungry." 

Around an hour later, Al strolled through the diner, only needing to send his employees a pointed look for them 
to scurry away, back out onto the street, clearly not wishing to earn the ire of their pimp. He paused beside 


the table and slid a glance down to Jon. 


"Looks like he gets to stay off the street for now," the older man said, placing the small cigarillo between his 
teeth. He winked and, with a final look around the diner and a cluck of his tongue, said, "Later, Bongiovi." 


The diner door swished closed behind the man and left the trio blinking at each other. It was Amber that said, 
"Better go check on Richie, Jon" 


"Yeah," he nodded, pushing away from the table. "I wanna get him outta here as soon as possible." 


"Good idea," David said. "We'll stick around in case you need help." The diner was almost empty now of 
mourners, save for a few stragglers and the regular staff who were all sitting together talking. 


“Thanks, man," Jon said with a small smile. He wasn't sure what condition he was going to find Richie in when he 


turned the corner but to see his lover swirling a partially empty bottle of whiskey was not a good sign 


He stepped closer and called, "Rich?!" It would only take one look for Jon to figure out what the result of the 
meeting was despite what Al had said on his way out. "Baby?! Are you okay?" 


The brown eyes turned his way and Jon felt a small whoosh of relief. There was no devastation but neither 


was there outright triumph. He slid into the booth opposite Richie as he had done countless times over the 


past year or so since they first met. He took the bottle of dark liquor, placed the opening to his mouth and 
took a hefty swig. 


He figured tonight was going to be a good night for a threesome. 

Richie, himself and Jack..Jack Daniels, that is. For some reason, Jack loosened all Jon's inhibitions and made him 
pliable to any and all of Richie's suggestions. And if his boyfriend didn't have any of those suggestions for 
tonight, then he certainly did. Taking another deep draft, Jon set the bottle carefully on the table as he felt 
the burn of alcohol course through his body. 


Richie's eyes, heavy-lidded, slid between him and the bottle before his mouth spread into a slow, dirty smile. "I 


am now you're here, baby," he drawled, propping his head on his hand. 

"Wanna talk about it?" Jon asked. 

Richie gave a small grunt, his nose scrunching up a little. "Maybe tomorrow," he said. 

"Al said you won't be back working the streets," Jon offered, "so it can't all be bad news." 


"No, not bad," Richie conceded." Unsatisfactory is probably more apt." He scrubbed his hands over his face and 
sighed. "M so tired." 


"Then I'll get rid of this, shall 1?" Jon picked up the bottle and made a move to leave the booth before Richie 
snagged the bottle back with a soft growl. 


"Not unless you're gonna drink some more and | get to play tonight,” he said, tipping the neck up to take a 
drink. 


"I think | could be persuaded," Jon drawled, reaching for the bottle again, exhaling heavily as the liquor coursed 
through him. He smacked his lips, running his tongue over them to capture the droplets that clung to them. 
Richie sagged against the tabletop with a groan. 


"Davey and Amber are going to come home with us," he chuckled when Richie flashed him a look of surprise, 


"so we can call for pizza when we get there." He laughed louder when Richie pouted at him on the clarification. 


"Thought we were gonna have a real good time tonight," he mumbled, reaching for the bottle again but Jon 


moved it swiftly out of his way, sloshing some over the formica. 
"Oops!" he muttered and bent forward to slurp the liquid up from the tabletop. 


"How about you slide down below the table and slurp on me, my pretty baby?" Richie's voice, made rough from 
the alcohol, rumbled in his chest. 


Jon squeaked in surprise when he felt Richie's booted foot nudge between his legs beneath the table. "Nuh-uh," 
he said with a shake of his head, sliding from the banquette seat and holding his hand out to his lover. "How 
about we go home and start the suck-fest after pizza?! Davey and Amber are waiting for us." 

"Fuck ‘em! They can wait," Richie said, submitting to Jon's insistent tugging, and slid from the seat. "Hey, 
Davey," he yelled, pulling Jon close against him, grinding his obvious growth against his hips. "Start walking, man 
We won't be far behind. Buy a coupla pies on the way home, would ya?!" 


Jon sighed and dropped his head to one side as Richie nuzzled below his ear, his small sharp teeth nipping at 
the sensitive flesh. "C'mon, baby, at least a quick fuck in the bathroom?!" he growled. 


"What am |?!" Jon's pseudo-adopted brother yelled back. "Your fuckin’ bank?!" 


"Thought you didn't do that kinda thing anymore?!" Jon murmured. His breathing was starting to become more 


difficult. 
‘Its only for the exclusive customers," Richie muttered, cupping Jon's dick through the fabric of his pants. 


"As long as you only fuck me in diner bathrooms for the rest of your life," Jon breathed, already scrabbling 
at the back of Richie's shirt, pulling it free to seek out his warm skin. 


"Done!" Richie said and followed up his promise with a deep kiss as he pushed Jon in the direction of the men's 


room. 


"Heyl" David's voice suddenly broke the relative silence. Jon broke from the kiss to look toward the interruption 


"No, you don't!" David stalked towards them. 

‘lam not buying your pizza just because you two wanna drunk-fuck." He grabbed them both by the arms, his 
grip painfully strong from the years of piano lessons, and hauled them unceremoniously towards the front of 
the diner, Jon just managing to grab the bottle before they were dragged too far. "Joe?!" 

"Yeah?!" the chef looked up from the small group of staff as they rounded the corner from the back area 

"I just saved you a citation for solicitation in a public place," David growled, pushing Jon and Richie before him. 


"Aww, man," Joe said, looking at Richie with a fond smile. "Today of all days?!" 


"I can solicit my own boyfriend, can't |?!" Richie shrugged. "You can't talk, Davey! It's not like you and Amber 
didn't f-." 


Amber squealed and rushed to place her hand over Richie's mouth. "I think it's time to take a walk, don't you?!" 


she said, glaring at the taller man. "Thank you, everyone, it was a lovely celebration for Rosie," Amber said 


politely to those gathered at the table before walking to the front door, holding it open to indicate to the men 


to leave. 


Jon pushed the open bottle to Richie to hide beneath his jacket as David ushered them out into the early 
evening fresh air for the walk home. The two couples migrated back to their partners as they strolled through 
the streets, stopping frequently to indulge in a little good-natured ribbing and public displays of affection, 
sneaking shots of the alcohol and sharing it with hot, open-mouthed kisses. 


They tumbled through the door of the apartment with their fresh, hot pizzas. David placed them none too 
gently on the small coffee table as he walked in with Amber. 


"Wait, wait, wait!” Richie yelped, racing to the table to fish out a strip of paper from beneath the ashtray. 
"What's that, Rich?" Jon asked as his lover checked the piece carefully, smoothing it against his belly. 


"Um..," Richie hedged. "Pizza first. Then I'll explain," he said, kissing Jon quickly on his way past, heading towards 


the small bedroom. 
"| need a drink," David grumbled as he flopped down into the sole chair and tugged his girlfriend onto his lap. 


"You know where the fridge is, asshole," Jon replied as he kicked off his shoes and emptied his pockets. "Amber, 


darlin’, can | get you a drink? Beer or soda is all we got, I'm afraid" 


He liked David's girlfriend. She was down-to-earth, friendly, loyal, totally smitten with David and as cute as a 
button. They had hooked up the night of Jon's [8th birthday party that Richie had thrown him and had barely 
been apart ever since. David had even made rumbles of asking her to marry him one day and Jon couldn't 


think of a more perfect marriage. 
"IIl take a beer," she said. "Thanks, Jon" 
"Heyl" David protested. "That's favouritism! Or sexism! Or..or some kind of ism!" 


"Then don't park your ass in the chair like you're the King of England or some such shit," Richie said as he 
stepped out of the bedroom in a pair of sweats and his favourite Hendrix t-shirt, holding the small wooden box 


that held his weed stash. 
"The king demands his beer, peasant!" David declared in a deep booming voice. 


Jon noted that the strip of paper was in his other hand. It must be so important that he didn't want to set it 
down and it accidentally got tossed out. His boyfriend carefully threaded the paper through a couple of his 
guitar strings, the same way he did with his picks and other important notes or documents, for safekeeping. 


Richie's guitar was his version of a notice board or a fridge full of magnets. 


As David and Richie bickered good-naturedly, Jon retrieved the drinks and placed them on the coffee table, 
receiving a roll of blue eyes at their partner's antics and a smile of thanks from Amber, before he stepped 
into the bedroom to change as Richie had done. 


He shucked off the restrictive buttoned shirt and the dress trousers he'd worn, tossing them into their pile of 
dirty clothes, before reaching for a similar outfit as the one Richie had chosen. If they were alone, they'd 


probably be in bed eating pizza or out on the couch in the most minimal of clothes. 


By the time he emerged again, Richie had the first blunt lit and the room had started to fill with sweet, heavy 
smoke. As Richie inhaled deeply on the joint, Jon stood behind his lover and carded his fingers through his dark 
hair, he tugged Richie's head back to rest on the back of the couch. He leaned over Richie and sealed their 


mouths together in a kiss and allowed Richie to exhale as he inhaled. This was his favourite way to get high. 


As the foursome ate, drank and smoked the day's worries and emotions away, Richie started opening up a little 
more. He told them more about what he and Al had discussed and that, although the businessman was happy 
with the results that Richie was achieving for the moment, he still wanted to see the profits coming in now 


that the debts for some of the recent upgrades had been paid off. 


"He did say, though, babe," Richie said, offhandedly as he looked up at Jon from his lap, "that if we would like 


to use the loft, it's ours, but we have to do all the renovations ourselves." 
"You mean..we can get outta here?" Jon asked. 
"Uh-huh," Richie muttered. "If you wanna." 


| mean..we've spoken about it before," Jon said, "but this is your space, your memories, if you wanna stay 


here that's okay." 
"Eh..the memories here only started when you moved in," his lover said. 


"Aww that's kinda cute, Richie," Amber gushed from the chair as David sprawled on the floor at her feet 


having eaten way too much. 


"Stop!" he groaned. "That's so fuckin’ sweet, | feel sick!" He shifted to his hands and knees and crawled toward 
the two guitars, Jon's acoustic and Richie's electric. He took the acoustic from the stand and started picking 
out a tune. David was a very capable musician in his own right but the piano was where he excelled. 


"Heyl" Jon exclaimed, tapping Richie on his forehead. He was suddenly reminded by David's playing that Richie 
had promised to explain about the paper and the song he was working on. "You were going to play that new 
song tonight." 


I'd much rather play the flute tonight," he cackled up at Jon before turning his head and nuzzling against his 


crotch. 


Jon yelped lightly when he felt his lover's mouth put gentle pressure on his dick "We got company, babe." 


‘So?! They're not company," Richie mumbled from Jon's groin. "They're family," he reasoned before he 


continued his oral exploration 


"Even worse!" Jon half giggled, half groaned before David started making gagging noises and a discordant noise 
on the strings making Richie turn his head to check on the instruments. 


"Watch it, Davey," he growled lightly, rolling himself into a sitting position. He held his head for a moment as 
though to stop it from spinning before reaching over for his electric. "Turn it on for me, will ya?" he asked 


David who was sitting the closest and nodded at the amp. 


Richie handed Jon the slip of paper and said, "Don't lose that, babe." He adjusted the volume and the tone 
before running the pick across the strings to check the tuning. "Shit..if | don't get through all of this... You'll 
understand soon." 


Richie warmed up his fingers and cleared his throat before Jon heard the now-familiar tune as he started to 


sing. It was an ode to Rosie; her life story as told to Richie by the woman herself. 


As his lover sang for his friend, Jon noticed that the lyrics were written on the piece of paper. He unfurled 
the strip and when he did, he noticed that on the other side was the grid and bumpy line of the heart monitor 
from the hospital. He had to wonder if this was evidence of Rosie's heartbeat, proof that the woman did live 
and breathe, and if it was, he now understood why Richie wanted to keep it from getting damaged. Jon smiled 
when an idea of how he could do that started to formulate in his alcohol and drug-muddled head. 


David was listening intently, his fingers moving through the air as though playing a counter-melody along with 
the guitarist. "You know..you could speed it up and put some grunt behind it," he offered and demonstrated the 


tempo on the acoustic and, within moments, the two musicians were lost in their own world. 


Jon watched Richie closely and noted that at least some of his usual self had started to come back. Jon sighed, 


breathing a little easier. He glanced over to Amber and realised that she'd fallen asleep, curled up in the chair. 


"D," he called to his brother quietly and when David looked up to him, Jon pointed to Amber. "I think its time 
for you to take your girlfriend home." 


"Oh, shit," he said, placing Jon's guitar back on the stand. He pushed up off the floor and slid his feet into his 
shoes, before squatting down in front of his girlfriend. "C'mon, babygirl. Time for your Papa Bear to take you 


home." 


"Now who's the sickly sweet one?" Richie chortled, putting his guitar back and moving to turn the amp off. He 
held out his hand for the paper and slid it back into the strings as David helped a sleepy Amber to stand. 


The four said their goodbyes and hugged before David escorted Amber carefully down the stairs as Jon closed 
and locked the door behind them. 


"Alone at last," Richie sighed and wrapped his arms around Jon's shoulders, rocking them both gently from side 
to side. 


"Let me clean up and we can go to bed," Jon said, turning to face his lover. 


"Leave it," Richie said, dropping a kiss on Jon's mouth. "I need you, Jonny," he mumbled against his lips before 
taking them again, deeper this time. 


"Kay," Jon muttered around Richie's mouth as he reached behind him to turn off the lights. 


He took Richie's hand and led him into the bedroom, quickly shedding their clothes before tumbling gratefully 


into bed and into each other's arms, finding solace in their love to chase away the sadness of the day. 
TO BE CONTINUED 


~ ev 


Rosie Part Three 


Author's Notes: 
Hello from my Saturday morning! 


| hope you've all had a decent week, and that this finds you as happy and as well as you can be in this 


moment. 


This is the final instalment of Rosie's tale and now the question begs; where to go next? So drop me a 


suggestion in the comments. Do you want to see the boys moving into the loft or something out of this AU? 
And with that, I'll leave you to enjoy this chapter © 
Be safe, be strong but most of all, be kind to each other out there.. 


J 


Rosie Part 3 

Late September 198 
Such's Bar 

Richie POV 


It was mid-morning and Richie was down in the tap room, taking inventory and checking keg levels in readiness 
for the lunch hour rush. He always liked being down here in the coolroom as it gave him the best acoustics to 


test out new songs and practice older ones and covers. 


Since he took over as full-time manager, Richie had worked hard to renovate and promote the bar and it was 
finally beginning to pay off. Customers from surrounding businesses had started calling in for the atmosphere 
and the music. Richie figured that it would keep expenditure low if he sang whenever they had a decent crowd. 
He'd even sketched out plans to install a stage at the far end of the bar, including a secure storage area for 


instruments should he ever be able to get a band together. 


For the moment it was just him and his guitar although on occasion, usually on busy weekends, David would 
bring a keyboard and accompany him, working just for the drinks and the opportunity to show off a little to 
Amber. 


He'd just lined up the spike to the new keg, ready to break the seal when one of the bar staff yelled down the 


stairs to him. "Hey, Rich?! You got a phone call, man" 
"Just gotta get this line back in. Be right there," he yelled back. 
"Okay!" 


He sent the spike into the barrel with one swift blow of the mallet and hooked up the lines again, making sure 
everything was working correctly. He and Jon had had plenty of practice over the past twelve months or so; 
he couldn't count the number of times one or both of them had gotten covered in beer from misaligned keg 
spikes or not driving them in swiftly enough. Making quick notes in the register, he wiped his hands on the 
cloth and took the stairs two at a time. 


He flopped down in his office chair and picked up the phone receiver that was sitting in the middle of the desk 


amongst his paperwork. "Richie Sambora speaking, sorry to keep you waiting." 


"Took you long enough, kid," Al's rough voice greeted him. "You always keep people waiting on the phore like 
that?!" 


"Not normally, boss," Richie said, dragging his hand down the side of his face. "| was in the middle of spiking a 
keg and they didn't tell me who was on the phone." 


"That's your failing," Al said gruffly, "not mine." 


"Yes, boss," Richie replied. Al hadn't changed over the years; he still expected the best of 


his employees regardless of their station "How can | help you, boss?" 


"Actually, | rang to tell you that there will be an envelope waiting for you at the bar," Al said. "You were 
always one of my good ones, kid. Punctual, polite, kept outta trouble for the most part, hard worker, the johns 
certainly liked you and you brought in good money. And you still do. | like what you've done with the bar. Its 


how it should have been" 


"Um..thanks, boss," Richie said hesitantly. It wasn't like Al to praise anyone , let alone praise them so highly. It 
made him cautious but also to feel a little weirdly good about it too. "Can we talk about putting in a stage 
down the far end?" he asked hurriedly, hoping that Al's good mood would include saying yes to his proposal. "| 
got the plans and the costings all worked out for you and if Jonny and I-." 


‘lm sure you do, kid," Al said, cutting him off. He then continued with, "Listen. don't have time to talk right 


now, but..take care, kid." 


Richie was left with the dead receiver in his hand. "Boss?" he asked, thinking that it was a temporary glitch in 


the phone line but when there was no response, Richie put the handpiece back in the cradle. 


He sat back in his seat while he contemplated the phone call. "Take care?!" Richie mumbled out loud. Al never 
signed off like that! Fuck, he barely said goodbye at all, usually just hanging up when he deemed the phone call 
over by his estimation. Remembering the envelope that was mentioned, Richie pushed out of the chair in such 
a hurry he sent the chair skittering backward and into the wall. The next improvement, if his stage idea was 
knocked back, would be to redo the office space and make it a little more friendly instead of the cold linoleum 


floor and utilitarian furnishings, even if he had to source out some second-hand furniture. 


‘Morning, boss," Mikey said. "You got a minute?" He was the new chef he'd hired once the small kitchen had 
been knocked through to an empty storage space and fully refitted Richie's vision of the pub was to be able 
to provide some kind of dinner service and not just the current limited bar food offerings for the lunch trade. 
Mikey was a big, gruff man who took pride in his kitchen and his work, but he also loved to talk and had a big 
booming laugh when something took his fancy. 


"Hey, Mikey," Richie greeted the man. "Sure thing, what's up?" 


Mikey was always looking for ways to improve the menu he was able to offer that fell within his budget or to 
make suggestions about new equipment for the kitchen that would also afford him the opportunity to expand 
the types of food he could prepare. 


Within minutes, Mikey had distracted Richie enough to temporarily forget about the envelope waiting for him 
at the bar. He was pragmatic enough to know that Richie's hands were tied when it came to the amount of 


money he could and couldn't spend but Mikey always gave him sound reasons for his suggested purchases. 


"Okay, Mikey," Richie said toward the end of their almost hour-long conversation, taking the leaflet that he'd 
been given for a commercial quality pasta machine. "I think homemade pasta would definitely sell at lunchtime. 


Especially in the colder weather and with all these warehouses around the place." 
"That was what | was thinking too, boss," Mikey nodded. 


"Well, next time l'm speaking to Al," Richie said, the name pricking his memory again about the strange 
conversation earlier, "I'll definitely put the wheels into motion" 


"That's all | can ask for, boss," the chef said, holding out his hand. 


Richie shook the man's hand and he disappeared into the cold room leaving Richie to continue on his original 


pathway to the bar. 

The slow but steady transformation of Such's Bar still amazed him. From when he first took over the dark and 
dingy bar that had been neglected for far too long to the freshly painted and polished wood one that he now 
walked through; the change was significant. 


"Tori," he said as he approached the bar. 


"Hi Richie," the older woman smiled. "Someone dropped this off for you about an hour ago," she said, retrieving 


a large legal-sized envelope from beside the cash register. 


"Thanks! | was about to ask about that," he said, inspecting the yellow package. His name was typed onto the 
front but there was no return address or anything to signify where or who it had come from. "Um..do you 


remember who dropped it off?" 


"Sure," Tori replied, cocking her hip against the sink that she was working near. "Big guy, goatee..oh, and he had 
some odd accent. Kinda cute, really." 


Richie had a fairly good idea who the delivery person was. With the mention of the goatee and accent, it could 
only have been Al's enforcer, Adrian. He thanked Tori as the first of the day's customers came through the 


front door. 
"You're open?!" the curious patron asked. 
"We sure are," Richie said with a welcoming smile. 


"We weren't sure," the first man said, walking in with two more following but staying close to the main door. 
"This place has looked like a dive for so long but someone said it was turning around so we thought we'd come 


check it out. It's like stepping into a different place after seeing the outside," he said, looking around. 


"C'mon in," Richie said. "The name's Richie and I'm the new manager. I'm happy to know that the word is getting 


around. We've worked hard to get rid of the dive bar feel." 


"The bar is open and the kitchen should be ready for orders in a few moments. Would you prefer a table or a 
seat at the bar?" Richie showed the small group of three to a table once they'd made their decision. “Tori will 


be over to take your orders in a moment. Hope you enjoy your visit” 


Leaving the newcomers in Tori's capable hands, Richie finally started back toward the office with the envelope 
tucked under his arm. He was quietly pleased about the comment that the bar's reputation was being passed 
around in the local area. He knew that if the bar was going to be a success it was regular local customers 


they needed to attract and retain. 


He sat down at his desk with a sigh and looked at the envelope again Somehow, he got the feeling that 
whatever was in there, it was going to be of significance. It was as though it was almost vibrating with that 


type of energy. 


Richie cracked his knuckles nervously before picking up the letter opener and sliding the point under the flap. 
Exhaling, he quickly sliced the flap open, letting the metal opener clatter to the desktop. 


Reaching into the envelope, Richie pulled out a small sheaf of papers and a key. "What the?!" he exclaimed 
softly. The key looked like the one that Al kept hold of, the master key to all locks to the bar, the one he used 


to make his unannounced visits to look over the books. 

Wrapping his hand around it, Richie scanned the brief note in Al's handwriting. 

Kid, 

You've worked hard, not just with the bar but on the street as well and earned my respect for that. 
And you deserve this 

So../m giving you naming rights to the bar today. 

But also, Ive taken the liberty of drawing up a Work-to-Buy agreement. 


You continue fo work it as you have done so far, making any changes you feel appropriate. Any profits you send, 


over and above my normal percentage, will go toward the purchase. 
Treat it; work it, as though you own it 

Sign the papers and the bar will be yours.. one day . 

Al 

PS You know how to contact me should you need to 


"What the fuck?!" he exclaimed softly, rereading the note again before setting it aside and looking over the legal 


documents. 


It was all there. The naming rights, Al's required percentage and the eventual transfer of ownership. Right 
down to Al's signature on the bottom. 


Holy shit. 

Holy shit! 

He grabbed the note again and read out loud, "Treat it, work it, as though you own it! 
Did that mean he could go ahead with the stage idea? Mikey's equipment? 

The loft! 


Richie vaguely remembered that Al had told him on the day of Rosie's funeral that he and Jon could use it 
but he'd been drunk at the time and then they all got high, so he didn't want to rely on his foggy recall of 


events that day. After the wake, he and Jon had made love into the early dawn of the new day, then slept 


until dusk, the memories of the previous day disappearing from their minds as the day had. 
Jon! He had to tell Jon 


He reached for the phone and dialled the store and it seemed to take forever for someone to pick up. 


"Rashbaum Music. Sorry for the delay," Jon answered. 
"Babe?!" Richie exclaimed. 
"Rich?! You sound breathless," Jon stated. "It's too early for phone sex, baby. The store is fulll" 


"Damn it!" Richie swore. "Um..that wasn't about the phone sex comment but it yeah, it's too early here too,’ 


he chuckled. "But..can you get some time off this afternoon and meet me here? In the loft?!" 


"Um..! think so," Jon hedged. "What's up, baby? Besides your cock?" The last sentence was almost whispered 
which meant that someone was nearby. 


"He's not at the moment," Richie said, "but keep talking like that and it might just start waking up." Jon snorted 
in amusement but Richie kept talking. "Tell Eddie its something important that will change our future." 


"Future, huh?" Jon sounded sceptical. "Can't you just tell me?" 

"Nope," he said. "When can you get here? | wanna organise some stuff before you arrive." 

"Um..gimme a couple of hours?" he asked. "I'll cover all the lunches and then see if Davey can lock up for me." 
"Tell him | owe big time," Richie foolishly said. 

"IF | tell him that, you know he'll never let you forget it, right?!" 

| know and | can live with that," he replied "Ill see you in a couple of hours, babe." 

"Okay," his lover responded. "Bye, ba-" 

"Jonny?!" 

"Yeah?" 

"| love you and | can't wait to tell you what the news is." 


Jon chuckled at Richie's enthusiasm. "I love you too, baby. See you soon" 


Richie hung up the phone and sat staring at the paperwork. He'd have to ask his dad for the name of a good 
lawyer and get the contract checked before he signed anything but the fact that Al had already signed legal 


documents was telling in itself. 


Gathering up all the paperwork and the key, he slid them carefully back into the envelope before he rushed 
from the office, sending his chair spinning again He was pleased that the kitchen was bustling so early as he 
passed down the hall again to the main floor and even more pleased to see the number of people sitting at 
tables for the lunch service. 


When he'd taken over management, the kitchen had been lying unused for quite a while. It had taken a lot of 
work to bring it up to code and then almost as much work to find someone who would work with the then- 


limited facilities and fit in the team. And Mikey was the perfect fit from the first day. 


"Hey, Tors," Richie said to the woman as he passed the bar, "I'm just going up to the loft for a couple of 
minutes. Let me know if you get overrun and I'll come help." 


"Okay, Rich," she nodded with a sunny smile as she pulled beers from the line he'd replaced earlier. 
"Any problems with that one now?" he asked 

"Nol" she exclaimed, "Whatever the issue was, changing the keg over, worked a treat” 

"| think it was a faulty keg," Richie said. ‘I've made a note on the manifest for collection day’ 


Tori nodded at him as she placed the glasses on the tray for the server to collect before moving to fulfil the 
next order. Richie cast a glance over the area and nodded in satisfaction, sprinkled with a little pride. He knocked 


his knuckles against the polished countertop and left them to it. 


Walking to the big sliding door at the end of the bar, Richie unlocked it using the key in the envelope which 
confirmed his guess that it was Al's master key. He exhaled sharply at that as he rolled the heavy door to 
one side. He hadn't been upstairs in quite some time and all he could remember was it being dirty, dusty and 
full of boxes. Of what, he couldn't hazard a guess but he was excited to now see it with fresh eyes and a new 
vision of Jon and himself living there. 


As he walked up the stairs, Richie made a mental note to bring up a clipboard with him next time to start 
taking notes about what was going to be needed. As his foot hit the top step and he moved into the main 
space, eddies of dust swirled in the weak sunlight that pushed through the dirty windows. 


Ideas ran through his head as he walked around, peering into boxes and finding them, surprisingly empty as 
though they were there just for appearances only. Completing a circuit of the space, Richie leaned against one 
of the uprights as he let his mind wander. They would be able to do most of the needed work, but the 


plumbing and electrical would require a more professional hand. 


Carefully placing the envelope where it could be seen, Richie added the key to his keyring with a happy grin. 
With a final look around, and leaving the paperwork for when he'd bring Jon upstairs, Richie trotted down the 
stairs, locking the door to the loft behind him. 


Seeing that the place was busy, Richie slipped behind the bar, washed the dust off his hands and then started 
tending the bar to free up Tori to help the service staff. He still found this part of the bar fun especially 


when he could learn from the best about creating new drinks. 


He lost track of time and was restocking the below-counter fridge when he heard a very familiar voice float 
over the top of him. "Who do | have to blow to get a drink around here?" 


Richie looked up to see Jon's smiling face peering down at him from over the other side of the bar. "Sir, | will 
have to ask you to refrain from such language in the bar or | will have to refer you to management," he 


replied with a wicked grin as he rose to his full height. 


Jon smirked and looked around before saying a little softer, "Well, if a blow job won't work then do | need 
to fuck , the way Jon bit his bottom lip as he said the word shot straight to Richie's gut and his body heat 
suddenly flared into life, "the manager to get a drink?" 


Richie growled as Jon looked him up and down hurgrily, his blue eyes flashing from beneath his hair as he 
licked his lips. "I've heard about people like you," Richie commented casually as though his blood wasn't 
throbbing heavily in his veins from the question. He picked up a glass and a clean, dry dish cloth and started 
polishing the glass. "Floozies | think they used to call you, | believe," he said, struggling to keep a straight face. 


“Takes one to know one, baby," Jon purred with a wink. 


That was all it took for Richie to lose his composure. He tossed the cloth down with a chuckle and placed the 
glass in the rack, ready to be used. "Tors, | need to show Jon something up in the loft," he called to his head 
bar staff as she walked back with a tray full of empty glasses. The lunch rush was starting to wind down as 
people headed back to work for the rest of the day. 


"Right you are, love," Tori replied, sliding the tray onto the bar beside Jon. "Hi, Jon. Unexpected visit? It's a bit 


late for a lunch hour, isnt it?!" 


"Yes and no," Jon said to Tori as Richie started emptying the dregs of the glasses down the sink or into the 
trash. Tori made her way behind the bar, nudging him aside before relieving him of the chore. Smiling 
gratefully, Richie moved to the break in the bar, stepping back to the customer side to stand beside Jon as he 
spoke to Tori. 


"He says," Jon indicated his lover with a toss of his head, "that he has something to show me. | think," he 


continued in a mock whisper, "that he's going a little senile. Its not as though | haven't seen it all before." 


Tori stopped and blinked at Jon for a moment before giving him a distinctly un-ladylike snort of amusement. 


"Jesus Christ, Jonny," Richie huffed as he hip-checked his boyfriend and unhooked his keys from his belt loop. 


"Get outta here and leave the staff alone." 


"Fine," Jon sighed and pulled a face. "See ya, Tori," he said before heading toward the door to the back area 
without thinking. 


"Tori," Richie said, "put a bottle of the best sparkling on the tab, please, and two wine glasses." Tori nodded 
then turned to retrieve the wine as Richie saw Jon walking off. "Where are you going?!" Richie called to him. 
Jon stopped and looked over his shoulder in confusion, pointing to the door. 

Richie shook his head and pointed in the opposite direction, toward the loft door that Jon hadn't even 
considered. Richie smiled at the surprise and open curiosity that filled his lover's face as Jon backtracked his 
steps to his side, Richie slid the stems between his fingers and handed the bottle to Jon 

"Wine?! At..two in the afternoon?!" 


Richie just winked at him in reply. 


"Have fun you two," Tori smirked as Richie unlocked the door for the second time that day, closing it behind 
Jon once he'd stepped over the threshold 


"What's goin’ on?" Jon asked as they climbed the stairs together. "I was only half serious about the fuck, ya 
know, right?!" 


"Hmm," Richie said, "that's a shame." He smiled at Jon enigmatically as they reached the top step that opened 
out into the loft. "There is only one room here at the moment so it wouldn't take long." He took the bottle 


from Jon and set it down on the floor with the glasses. 


"Nuh-ah," Jon said with a wrinkled nose. "We're not fucking in the dusty dump. We'll just end up sneezing the 
whole time. What the fuck is in all of these?" 


"Take a look," he replied with a flick of his head 


Jon wandered around, as he had done earlier, while Richie retrieved the envelope from where he left it. Tucking 


it under his arm, he leaned against the upright again to wait. 
The first box Jon looked into with great caution, his frown deepened when he saw there was nothing inside. 
"What the?!" he exclaimed, looking over to Richie. 


"Keep going," he encouraged, and, with each subsequent empty box, Richie couldn't help but smile as Jon's 


confusion escalated. 


"Why would Al keep all these empty boxes up here?" Jon asked, brushing his hands together to get the dust 
off. "And why did you get me to take time off work to look through a bunch of dirty empty boxes?" 


"To see what's involved," Richie shrugged. He knew his vagueness was driving Jon crazy at this point even 


though it was almost killing him to drip-feed the information to the blonde. 


"Ugh!" Jon groaned, throwing his arms up in defeat. He came back to stand in front of Richie. "Tell me," he 


demanded, his mouth puckered in a small moue. 


Richie had a sudden vision, even though he knew of his lover's past, of what Jon would have been like as a 
small child when he didn't get his own way, pouting and stamping his feet, and it warmed his heart and it made 
him smile. He bent his head and took Jon's pouty lips with his own until his lover sighed in acquiesce. 


Richie pulled back and watched Jon's eyes flutter open Some days those blue eyes still managed to knock his 
socks off with their ability to change colour with his lover's mood. He kissed the tip of Jon's nose before taking 
the envelope from beneath his arm and moving it between their faces. "Take a look," Richie said and Jon 


reached for it, revealing his confusion once more. 
As Jon stepped back, pulling the sheaf of paper from the package, Richie opened the wine, letting the bubbles 


spill to the dirty floor and poured two glasses. He watched Jon scan Al's note, casting an incredulous glance his 


way. When he turned to the legal documents, Jon dropped slowly down to his knees as, presumably, the import 
of the information hit him. 

"You okay, babe?" Richie asked, squatting beside him and holding out a wine glass. 

Those blue eyes slowly looked up from the paperwork and then around the room. "It doesn't matter how | feel," 
he finally said, his voice a little shaky. "How..how do you feel? | mean..work to buy, treat it like its yours..this 


is what you've wanted since Al gave you the job." 


Richie sighed and nodded, a smile crept over his mouth as he looked around again. "Not to mention that we now 


have access to this floor too. Remember what Al said at Rosie's wake?" 

Jon nodded. "I think so, but we got pretty wasted that night" 

"We did, didn't we?" Richie nodded with a grin. "I'd forgotten about the offer until today but besides that, | 
didn't have access until today either.” He reached for the bundle of work keys and held the new edition aloft. 
"Al's given me the master key to the whole fuckin’ place.” 


"Wait up!" Jon gasped. "Does..does that mean no more surprise visits?! No more spot checks on the books?!" 


| guess not," Richie shrugged. 


Jon launched himself at Richie, almost spilling the wine down Richie's back, and planting a smacking kiss on his 


lips. "Babel" he said after their kiss broke. "I'm so happy for you! This will set you up for your future.” 
"Our future!" Richie exclaimed. "You and me, babe." 


"But Al's given it to you, Rich," Jon reiterated, sitting down on the floor. He leaned back on his hands and looked 


around. 


"And as soon as the title deeds are in my name," Richie said, shifting to straddle Jon's slim hips, "l'm adding 


you as joint owner." 
"You..no, you deserve it," Jon said, gazing up at him. "You don't have to do that." 


lm not doing this alone," Richie growled lightly, "and you've worked just as hard here, not to mention holding 
down a full-time job too. Besides, it's probably the only partnership the courts will officially recognise. You're 
not getting rid of me just yet, Jonny.” 


Jon sat up straighter, curling a fist into Richie's shirt and tugging on it a little. "I don't wanna go anywhere 
either, Rich." He pulled Richie closer and swiped his tongue lightly over Richie's bottom lip. 


Richie blindly placed his glass on the floor before cupping the back of Jon's head and deepened their kiss, 
pushing Jon back down to the floor. Jon's legs opened for him and Richie settled between them for a serious 


heavy make-out session. 
"lim still not fucking in all this dirt," Jon mumbled against Richie's mouth. 


"Hmm..that is a damned shame," Richie purred with a slow roll of his hips and when he felt Jon's shuddery 
breath against his skin, he continued with, "Are you sure you don't wanna change your mind, baby?" He nibbled 
over Jon's cheek and jaw to his ear and said, "We could christen our new digs today if you say yes." 


Jon whined in indecision as Richie continued his assault on the spot below Jon's ear until his lover pushed him 
away. "We gotta start planning, Rich," he said and Richie sighed at the missed opportunity of a little afternoon 
fun. He pushed up and back onto his knees, grimacing at his cock's protest within the confines of his pants. 


"Fine," he sighed as Jon sat up, “but your ass is mine as soon as we get back to the apartment." 
"No protest from me, baby," the blonde smirked and rose from the floor, deliberately standing with his crotch 
at Richie's eye level. "You can have me all, whichever way you choose." He stepped away the moment Richie 


reached for him, leaving Richie to brace his fall on his hands. 


Jon wandered back to the centre of the room. Placing his hands on his hips, he turned around slowly until he'd 


done a complete circle. "Do you have any ideas for how we use this space then?" 


Richie, who had stuffed the paperwork back in the envelope, collected the two wine glasses before he stood. He 
wiggled a little to settle his grumpy dick into a more comfortable spot before moving to stand at Jon's side. 
"Well," he said, handing Jon's glass back to him, clinking the rim of them with him. "We need to keep it as cheap 


as possible and, for the most part, stuff we can do ourselves." 
"Obviously," Jon nodded. 


"And | was thinking first of all we need a front door," he chuckled. "I like the style that's at the bottom of the 


stairs so maybe some big old industrial style that we can rescue from a demolition around here." 


"| like the sounds of that," Jon agreed. "Also if we can keep the plumbing in line with, or at least, close to the 


facilities downstairs, lm sure that would make it more affordable." 
"Which would mean," Richie said, walking over to a spot in the far corner, "about here for the bathroom." 
"Hmm," Jon said, thoughtfully. "That's where | would have put the bedroom coz it's the darkest corner.” 


Richie looked up at the vast amount of space above him since it was at the peak of the roof line. "You still 


could," he said. 
"Huh?! How?" Jon asked. 


Richie pointed up. "A second level," he said. "Think about it, babe," he exclaimed when Jon cast him a quizzical 
look. "Full bathroom here, ventilation to outside, with closet space here," he pointed out both areas. "Then 


upstairs, an open platform with our bed and maybe an easy chair or some kind of small dresser. Obviously, 


balustrades will be needed for safety." 


Jon looked up in contemplation before walking to the large windows nearby and turned back to look at the space 
above Richie's head. "That'll work. Especially when these windows are cleaned, the light from the neon will give 


off a decent amount of light to see by but not so much that itll be annoying enough to keep us awake." 


"And we're used to the street noise and everything,” Richie added, joining Jon beside the windows. "Galley style 


kitchen near the main door. We don't need it much bigger than we have at the moment." 


"Right," Jon nodded as a smile ghosted over his lips. "The walls will need some kind of cleaning but | like them 
the way they are or maybe a touch of whitewash. And we can live with our mismatched furniture until we 
can afford new stuff, right?!" 


"Absolutely," Richie nodded. "Most of it came from goodwill stores..or off the back of a truck," he said with a 


wink. 


They both fell silent as they got lost in their visions for the future. Then after a few moments, Jon said, "So 


the paperwork mentioned naming rights for the bar..any ideas?" 


"Yeah," Richie smiled and raised his glass. "Yeah, | do.” 
we 

29 October [98 

The night before the Grand Reopening 

Jon POV 


It had been just over a month ago that Al had all but relinquished Such's Bar into Richie's hands; his name was 
still on the title deeds, for the moment, but complete management and renaming rights were now in Richie's 
hands. The bar had been closed for a few days during the week while the last of the rebranding took place, 
ready for the grand reopening on Friday night. 


It had been strange but comforting seeing the old Such's Bar signs come down and the new ones being installed 
and Jon was excited to see the neon glowing in the dark for the first time later tonight. He could only imagine 


how Richie was feeling. 


Along with the work in the bar, he and Richie had been working hard to strip out, clean and make ready the 
loft area for inhabiting. They were just waiting for the final plans to be approved for the plumbing work 
involved but they were almost at the stage that they could move in. They were going to live in the loft, while 
the construction of their kitchen, bathroom and mezzanine level bedroom was happening and planned to use the 


facilities downstairs until the work was complete. 


But tonight was about their family and celebrating the new bar. With Mikey's permission, he and Richie had 
used the bar kitchen to cook a simple roast meal for everyone and, after dinner, Richie was also going to 
reveal his new song. They'd hand-built the newly installed stage, together with the help of some of their 
regular customers, and Eddie had put him in contact with a staging company that had helped supply low-cost 
second-hand but quality stage lighting and sound system. 


"It looks wonderful, boys," Joan had said after Richie had given everyone a tour of both the revamped bar and 


the now clean upstairs area after eating. "Your father and | are so very proud of you, Richard. 


“Thanks, Ma," he replied, giving her a one-armed hug. "Now all we have to do is pack all our shit up from the 


apartment and get it over here." 


"Most of what we have should fit in the car," Jon said. "We might need to get a small van to move the couch 


and the bed, though." 


"David, you'll help your brother move, won't you?" Flo asked, rhetorically. 


"Wait! What?!" David squawked. "Aww, man..nobody ever told me about this when signing up to be Jon's 
brother?!" 


"You signed up?!" Jon asked, his eyebrow rising high beneath his hair. "Mom never told me | had to sign 
anything, | just got lumped with you," he said, pulling a face at the friend he now called family. 


"You certainly squabble like siblings," Richie chuckled. "But in all seriousness," he then dropped to his knees in 
front of David, his hands clasped, "we would both be sincerely grateful if you could help us transport our 
meagre belongings, dear David, brother of my lover." Jon snorted as Richie put on his best innocent face and 
batted his eyelashes at him. "You'll be the first person to join my band too if you help us out," he added more 


seriously, for good measure. 


Now that the stage was ready to use, Richie had been making rumblings of building up a regular band. He was 
happy to be a solo artist for the time being, but ultimately, a band was what he really craved. 


"Now you're talking!" David said, holding his hand out to Richie and hauling him up. 

"So..babe," Jon said, "why don't you play everyone the song? You can test out the sound system too." 

"Oh! Sure," his boyfriend nodded. "David..do you wanna work the desk with Jonny? Get some practice in?" 

"Hell, yeah," he grinned. 

Richie instructed their parents and Amber to take a seat as he trotted up the small stairs at one side of the 
stage, closest to the door to the back areas. Jon led David to the bar area where the small sound and lighting 
console had been set up. He talked his brother through the controls, turning on the speakers throughout the 
room as Richie set his mic and plugged his guitar into the small amp on stage. 

Rosie whatcha doin’ in this low-class joint, 

Dancin’ in the dark all day? 

You used to be the darlin’ of your high school scene, 

Now you put your love on display. 

A sweaty hand hands you up a dollar bil 

Hungry eyes never seem fo get their fill 


lused fo watch you walking down the hall 


Rosie, do you see me when you hear them call your name? 


"You were right," Jon said to David above the music. "It sounds better with a bit of grunt behind it." 


"Of course, | was," his brother grinned back, his hands moving across a non-existent keyboard as he was given 


To do whenever he was in the vicinity of music. 
Rosie, Rosie, | want to fake you away. 

Rosie, Rosie, | want to make you mine someday, 

Rosie | went with you for that rose tattoo, 

You promised no one else would see. 

lused fo wait and drive you home from dancin’ school, 
Remember when you danced just for me? 

Our love was deeper than the night was long, 

But things just didn’t work out like our favourite song 


"Play around with the lighting," Jon said, pointing to the panel. "I'm going to walk around the bar to see if there 
are any dead spots." 


"Kay," David replied and Jon moved from behind the desk to wander in and around the empty tables. 

lused fo watch you walking down the hall 

Rosie, do you see me when you hear them call your name? 

Rosie, Rosie, | want to fake you away, 

Rosie, Rosie, | want to make you mine someday, 

Everything looked and sounded as good as it was going to get at the moment. Jon knew that this was a 
temporary measure until they could afford to upgrade the sound system properly but for what they paid for 
the current system, it had been excellent value for money. 


Do you remember? 


Our love was deeper than the night was long, 


But things just didn’t work out like our favourite song 

lused fo watch you walking down the hall 

Rosie, do you see me when you hear them call your name? 

David had been changing the lighting smoothly, running through all the available colours. Jon had to admit that 
Richie looked amazing beneath the different hues but his favourite had to be the blue and purple. He suddenly 
couldn't wait for their family to leave them in peace. But there were still a couple of more things to take care 
of. 

Like the gift that Jon had organised for Richie to commemorate tonight. He'd been sweating bullets ever since 
he lifted Rosie's EKG strip that had Richie's lyrics written on it, out of the spot where his boyfriend kept all 
his keepsakes. He didn't want Richie to panic but he hadn't wanted to spoil the surprise either. 

Rosie, Rosie, | want to take you away. 

Rosie, Rosie, | want fo make you mine someday, 

Rosie, Rosie, | want to fake you away, 


Rosie, Rosie, | want to fake you away, 


As the last of the notes faded, he and David whistled and cheered while their parents and Amber gave a more 
fitting, but equally heartfelt, response. 


Richie left his guitar on the stage and jumped down off the front. As Richie was distracted by their family 
surrounding him, Jon ducked behind the bar again and retrieved his gift from its hiding spot. 


"Whatcha got there, Jonny?" David asked. Jon immediately shushed him and indicated for him to follow as he 
stepped back out and headed to where his boyfriend stood between his parents. 


"That sounded amazing, babe," Jon said. "And there are no dead spots from what | can tell. | think you're 


almost set for tomorrow." 


"Yeah," Richie nodded. "I've been waiting for nightfall to test out the new neon sign. Then we're all done and 
ready to open!" 


"Not quite. You're missing something," Jon said. He shifted the present from behind his back and offered the 
gift-wrapped item to his lover. 


"You didn't have to get me anything, Jonny," Richie said but stepped forward and took the proffered gift, 


leaving a kiss on Jon's mouth in return. 


Its not much," Jon clarified. "But | think you'll like it. Oh, and please don't be mad at me for going through 
your stuff." 


Richie gently tore at the tape that kept the paper closed as everyone watched, making curious murmurs while 


Jon held his breath for the moment that all would be revealed. 
"Oh, baby," Richie breathed once he'd opened it. 


Inside the wrapping was a simple black frame but inside the frame was the most important item. Rosie's EKG 
against a black backing page with red roses dotted over it. Jon had folded the strip of paper in such a way 
that it showed both Rosie's heartbeat and Richie's lyrics. 


He looked up at Jon with tears in his eyes. "It's perfect. Thank you, Jonny." Relinquishing his hold on the frame 
to Joan to inspect before passing it around for everyone to see, he slipped his hand to the back of Jon's head 
and kissed him deeply. "I love you, baby," he whispered. "I love that you went to that much trouble to frame 
it" 


"Where are you going to harg it?" Jon asked, placing his hand over Richie's heart and feeling the steady beat 
that he loved so much. "Upstairs?" 


Richie shook his head and looked around, his face lighting up suddenly. Taking the frame from his father's 
proffered hand with a soft, "Thanks, Dad," Richie took the frame and walked behind the bar. 


There was a brick pillar in the centre of the glass shelving behind the bar, which displayed the multitude of 
bottles. Richie stepped up to it and fitted the frame on a hook that currently held a novelty list of bar rules. 
Finding a cloth to protect his hand from the hot fitting, Richie stretched up to the closest small spotlight and 
angled it carefully to shine on the frame. 


He turned back to look at Jon who smiled and nodded. "That's perfect, Rich." 

"The heart and soul of Rosie's Bar," he said as Jon moved to his side. 

we 

Later that night, all the family moved outside to view the first lighting of the new neon sign Once the kitchen 
and main floor had been cleaned and left ready for the new day, everyone had said their goodbyes and finally 
gone home. The downstairs doors had been firmly locked behind them and the Closed sign clearly visible. 
Normally the outside sign would be turned off if the bar was closed but Richie had left the automatic timer 
on for tonight. 


Richie had taken Jon's hand and led him up the stairs to their almost completely bare loft. 


Earlier their parents had brought a bunch of old cushions, blankets and odds and ends that they thought could 
be useful when they moved in but right now Jon was busy making a makeshift bed as Richie gazed out of the 
newly-cleaned windows at the red and purple Rosie's sign 

Jon moved up behind his boyfriend, slipping his arms around his waist and resting his chin on Richie's shoulder. 
It had started to rain, heavy but not torrential, and it gave the loft a rosy, shimmery glow from the neon as 
it hit the windows. 

"You thinking of Rosie?" he asked softly. 

"Yeah," Richie sighed. "| wish she was here to see this." 

"She is," he responded, tapping his fingers over Richie's heart, "in here. She'd be so proud of you, baby." 

"I hope so," his boyfriend sighed before it morphed into a yawn. He took Jon's hand and kissed the palm. "Are 
you happy, Jonny? Is this what you pictured?" Richie asked, tipping his head back to gaze at the open rafters. 
"One more night at the old place then this will be our view every night" 

"Ours," Jon breathed. "I like the sounds of that." 

"But the apartment was ours too," Richie stated, turning to face Jon. 

"Yeah, | guess," he conceded as Richie reached out and tucked a lock of hair behind Jon's ear. "But it 

was yours first. The ours is such a small part of its history. This is us making a fresh start, a new 


life together ." 


Richie glanced down at the nest of cushions and blankets. "Are we staying here tonight then?" He broke away 
from Jon and knelt down on the makeshift bed. Laying down, he kicked off his shoes and beckoned for him. 


Jon toed out of his sneakers and laid down beside him. "We can if we fall asleep," he said. "I've got the late 
shift at the store tomorrow but we don't have any spare clothes or shit here." 


"lim guessing," Richie said, folding his arm beneath his head as Jon snuggled against his other side, "that it'll 
take a few weeks for us to get used to the sunlight that's gonna come through those windows. | don't think 


we'll be sleeping much past sunrise tomorrow." 


"Good point," Jon replied. "Though | suspect we'll soon get used to it, especially after all the late nights we'll be 
getting.” 


"Yeah," Richie agreed. "I've done it before," he added quietly. 


Glancing at the look on his lover's face, Jon decided not to reply to the comment. 


"You didn't answer me," Richie said after a long moment's silence. "Are you happy, baby?" 


"| didn't?!" he queried in mock surprise. "I didn't think | needed to. But if you need proof. believe | can think of 


something to do." 


Richie made a rumbling noise in his chest that Jon felt beneath his hand and he shifted his head to look at his 
boyfriend. 


I'm waitin’, baby," Richie growled and curled his arm that was under Jon's head, bringing their heads closer. 


Jon studied Richie's face, the way the light from outside played over his features. He shifted to his elbow 
before he cupped the brunette's jaw and brought their lips together. The softness of his lover's mouth always 
astounded him. As he touched the tip of his tongue to the corner of the man's mouth, Jon felt the calloused 
fingers sink into his hair at the back of his head. 


Jon swiped his tongue through the crease, seeking admittance to the sweetness that lay beyond them. He 
sighed happily when that permission was granted and shivered slightly when Richie's tongue sought out his. 
Their bodies shifted together naturally; Jon's leg fitting between Richie's, rubbing against his lover's inner 
thighs and denim-clad crotch. 


Richie pulled his arm from beneath his head, placing it on Jon's shoulder in silent encouragement, pulling him 
closer. Understanding the cue, he moved further over Richie without breaking their liplock to straddle his 


lover's hips. 


Breaking free of the heavy kisses, Jon sat up, grinding down on the obvious bulge beneath him. He basked in 
Richie's gaze over his body for a long moment as the man's hands roamed over his thighs and dipping between 


his legs. 


"The shirt, Jonny. Take it off," Richie growled as he pressed his thumbs against the inseam of Jon's faded blue 


Jeans. 


Jon crossed his arms over his chest, gripping his shirt and pulling it over his head, leaving him bare-chested. 
He shivered slightly once the rain-cooled air touched his skin 


"God, you're gorgeous!" Richie moved into a sitting position, scooping his arms beneath Jon's and holding him by 
his shoulders while he bent to lave Jon's neck with nibbles and kisses. 


"Ohhh," Jon breathed and threaded his fingers through his lover's dark hair before tugging Richie's head away 
enough to return to those deep, heady kisses. 


Feeling the slight sting of nails down his back, Jon grunted softly against the man's insistent mouth as his 
fingers delved below the waistband of Jon's pants, dipping a finger down the crevice of his ass. 


Movements that had started out slow and languid had now become more frantic as their passion for each 


other escalated. 


Scrabbling at Richie's shirt, Jon quickly popped each button, forcing himself to push each disc through its hole 
instead of ripping it apart like he wanted to do. He pushed the fabric off the brunette's shoulders, bunching it 
at his boyfriend's elbows. The fabric had revealed the expanse of caramel-coloured skin that was dusted with 
freckles from Richie's love of being out in the sun whenever possible. He couldn't help himself and bent to 


taste each and every one of those darker spots with the tip of his tongue. 


"Ahh..Jonny, | need you, baby." Richie shook out of his shirt sending it flying off into the shadows then placed 
his hands on the opening of Jon's pants, releasing his cock quickly but carefully. His hand wrapped around the 
thick shaft and stroked, drawing out a shuddering breath from between Jon's lips. 


"Lie back," Jon panted against Richie's cheek, and, placing his hand in the centre of the older man's chest, Jon 
pushed him back onto the bedding. He took Richie's hands and placed them above his head before sitting back 
to study him. "Fuck yeah," he breathed. Bending over the brunette, he started swirling his tongue over the 

dusky flesh surrounding one of Richie's hardened nipples as his fingers toyed with its mate, making him arch 


off the blankets. 


Like a condemned man at his final feast, Jon savoured every morsel of his dark-haired lover with his hands 


and mouth until Richie was crying out with need, his husky voice echoing in the open space. 


They didn't have to be quiet and they didn't need to worry about what the neighbours thought. This was their 
sanctuary where they didn't have to keep up any appearances or pretences and just be two young people 


deeply in love and not afraid to demonstrate that love. 


Before long, Jon had them both stripped of their pants and, using his spit as lube, was lining himself up over 
Richie's hard and weeping cock Both men cried out their pleasure as Jon lowered himself slowly but surely 
down the hard shaft. Their breathing became ragged as Jon finally bottomed out, letting gravity help his 


descent. 


"Jesusfuckingchrist, Jonny," Richie whimpered, grabbing Jon's hair in his fist so that he could see his face. 


"Just move already..please." 


‘Mmm-ooch-kay," Jon moaned, bracing his hands on Richie's barrel chest to raise himself before lowering back 
into position. Jon's eyes closed as he started to move more naturally, letting his body take over now that he'd 
acclimated to Richie's girth without lube. "Mmmookay," Jon repeated, his head brain not engaged enough to 
recognise what he was trying to say. 


"Moo-key?" Richie asked, breathlessly, rolling his hips upward. "What the fuck's that?!" 


"Huh?!" Jon cracked an eye open and looked down at his lover. He had a curious, soft smile as his brown eyes 


met Jon's. "You. You're a moo-key!" he grinned, biting his bottom lip. "Oh! Oh, shit..right there, moo-kie," Jon 


groaned as Richie thrust upward. 


Jon rode Richie like his life depended on it, chasing his orgasm down with each well-placed thrust against his 


prostate. "Touch me, Mookie," Jon moaned, unconsciously anointing Richie with a new nickname. 
"| think... ooh ...," Richie breathed, "| think we... fuck ..need to talk.. mmm ..about this nickname." 
"Later," Jon snarled, reaching for Richie's hand and putting it on himself. "Now. Stroke!" 


It didn't take long for their climaxes to crest as wave after wave crashed over them, forcing their bodies to 


spill rope after rope of seed, in and over them, leaving them spent, sticky and exhausted. 


Jon barely had the energy to grab his shirt and wipe the creamy mess from their skin before he collapsed 
onto the blankets beside his lover. 


Richie pulled Jon close to him and dragged one of the blankets across them just as the neon flickered out. 
"Good timing,” he muttered, kissing Jon's forehead. 


"Love you, Mookie,” Jon mumbled as he fought against sleep for as long as he could. 

Richie snorted in amusement. "Love you too, Woof-shoe," he chuckled. 

"Asshole," Jon giggled. "I like Mookie..it stays," he added, receiving a snort of amusement in reply. 
"Hey, Jonny?!" Richie said sleepily a moment later. 

"Hmm?" 

"Welcome home, baby. 


"Home," Jon yawned. "I like the sounds of that," he mumbled before sleep rendered him oblivious to anything 


else. 
THE END 
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Richie and Jon move into Rosie's loft 
Jon POV 


"We'll see you at the bar, Davey," Jon said to his brother. "Don't forget you can park in the delivery bay." 


"Kay," David nodded as he started the engine and shifted it into gear. He was driving the music store's delivery 


van that held their couch and dismantled bed frame along with a few other larger items that hadn't fit into 


their car. "Amber said she'd meet us there around ten to help with the smaller stuff." 


Jon checked his watch and saw that it was almost that time. "Then you head over there now. We won't be too 


far behind," Jon replied. "Oh, and Davey?!" 

"Yeah?" 

"Thanks, man," Jon said. "| know Mom kinda railroaded you into helping..but we do appreciate it" 

"Don't thank me until after we get that fuckin’ shitty couch upstairs..," his brother grumbled but Jon could 
hear the amusement beneath the gruffness. "I'd have bought you a new couch myself if it meant someone 


else hefting it up that flight of stairs." 


Its got sentimental value," Jon grinned "And you should get going otherwise we'll all have Amber kicking our 


asses." 
David shuddered and said, "I'm outta here. Later!" 


Jon turned as the van pulled away from the curb and walked back to their car where Richie was waiting. He 


was leaning against the front of the car looking up at the facade of the apartment block. 
"Ready to go?" Jon asked, stopping in front of his boyfriend. 
"Yeah," Richie sighed and pushed away from the car. 


Jon frowned. He could tell something was going on beneath all that hair. He placed a hand on Richie's arm, 


stopping him from walking too far away and asked, "Is everything okay, Mookie?" 

Richie blinked at the name. "Yeah," he nodded. "Just memories." 

"No regrets?" 

"None..other than your instance of using that name," he said, pulling a face at him before dropping a kiss on 
Jon's lips. "C'mon. Let's get outta here." Slipping from Jon's grasp, Richie opened the driver's door and climbed 
in. 

"| like the name," Jon exclaimed, planting his hands on his hips for emphasis. The engine of the car started and 
Jon sighed, throwing his hands up. He trotted to the passenger side and threw himself into the seat, slamming 
the door as Richie pulled into the traffic. 


"What's wrong with the name?" Jon asked. 


"Makes me sound like a cow," Richie muttered as he guided the rather overloaded car carefully through the 


busy streets. 


Jon made a hmph noise before he said, "Well..will it help if you think more of a stud bull than a cow?" Jon felt 
the car jerk slightly as though Richie's foot had come off the accelerator. He glanced over to his boyfriend and 


wondered if overstepped the mark. 


Richie leaned his arm against the open window and his hand covered the lower half of his face as he steered 


the car with his other. Beneath the hand, Jon could see that his jaw was popping a little. 


"l-Im sorry, Rich," Jon said quietly, "| won't use it anymore." He was a little disappointed but if Richie didn't 


want him to use it then he wouldn't. 

His boyfriend looked over at him moments before breaking into laughter. "Stud bull?! Jonny, I'd quit while you're 
ahead. just saying." He reached over and ruffled Jon's hair before pushing at his face gently. "You're such a 
doofus but | love you." 

"But do you love me enough to let me use Mookie?" 


He sighed, rolling his eyes, and said, "If you can justify it with an explanation of what a Mookie is." 


"That's easy," Jon grinned and said, "A Mookie is soft and squishy when he's near his family but is solid and 
steadfast in his loyalty. A Mookie has a sleek coat, long legs and a big heart” 


"Not to mention a big dick," Richie added with a smirk. 
"A Mookie is very well-endowed, you are correct on that point. And he definitely knows how to use it," Jon 
chuckled. "He also has the best laugh and a magical voice, using it to call his mate with his song. And when the 


said mate responds to his call, the earth shakes beneath them." 


"Oh, jeez..." Richie snorted, casting Jon an amused look. "Are you sure you don't write those trashy romance 


novels on the side?" 

"You think I've missed my calling?" he asked in mock seriousness. 

"Definitely!" 

"So..was the explanation sufficient? And | promise you can call me whatever takes your fancy." 


"Oh, | can, can |?!" the brunette queried. He fell silent for a moment before he offered, "Snufflefloot? 
Wolfpuggle? Nifflequat?" 


"| vote for Snufflefloot," Jon chuckled. 


"Nah, you're more a Nifflequat to me," Richie offered before the car filled with howls of laughter. "God, | love 


you." he sighed happily, reaching for Jon's hand, "whatever your name is." He picked up Jon's hand and kissed 


the knuckles whilst keeping his eyes on the road. 


Within the half-hour, Richie turned the car into Rosie's parking lot and pulled up close to the back loading dock. 


Amber's car was in one of the back bays as well. 


"Any bets that those two are either making out or dry humping each other behind the van?" Jon asked as he 
unbuckled his seatbelt. 


"As long as they're not using our bed," Richie replied, killing the engine and jumping out from behind the wheel, 


“then | don't really care to take you up on that bet!" He slammed the door for good measure. 


Jon followed suit and had to laugh as David's head popped around the back of the van, glaring at the 
interruption. 


"See?!" Richie exclaimed. "Sucker bet!" 


"What's a sucker bet?" David asked. "Your timing is impeccable as always," he grumbled as a rather dishevelled 
Amber joined him. 


"Hi boys," the petite blonde said with a wave. 
"Hey, darlin’. Right, let's get this stuff inside," Richie said with a clap of his hands. 
"Can we leave the couch for the last thing?" David whined. "Then we can just sit and chill on it afterwards." 


"Well, we could..." Jon said, giving his brother a blank stare, "if you want jelly legs on the last run while holding 


the couch? Your choice” 

"Fuck..good point," he replied. "Lets get this bitch unloaded then’ 

"Il help," Amber said. "Many hands and all that," she said 

"No, Babygirl" David said, turning her around and gently pushing her to one side. "Let us men handle-" 
"David Bryan Rashbaum!" Amber shrieked. "Did you just patronise me, asshole?! 

"Um..no?!" 

"| will remind you that women can do exactly whatever men can!" 

"Er „well, not every thing," Richie said, earning himself a baleful glare from both Amber and Jon 


"Mookie, no," Jon hissed. 


"Now, you listen here..wait," Amber started then looked between the two men. "Did you," she asked Jon, "just 
call him," pointing to Richie, "Mookie?!" 


"Mookie?! What the fuck is that?" David cackled but quickly shut up when the other three turned their none- 
too-happy attention his way. 


"Awww," Amber's tone softened and she rushed at Jon first to hug him. "That's sooo adorable!" she said, 
moving like lightning to embrace Richie too. Jon heaved an internal sigh of relief at the sudden reduction in the 
tension. 

"Jesus Christ," Richie muttered but reluctantly submitted to the hug. "You'll pay for that slip later, Jonny.” 
"Yeah, okay," Jon nodded. He hadn't meant to call Richie the new nickname in front of the others but it just 
slipped out. "C'mon.let's get this inside and | guess if we run out of steam later we can put some of the boxes 


in the storage area." 


"No! You'll get them all upstairs," Amber said, planting her hands on her hips, “otherwise you'll forget about it 
all and they'll still be there months from now." 


"Yes, ma'am," Jon deferred, not willing to raise Amber's ire again this early in the morning, as he, Richie and 
David started to unpack the items in the van. 


The old couch was extracted and moved easily enough through the back corridor to the main bar area. They 
set it down temporarily whilst tables and chairs were moved out of the shortest pathway past the bar, to the 
loft door. 


Getting it through the bottom door was the easy part. Getting it up the stairs and around the corner at the 


top landing was proving rather more difficult. 

"Don't worry about the couch," Richie grunted, balancing the piece as he walked backward up the stairs. 
"Its not gonna fit, man," David grunted from beneath. 

"Just pivot it more," Richie growled. David did as instructed but to no avail. "| said, pivot , asshole!" 


"Rich, tilt it a little to the left," Jon added. "Shit! I'm stuck!" He'd been on the long edge and had somehow been 


cornered on the small landing behind the couch. 
"If you can-," Amber started to say. 


"ls okay, babe, we got this," David said, puffing as he juggled the heavy sofa in his hands. "Jonny, you get on 


this other corner with me." 


"| literally can't do anything while l'm stuck here," Jon said. 

"Then get out of there, babe," Richie huffed. 

Jon looked at his exit strategies and the only plausible one that was achievable was to crawl out from 
underneath. "Gimme a sec," he said and lowered himself to his knees. "Don't drop it on me!" he yelled as he 
crawled toward David's legs. The next problem was that David had himself and the couch braced with his legs. 
"Davey, don't move. | have to go through your legs." 

"What the?!" 

"Fucking men," Amber grumbled under her breath. "You know if you-." 

"Hush, woman!" David snapped. 


‘Oh, please tell me you didn't just say that to me?!" Amber seethed. 


"Want me to punch him for you, Amber, while I'm down here?" Jon asked as he sidled out from between 


David's legs. 


"Do that, Jonny, then Chuckles up top will lose both his couch and his boyfriend," David growled as Jon 
emerged and stood up to help take the load. 


A sudden, shrill whistle rent through the air in the vestibule. "Will all the testosterone shut the fuck up and 


listen to the oestrogen for a moment," Amber shouted loudly, her voice echoing in the small space. 

"You have our attention, darlin," Richie said, "but please make it quick" 

‘Its really simple, guys. You just need to take the legs off," Amber said, sweetly. 

Jon looked at David, David looked at Richie and they all looked at the couch. 

"Fuck!" Richie swore. "Jonny, can you get them all? They should just twist out like a screw, | think” 

"But | gotta go through Davey’s legs again," he groaned but lowered himself anyway. 

Just as Jon was about to duck his head and go through his brother's legs once more, David farted; and it was 
long and it was odorous. He peered over his shoulder, gazing down at Jon innocently. "Oops," he said before he 


started laughing at his feat. 


Jon gagged and glared up at his brother. "You're an asshole," he grumbled. 


"JON!" Richie and Amber yelled at the same time. 


Jon took a deep breath and quickly dived under, emerging back in the spot he was moments ago. "Why are you 
yelling at me?!" he exclaimed whilst quickly unscrewing the three pairs of legs. "He was the one that farted in 
my face!" 


"Jonny, | love you..desperately..but, please," Richie whimpered, " hurry the fuck up! " 
"Done!" Jon said, brandishing the final leg in the air. 
"Thank fuck!" David panted. "Now get down here and help me," he said. 


Jon dropped the legs onto the floor, kicking it out of the way and grabbed the other corner once it had moved 
enough past him. He and David then hefted the couch forward as Richie tugged from above. 


The couch now slid through the corner impediment like a hot knife through butter and it was dropped none too 
ceremoniously to the floor just inside the door. The three collapsed onto the couch as Amber followed them in 


after collecting the discarded bundle of legs from the landing. 


"Aren't you glad you did the heaviest thing first?" she asked. "Not to mention iistening fo me about the legs," 
she tossed each of them a pair of wooden legs. David, who hadn't been paying attention, grunted in pain when 
they landed in his crotch. Jon and Richie had been alert enough to only just avert a similar injury. 


"Yes, dear," her boyfriend groaned, clutching himself to ease the pain. 
“Alright now," Amber said, brushing her hands together. "Let's get the rest of this stuff upstairs." 


The dismantled bed and the smaller furniture pieces; a chest of drawers, the cabinet that the tv and stereo 
sat on, Richie's amplifier and the guitars, the kitchen table and its mismatched chairs were brought up next 
before the boxes and suitcases and bags of clothes. 


The van and the cars, then the back loading dock were locked up after having everything emptied out of them 
and Richie set all the tables and chairs straight in the bar before excusing himself. 


"Made it out just in time," Richie said, walking back through their newly-built front door. 


It was the only thing that they had both insisted on installing first until they could get a locksmith to install 
keypad locks on the staff entrance door as well as the one to the loft, to stop any inebriated patrons trying to 


get upstairs. In the meantime, the existing lock on the bar door would have to suffice. 


The other pre-move essentials were making sure the aged heating was serviced and able to cope with keeping 
such a large space warm and having a phone extension to the existing lines installed so that they didn't need to 
keep running up and down the stairs to talk. 


"How come?" Jon, who was helping David put the legs back on the sofa and set it right, asked as Richie closed 
the door behind him. 


"One of the new staff hasn't arrived yet," he explained, "and they're panicking about covering the shift if they 
don't show up." 


"Don't you dare volunteer and leave all this shit with me, mister," Jon grumbled. 

| won't," he said, dropping a kiss on the top of Jon's head. "So..what needs to be done next?" 

Amber, who had been arranging boxes into groupings according to rooms , looked around and said, "The bed 
needs putting together, then | can make it for you once | find the box of linens. Why didn't you mark the 


boxes?!" 


"Laziness at its best, darlin," Richie grinned and winked. He found the small box that held the nuts and bolts to 
put the bed frame back together and started lugging the pieces of the frame together. 


"| think | saw it beneath the table," Jon offered as he and David moved the couch to face the large windows. 
They'd probably move things a thousand times, especially when the kitchen, bathroom and mezzanine level was 


being built but he couldn't think of anything better than to sit down at night and watch the dusk fall 


"Found it," Amber exclaimed, brandishing some hastily folded sheets and pillow cases. "You know.. still can't 


believe you moved in without at least bathroom facilities." 
‘Its only for a week or so," Jon said with a shrug. 
"And it's not that far to walk to go downstairs," Richie added. 


"You just can't do the post-sex run while the bar is open," David said, sniggering when Richie looked over his 


shoulder at Jon. "What?! You didn’t think of that?! Seriously, there's no hope for you two." 
“Guess we're hitting the camping supplies store tomorrow to see what we can get," Jon said. 


"Don't bother," David said. "I'm sure Mom and Dad have some stuff in the garage. Check with them first 
before you go buy anything." 


"Ill do that," Jon replied. "Thanks, man." 
"We never went camping," Richie mused, "but the rest of the family might have something we can use." 


"So why move now while you're still building?" Amber asked again, sitting down on the sofa and putting her feet 
up. 


"That's easy," Richie offered "The rent money will get used for paying for the materials for the build A couple 
of the regulars have offered to help with the labour so then all we will have left to pay for are the 


professionals to install the plumbing and electricals." 


"Also," Jon added, propping himself on the back of the couch, "if we live here for a week or so, to get used to 
noises and lights, then we can finalise between what we think we want and what we actually need to end up 


with." 


David grunted and nodded his head. "| hear you loud and clear on the savings thing," he said "You scrimp and 
save every penny but you do it coz you have that goal in sight” 


"Is that why we haven't been anywhere nice lately?" Amber queried, her blonde head dropped to one side to 
consider her boyfriend. "What are you saving for?" 


Jon studied his brother carefully and saw the barest of hesitation. "Er..nothing really," David hedged. "l'm just 
talking generally." 


Jon had to admit it, David was smooth. He knew, however, that his brother was taking any available shift at 
the music store that he could when he wasn't studying or practising. Jon had a sneaking suspicion he knew 
what David was up to but he would just sit on that thought for a while longer. 


They broke for lunch when most of the boxes were sorted and they had some semblance of order. 
"l'Il go grab some food and some beers," Jon said, reaching for the car keys. 


"Wait up," Richie said. "Burgers okay with you all?" he said, lifting the receiver on the phone and pressing the 
buttons to the kitchen extension. The others nodded their agreement as Mikey answered. "Hey, Mikey," Richie 
said into the handset. "How was the lunch rush today?" There was a pause as the cook answered. "Yeah, we're 
basically done." Richie listened again then said, "You're a godsend, Mikey. Add the food and a couple of six-packs 
of beer to our tab and we'll fix it up next time I'm working. Thanks, Mikey." 


Richie hung up the phone and turned to the others and said, "Mikey will buzz up when they're done." He stood 
there with his hands on his hips and looked around. "Where's my stuff from the bedroom, Jonny?" 


"Umm," Jon replied, "it should be over there with the rest of the stuff." He pointed to a small stack of boxes 
with their suitcases and bags. "Whatcha looking for?" 


"My stash box," his boyfriend replied before opening a couple of boxes before he found the right one. 
Jon wandered over and sat on the edge of the unmade bed. He curled his legs up as Richie started pulling 


smaller boxes out one by one. "What's in all of those?" he asked. He had seen the boxes in their small 


wardrobe but had assumed that they were either empty or full of shoes. But the fact that they hadn't been 


thrown out as other empty boxes had been and that Richie was treating them with such care suggested that 
they held something more important. 


"Hmm?" Richie hummed, sending Jon a glance up from where he sat on the floor. He was preparing a couple of 
joints as he answered. "Oh! Just stuff I've collected over the years," he said, reaching for and handing up one 
of the boxes to Jon. "Most of it is junk but, | dunno, they're memories. Ya know?!" 


"Can |?" Jon asked, indicating the box. 


"Sure," he replied with a shrug as he stood up. Taking the stash box with him, the older man joined the others 
on the couch leaving Jon sitting on the bed. 


Jon opened the lid and peeked inside. Richie was right, there was a lot of stuff in there. The detritus of his life 
on the street, Jon assumed as he picked through trinkets and coins, costume jewellery, little figurines and a 
stack of business cards, no doubt given to him, or taken by Richie, after a successful appointment. They were 
bound together with a perishing rubber band and Jon placed them in the lid with the other bits and bobs that 
he had inspected. 


But it was a carefully folded napkin that drew Jon's eye. Through the thin layers, he could see that there was 
some writing on it. He glanced over at Richie who was in the middle of getting the first blunt lit to his 
satisfaction. David was watching eagerly and Jon chuckled at the image of David sitting at Richie's feet like a 


dog waiting for a treat, salivating heavily over it. 


"Hey, D! Don't forget you gotta drive the van," Jon said. "You don't wanna be seeing three of anything or little 


green men or some shit like that?!" 

"Party pooper!" his brother sneered lightly. "I promise | won't get too high or too drunk, Mr Goody-Two-Shoes." 
Jon flipped his brother off before reaching for the napkin with the intent of just placing it to one side with the 
rest of the stuff but curiosity got the best of him when the name at the bottom was revealed: Nikki. He 
opened it further and was surprised to feel his heart rate kick up a notch. 

Dear Richie 


God this is weird! Do you know how long it's been since | wrote a letter to someone? Too long! 


But | just wanted you to know from me that Im heading out to LA..chasing a dream..something that might be life- 


changing for me. 


| know it's last-minute..fuck, Im sitting in the diner writing this, hoping that | can give it to Rosie and still make my 
flight 


| want you to know that | value the time we spent together so very much. You mean the world fo me and I 
never meant to hurt you. | know you..you're still going to pine over me for a while and Im gonna miss the fuck out 


of you.but this is an opportunity that | can’t pass up. 


You'll always hold a special place in my heart, my Iittle Street Rat. Im so grateful that | met you. | know with all 
my heart that youll find your One..and youll probably look back on memories of me and smile. Well, | hope so 


anyway. 
l love you, my Street Rat, and will always remember you. 

NS 

Jon released the breath that he'd been unconsciously holding and, fighting against the urge to rip the tissue 
paper into shreds. Carefully he folded it back the way it was, deliberately tucking it back into the corner and 
replacing all the other stuff on top of it. 

Reading the note left him feeling unsettled. Firstly reading something that hadn't been meant for him to read 
but mostly having definite proof of how much Richie had meant to Nikki. Nikki had come back for Richie once 
before..would he do it again? Or would Nikki's departure on his birthday be the last that they'd see of his 


nemesis? 


Leaving the box on the bed, Jon stood and stalked over to where the others were talking. Abruptly plucking the 
blunt from Richie's fingers, Jon drew deeply on it, hoping to quell the unease that had settled deep in his gut. 


"You okay?" Richie asked, gazing up at him from the floor in front of the couch. 


Jon nodded and took another hit before handing the joint back to his boyfriend. He was saved from answering 
when the phone rang. "I'll get it," he muttered and trotted across the room. "Hello?" 


"Boss?" 
"No, it's Jon, Mikey," he replied, recognising the voice. 
‘Oh, sorry, Jon. You both sound the same," he said. "Just letting you know that your meals are ready." 


"Thanks, Mikey. Be right down" He hung up the phone without waiting for the man to acknowledge him. "Food's 
ready," he said, reaching for the door. "I'll be back in a minute." 


"Wait up, Jon," Amber said, extricating herself from David's clutches. "I'll come down with you and help. | need 


the bathroom anyway." 


Jon started down the stairs and Amber soon caught up with him, touching him on the shoulder. He flinched 
slightly, still too caught up in his head despite the heavy tokes from the joint, which would normally knock him 


on his ass for the rest of the day. Whoever Richie had as his supplier, it was always top-quality stuff. 


But in this instance it was all about seeing Nikki's face everywhere he looked. He didn't have to imagine the man 
entwined in Richie's arms, he'd seen it with his own two eyes, more than once, and it was those images that 


were rearing up into his mind's eye. 
‘lm sorry, Jon," Amber apologised. "I forgot.” 


Jon assumed Amber was referring to his trigger response at being touched unexpectedly from behind. 


He was getting better at not reacting to it but hadn't even realised he'd shrugged her off. 
"Don't worry about it," he mumbled, hitting the bottom step and sliding the door open for her. 


"You must be tired," she said as she passed through the doorway into the now empty bar. "We'll leave after 
lunch and give you and Richie some peace and quiet. I'll be right back to help you carry everything." 


Jon sighed regretfully at the hurt he heard in her voice, as Amber hurried off to the Ladies' room. The 
unexpected mood change had surprised him also and even though he was trying to shake it off, the fact that 
he was having trouble doing that was exacerbating it further. 


He reached over the bar where the food waited for him, packaged up beside the cold beer, as Amber wove 


her way back through the tables to him. 


‘lm sorry, darlin’," he said, handing the food to Amber. "| guess | am tired coz | didn't mean to snap and snarl 


at you.” 


"I know you didn't," Amber nodded, gripping his hand and squeezing it. "| understand. Being tired and hungry is a 


lethal combination in males. l'm getting used to always having food on hand for Davey." 


Jon grinned and reached for the beer next. He thanked the bar staff and got the door for Amber again, closing 
and locking it before making the trek upstairs. His legs were paying the price for a day of multiple climbs and 


he was looking forward to a hot shower in the staff bathroom later. 


When he closed the upstairs door, Amber had placed the food bag on the table and was unpacking everything. 
Jon placed the beer on a nearby box, pulled four bottles from the plastic holder and handed them around. 
Richie had already found the opener and within moments Jon was taking a deep swallow of the cool, carbonated 
liquid. He let it slide down his throat to pool in his empty stomach, hoping that between the weed and the beer, 
he'd be able to rid himself of the unwanted images. 


In the short space of time that they were gone from the loft, either David or Richie had hooked up the stereo 
and had a Hendrix LP spinning, filling the loft with music. 


By the time he'd finished his burger and fries, Jon was feeling a litle better. He sat back as he let his eyes 
and thoughts roam, joining in on the now-mellow conversation only when directly addressed. He hoped he could 
sort his way through his jealousy, because he was well aware that that's what it was, before the night's end. 
They'd rarely fallen asleep angry with each other, usually taking the time to talk about the issue at hand 
before climbing into bed together. 


Amber, true to her word, coerced David into leaving shortly after lunch was finished with the promise of sex 
once he'd delivered the van back to the music store in one piece, but not before insisting on helping make the 


bed for them. 


They walked the other couple out through the bar to the back entrance where they were parked and, after 
thanking them for their help, closed the door behind them. Jon started walking back down the hall when Richie 


called to him. "Jonny, wait up." 
Jon turned and saw that Richie was studying him with a frown. "What's up?" he asked. 


‘lm gonna ask you the same question," his lover said, walking from the door to beside him and slipping his hand 


in Jon's. "Normally, I'd drag you into the office about now but we're going to do it upstairs." 


Jon sighed and nodded, offering Richie a small smile. He knew he would have to come clean about reading the 
note for him to find any peace within him. Richie led him back through the bar, letting the staff know that he 
was upstairs if he was urgently needed but would prefer not to be disturbed if possible. 


They closed the bar door behind them in silence, taking the steps to their new living quarters for the first 
official night together at their new place. 


Richie closed the door, not bothering to lock it just yet, and tugged Jon into his arms. Jon knew Richie was 
trying to figure him out as Richie searched his face moments before his mouth came down on Jon's. His 
lover's kiss was tender and light, breaking after a few moments. "Go sit down, Jonny. I'll be there in a minute,’ 


Richie instructed. 


"Okay," he replied with a nod. He strolled across the loft to the living room area, stopping to change the record 
on the player. Richie soon joined him, sliding over the back of the couch to take the corner as was his usual 


spot and holding out a beer to him. 


"Nice choice of music, babe," Richie said. Abbey Road was their favourite Beatles album and definitely one to 


mellow out to. 


"Thanks, Mookie," he said softly, accepting the rapidly warming bottle. Jon took the opposite corner until Richie 
gave him a look and patted the space beside him. Jon took the none-too-subtle hint and scooched across the 


expanse between them. 


"Much better. | missed you," Richie said, kissing the side of Jon's head as he curled up against his side with a 
sigh. 


They sat in silence, enjoying the peace and quiet after the hustle and bustle of the day. I+ wouldn't last long 
with the Sunday night crowd expected to start coming through the doors in a couple of hours. 


'So..are we going to talk about it?" Richie asked after a few minutes, burying his nose into Jon's hair as he 


spoke. 

Jon nodded, picking at the label on his beer but staying silent: 

"Want me to start another joint?" Richie asked. 

"Yeah," Jon said and Richie handed him his beer. 

Leaning over the arm to get his stash from under the edge of the couch out of habit, Richie pulled the 
premade blunt and lighter from the box and touched the flame to the end and inhaled enough to get the weed 
lit properly before swapping it for his beer. 


Jon sucked on the end, drawing the pungent smoke into his lungs and held it until his head began to swim. 


"C'mere, baby," Richie purred, moulding his mouth over Jon's and with a flick of his tongue over the seam, Jon 


released the smoke into Richie's mouth in a well-practised exchange. 


As Richie continued to kiss him, Jon felt the warm trickle of exhaled smoke over his cheek from his lover's 


nostrils as his tongue continued to work its magic in tandem with the cannabis. 
When Richie finally pulled away, Jon was feeling the most relaxed he had all day as Richie took the joint from 


his lax fingers. Richie took another hit, holding it as Jon had done before exhaling it slowly over his face. 
"Feeling better, babe?" 


Jon sighed and felt as though he was going to melt into either the couch or his lover. "Mmm," he hummed as 


a shiver raced up and down his spine when Richie's fingernails scratched at his scalp. 
"Then spill it," he said. "What got you all turned around before lunch?" 
"I found something..when | was going through your box of stuff," he replied. 


"Oh?! What did you find?" Richie said. "| haven't been through those boxes in a while. Since before the attack 
actually." 


Tucking the beer between his legs, Jon reached for the joint and, after seeing that it had gone out, the lighter. 
"You didn't roll this one too well," he commented lightly and lit the cigarette up again, taking another toke 


before answering. He needed to be as calm as possible to be able to get through this next part. He exhaled the 
smoke after his head started spinning again and washed away the harshness at the back of his throat with a 
sip of his beer. 


He handed the blunt and lighter back to Richie, tilting his face up to his lover and said, "It was a napkin with 
some writing on it.Nikki's note to you when he left" The last part was said in a rush, wanting to get it over 


and done with as soon as possible. 
"Oh..." his boyfriend said as he chewed on his bottom lip. "And..why did that set you off?" 


Jon took a moment to think his way through the jumble of his thoughts before he sighed and, keeping it 
simple, said, "Coz you kept it..and he's an ex." 


"And you would have seen that | kept a lot of other stuff too," Richie reasoned. "The business cards?! They 
were just in case | needed something from my johns one day. Some would call it an insurance policy, | guess. 


Did you happen to look at any of them?" 


Jon shook his head. Richie placed the lighter and the half-finished blunt back in the box and slid it beneath the 
edge of the couch. 


If you had, then you would have seen that I'd written dates, times and what I'd charged for my services 


somewhere on them." 
"Oh," Jon said softly. 


"The figurines were cheap little things that | used to buy for Ma," Richie said. "When | first left home, | used 
to leave them in the letterbox or on their front porch when they weren't there but it got more and more 


difficult going back and eventually ljust stopped” 
"Rich, I'm-," Jon started to say. 


"And the jewellery was just cheap shit until | could afford the better stuff," his lover continued. "So..everything 


had a meaning or a purpose and that includes Nikki's note." 


"I understand," Jon said, as he tried to tamp down the green-eyed monster a little harder now that Richie had 


explained a little more. 


| can't forget him, Jonny," Richie continued, his voice low but his tone calm. "He helped keep me sane on the 
streets, kept me alive. He..and Rosie." Richie's voice faltered in the last sentence. "He made me who | am today. 
And | can't forget him," he repeated. "I won't forget him..and l'm sorry if that upsets you but that's just the 


way it is.” 


'|-..." Jon stopped, trying to put the words straight on his tongue so they'd come out right. "Would you..would 
you go back to him if he suddenly appeared again?" 


"What?! Nol" Richie growled. "I can't." he shook his head. "Babe, Nikki knew that I'd fallen for you in a way that 


| never did with him. He knew that because he'd done the same..with Tommy." 


Richie frowned for a moment. "Tommy? Is that his name?! | think that's his name," he muttered to himself. He 
shook himself and fisted his hand into Jon's hair, gently turning his head. "Anyway..l love you , ya dumb 
Floofsnuffle!" 


Jon's mouth twitched in the first sign of genuine amusement since he found the note. "Are you just going to 
make up words to call me?" Jon asked, sliding his hand between Richie's thighs. 


"Until | find the right one, yes," he replied with a grin, squeezing his legs together and capturing Jon's hand. 
"Picklefluff;" Jon burst into a fit of giggles brought on by Richie's teasing and the dope that had finally invaded 
his cells, "I want nothing more than to spend my days and nights with you for as long as you'll let me," Richie 
said. He shifted a litle, placing both now-empty bottles on the floor and pulled Jon's hand from between his 


legs. 


Linking their fingers together, Richie continued, saying, "I wanna capture all the stars in a giant salt shaker and 
sprinkle them into the sky for you every night. I'll lasso the moon too and we'll ride the night skies. Then just 
to finish the night, I'll make love to you in the clouds." 


"Oh god," Jon groaned. "You realise you don't have to lay it on so thick, don't you? I'm still going to sleep with 
you." 


"I know, Smackerpuff," he said with a shit-eating grin. "But | want you to know," he said more seriously, "that | 


love you and only you." 


‘lm sorry | was such a dick about it," Jon said, feeling his cannabis high dissipating slowly but feeling the tingle 
of something else taking its place as Richie started nibbling on his fingers. 


"Mmm, tasty," Richie mumbled, sucking one digit into his mouth and swirling his tongue around it before 
releasing it with a pop. "Yes, you were but | forgive you," he said before taking the next finger into his mouth. 


Jon sat transfixed, watching Richie basically making love to his fingers. He allowed his mind to make the 


connection between his fingers and his dick, feeling himself grow within his loose shorts. 


Jon shifted, pulling his finger reluctantly from Richie's mouth before standing up. "Is it too early for you to 
take me to bed?" he asked, holding his hand out to Richie. 


"I live to take you to bed, my little Smickerdoob," Richie giggled, taking Jon's hand and rising from the couch 
only to tug Jon back into his embrace. "Seriously though, Jonny..do we need to talk about this anymore?" 


"No more talking right now, Moo- Rich," Jon replied, wrapping himself around his lover. 

"You can call me Mookie, babe," Richie conceded. "I'm kinda growing used to it already." 

Jon grinned. "I'm happy to hear that..but its a hard no to Smickerdoob," he said with a chuckle. He dropped a 
kiss to Richie's grinning mouth before racing off to the newly made bed tucked away in the corner with Richie 


giving chase to him, falling in a tumbled heap of limbs and giggles. 


~ Ke 


Procrasturbation 
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| was supposed to be working on a new fic this week but real-life Tommy Lee's antics on social media offered 
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or haven't seen as yet - it's still on Tommy's Twitter feed. 


What else can | say but both Tommy Lees get bored when in hotel rooms by themselves. 
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Nikki POV 

"Aww, baby," Nikki said into the phone, "we'll see you in a few days. The bed is cold without you." 

| wish | was home too or at the very least, you and Stormy Skies were here with me," Tommy said, the 


trans-Atlantic connection crackling slightly. "London is no fun without you both. | can't understand why ‘Thena 


loves it here so much." 


"Coz it's close to the rest of Europe, dummy," Nikki chuckled. "She kinda needs that to do her job, 


remember?!" 
"I get that," Tommy sighed, "but couldn't | have done my part from home? l'm bored , Nik" 


"Because as your sister's 2IC you need to be seen and not just a name on a document." He racked his brain for 


ideas. "Go for a walk? Read a book? Watch some British TV?" 
Nikki heard his lover huff before the click and hiss of his lighter. 


"Why don't you go take a bath that the British are so fond of," he suggested finally. "It might help you relax a 
little. You got plenty of time before your first meeting." 


"Again, no fun without you," Tommy grumbled. 


‘lm sure you'll find a way to amuse yourself, baby," Nikki chuckled. 


'Fine-uh!" Tommy groaned with the perfect imitation of their daughter in full-blown teenage angst mode which 
made Nikki chuckle again. "But only because it's getting late there. Is Stormy still awake?" 


"No idea to be honest," Nikki replied, casting a look toward their bedroom door as though it would provide the 
answer. "She said she had a headache but also homework to do after dinner. If | got my calendar right, itll be 
a PMS headache." 

"Hmm," Tommy grunted. "Poor kid Let me know if it's anything significant and I'll come home." 


"Now you're just looking for excuses to come home, aren't you?!" 


"Guilty as charged," Tommy admitted. "Okay, | might go try your suggestion. Sweet dreams of me, Nik. Ill talk 


to you in the morning.” 


| always dream of you, my love," Nikki said, "but they're far from sweet" He grinned when Tommy groaned in 


response. 
"Not helping, dude! | already woke up as horny as fuck!" 

"Then go take care of that," Nikki purred. "Ill see you in my dreams, baby. | love you." 
‘Love you too, Nik G'night, babe," Tommy replied 


The phone went dead in Nikki's hand and he smirked, swiping a few of the apps closed before placing it back on 
his nightstand. He picked up his book again, wanting to finish the chapter he was currently reading. 


He lost himself in the crime novel, completing one chapter and starting the next, captivated by the suspense as 
the killer stalked his prey when his phone suddenly came to life, buzzing uncontrollably with notifications, 


moments before a scream came from Storm's room. 

"Stormy?!" Nikki bellowed, throwing back the covers and raced from his room ready to defend his daughter. 

"Daaaaaad?!" Storm yelled. "Daddy!" 

Nikki raced down the hall and threw open his daughter's door, ready to take on an intruder. But what he saw 
didn't marry up in his brain to his initial thought. Storm was sitting in the middle of her bed surrounded by 


books with her hands over her face. He quickly looked behind the door, in the closet and out the window looking 
for the intruder but finding nothing. 


"Stormy, what's wrong?" Nikki asked, still trying to piece together the situation "Is it your head? Do | need to 
call Il?" He sat on the edge of her bed and brushed his hand over her head. 


The teenager slowly peeked from between her fingers, green eyes that were bright, clear and without any 
trace of fear. "I'm.l'm fine, Daddy," she said from behind her hands, "but you might wanna call Dad, like right 
now, and tell him he needs to remove his last public post from his Instagram." Her volume increased with each 


word, almost yelling toward the end. 
"Huh?!" Nikki frowned and Storm pointed to her phone that she'd thrown across the room. He was even more 
confused when she started laughing as her phone started buzzing incessantly, just his had done. "What the 


fuck is going on?!" he muttered and went to retrieve the offending article. "Why are you throwing your phone 
on the floor?!" 


"You'll see," she said, as Nikki bent to pick it up. He flipped it over only to find the screen lock had activated. He 
held it up to show her. "Ugh," she groaned and held her hand out for it. "I really don't want to see this again, 
ya know," she said, punching in the security code to unlock the screen and quickly shoving it back to Nikki 
When Nikki finally laid his eyes on the screen he almost dropped the device himself. It was open to Instagram 
and there, in all his naked glory, was his lover about to slide into the bathtub. "Fuck!" Nikki swore vehemently, 


before stalking toward his room. 


His own phone was alight with notifications when he reached for it. Ignoring them for the moment, he dialled 


Tommy's number, pacing around their bed as he waited for it to be answered. 

"Hmmm, | see you got my message," Tommy purred down the line. 

"And so did the rest of the world, babe," Nikki growled. He could hear the repetitive and regular slosh of water 
in the background and knew instantly what his lover was doing. "What the fuck, babe?! | mean, | know you're 


into a little exhibitionism..but that?!" 


"Huh?!" Tommy grunted. "Whaddya talkin’ about, Nik? | got my dick in my hand, | don't wanna be trying to guess 
riddles right now." 


"The rude you just posted!" 

"| didn't post it, dumbass," Tommy scoffed. "I sent it to you. Its in your DM's, isn't it?! 
"Take a guess," Nikki replied, “then you'll see who's the dumbass" 

"Hold on" Tommy said 


Nikki wasn't sure if the grunt that he heard meant that Tommy had just cum or if he opened the app. There 


was a sudden swoosh of water and a yelp from his partner. 


"Shit! Fuck! Fuck..fuckfuckfuck," Tommy swore. "How do | delete this?! Nik, what do | do? | can't think” 


"Why? Coz your head brain lost consciousness when the blood supply went south?!" he snarked but instantly 


felt contrite about the comment when he heard Tommy's pathetic whimper. 


He exhaled and said, “Babe, I'm sorry. Just take a breath for me and calm down, okay?!" He waited a beat 


before he said, "Look for the three dots up the top corner and hit them. The delete button should be there." 
"Shit, Nik.my fingers are shaking," he breathed. "Do you think anyone else saw it?!" 

Nikki looked down at Storm's phone which was still in his hand and in particular, all the messages she'd received 
from her friends. He knew his own was probably just as bad. "Umm..," was all that he could say. Storm 
appeared in his door, propping herself against the frame. 


"Fuck," Tommy swore. "Oh god..." he groaned. "I hope the people at the meeting today don't see it” 


"| wouldn't worry about them, babe," Nikki tried to placate him as the post disappeared from view. "It's Athena 
you gotta worry abou- it's gone. The post is gone." 


Tommy whimpered in relief. "Thank Christ for that," he said, only for him to swear again when someone 
started pounding on his door. "Hey, Sis," Tommy said dejectedly. Nikki could picture the formidable woman, 
Tommy's younger sister, standing in the doorway, arms crossed, glaring at her brother. 

"Spoke too soon, love?" Nikki asked. He held Storm's phone out for her to take back. "Oh, you'll also owe our 
daughter an apology but go deal with ‘Theeny for now. I'll deal with the fallout on this side. Call me when 
‘Thena's chewed you up and spat you out to let me know you're still alive.’ 


"Kay, babe," Tommy replied, his tone subdued. "lm sorry about all of this.’ 


"I know you are, baby," Nikki said, softly. "Tom?! Remember the only people that matter are me and Stormy 


and we love you." 

‘Love you too, Nik," Tommy said. 

"Hang up now, Nikki," Athena called out and Nikki hurriedly bid his lover goodbye before disconnecting the call. 
Nikki looked up at the doorway expecting to see Storm still standing there but she'd obviously gone back to her 
room. He checked all the notifications that had come through in the last few minutes and quickly dismissed 


most as being able to wait until he saw that Richie had sent him a message. 


He replied with a quick Gimme 10 mins? before knocking on Storm's door. 


"Are you awake, Pumpkin? Can | come in?" 

"Sure, Dad," she called back. 

Nikki opened the door with trepidation, unsure of what state he would find the teenager in. He approached the 
bed. "Can | sit down?" he asked cautiously. Their daughter flicked back the covers that she was under and 
scooched over to one side of the bed, all without raising her eyes from her phone. "Pumpkin, can we-," he 
started to say as he sat down, only for her to hold up her hand at him. 


"Gimme a sec, Dad," she said. "I'm doing damage control." 


Nikki rearranged a couple of pillows and sat against the wrought-iron bedhead that had been adorned with all 
manner of dangly crystals and beads while Storm grunted and sighed as she tapped away at her screen 


Nikki watched her while he waited and he was struck by the maturity she was showing now once the initial 


surprise had worn off. 

With a final sigh, Storm shut down her phone and placed it on the charger beside her bed. 

"Is Dad in lots of trouble?" she asked as she snuggled up against Nikki's side. 

"Hmm..that depends on what you classify as trouble, | guess," he said, dropping a kiss against her head. "With 
me, no. | know it was an accident. Your Dad gets bored easily especially when he's cooped up in a strange hotel 


room. He said he meant to DM me the pic," he explained. 


"But, with your Aunt Theeny," Nikki smirked as he continued, "then that's a definite yes. She arrived just 
before | hung up from your Dad." 


‘Oh, no..poor Dad," Storm said. "Though Aunt Theeny should know what Dad's like.” 
"Yeah, but they're on a business trip," Nikki said. "We're supposed to be adults in situations like that." 
"Dad?! Be an adult?! That's rich," she giggled. 


"Speaking of which..," Nikki continued, ignoring his daughter's cheeky reply, "do you..you know..need to talk about 
any of what happened tonight?" 


"You mean do | want to talk about my father's penis being all over Instagram?" Storm asked. "No. Nup. Nope. 
Nada. It's bad enough that my friends saw it..which was the damage control | mentioned earlier. | can't promise 


anything, Daddy, but | think | talked the majority out of keeping any screenshots." 


"How did you do that?" Nikki asked, looking down at the young woman they'd raised. 


"Um..well," Storm hedged. "| may or may not have mentioned getting lawyers involved" 

"Stormy," Nikki groaned, leaning his chin on her head. 

"Well, we don't know that Dad or even Aunt Theeny haven't already told Brad," Storm countered. 
"This is true," Nikki sighed. 

“But it explains something." 

"What's that, Pumpkin?" 


"It explains why you walk funny somedays," she chuckled then yelped when tightened his arm gently around her 


neck. 
"You're just like him, ya brat," he replied with a smile. 
"And you love us both!" 


Nikki smiled and kissed the dark auburn hair, "You have no idea how much, Stormy," he sighed. He checked his 


phone when it buzzed in his hand again. 

"Who's that?" Storm asked. 

"Richie," Nikki replied and opened the message. 

You can ignore me all you lke, Nk..but | have the proof. 

"He screenshot it?!" Storm gasped with a light chuckle. 

"He's weird like that," Nikki offered and his daughter snorted in amusement, as he shot back a quick 

reply, Saying goodnight to Stormy. Almost done. "It's late. You need to get some sleep," Nikki said and kissed her 
again as he shifted from the bed. 

"Can | just watch a little TV first though?" Storm asked. "I need to delete the image from my head." 


Nikki chuckled and nodded. "But no more than 30 minutes. You've got school tomorrow." 


"Study period is first up," she reminded him as she reached for the remote. "I can be late. G'night, Daddy. Don't 
be too rough on Dad if you speak to him again" 


"| promise," he said. "G'night, Pumpkin. | love you." 


"Love you too, Daddy." 


Nikki closed the door behind him and wandered back down the hall to the master bedroom. He hip-checked the 
door with a sigh before bringing his phone to life. He climbed into bed, the killer on the loose in his book 
forgotten for the moment as he scrolled through his collection of messages. Most were in good fun and he 
sent off quick apologies in return. The more shocked messages deserved longer replies, seeking forgiveness for 


his errant lover which were received in good grace. 


He'd left Richie's until last but instead of spending time tapping out an apology, Nikki checked the time before 
hitting the green call button 


"Dude," Richie answered with a chuckle. "What the fuck happened?!" 


He loved how his Street Rat always got straight to the point. Nikki smiled, settling back against his pillows and 
said, "| dunno. He said he didn't mean to post it. It should have been a DM to me. He woke up bored and horny." 


Nikki heard Richie's laugh through the earpiece. "| had an idea that at least half of that must have been the 


case." 


"What the fuck are you doing awake at this time of the morning anyway?" Nikki asked. "It's, what?! Almost 2 


am?!" 


"Yeah," Richie replied, stifling a yawn. "Couldn't sleep and | was scrolling through Instagram when Tommy's post 
hit my feed. | tell ya, | musta made a noise coz it woke Jonny up." 


"Oh no," Nikki snorted. "Is he still awake or did he get back to sleep?" 
"He made me show him," Richie chuckled, "then said that you shoulda caged him before he left." 
"Goddamn it," Nikki sniggered. "Why didn't | think of that?!" 


"Oh and he wants a copy of the screenshot when he wakes up," his Street Rat continued. "I don't know how to 


take that, to be honest." 


"Well, usually you just press the buttons on both sides of your phone and it saves it into your camera roll," 
Nikki offered, trying to keep the amusement out of his voice. The confusion rolling off his Street Rat was so 
thick it almost oozed through the device. 


"What the fuck?!" Richie swore and Nikki lost his composure. "Dumbass, | already got the shot! | was talking 
about." 


"I know you were, babe," he replied with a smile. He sighed happily and considered himself a lucky man for 


having the love of his life and his old flame both still in his life. "Time to put the phone away. Your husband is 


in bed. Go take advantage of that." 


"As long as he doesn't call me Tommy. He went back to sleep with a big smile on his face," Richie grumbled. 


"Speaking of which..is everything good between you both? After tonight, | mean" 


"Oh, he has Athena's undivided attention right now," Nikki said. "I'll let her sort him out in the here and now but 


my kgjiri will have some explaining to do when he gets home." 
"That's what | figured,” Richie commented. "Hey, Nik?" 
"Hmm?" 

"Sweet dreams, babe." 


"You too, Street Rat," Nikki replied. He placed his phone on charge once they'd said their goodbyes and with 
promises of keeping in touch. He looked around the bedroom, deciding whether or not he needed anything before 
turning in for the night. 


He turned off the lamp beside his bed, sinking the room into blackness before laying down and pulling the 
bedding over him. Tommy's absence usually didn't bother him but typically he would still be working at one of 


the clubs and not across the other side of the country and a very large ocean. 


He faced Tommy's side of the bed and tucked his arm beneath his head as his other hand strayed to the 
empty spot. Normally, the bed would be warm from Tommy's lithe little body that hadn't changed much over 
the past years. Apart from the grey starting to pepper his hair and beard, and the now numerous tattoos, his 
lover could still pass for that seventeen-year-old that he first met and fell in love with. 


Nikki reached for Tommy's pillow and pulled it close, burying his nose into it and inhaling the scent of his 
favourite shampoo mingled with that distinct sleepy- Tommy smell. The more he pictured Tommy as a young 
man, traversing through the years, and thinking about tonights antics the more his body reacted without 
forethought and he felt himself hardening against the bedding. It wasn't the first time that Tommy had sent 


him nude photographs and in fact, he had one of those vault-type apps on his phone that he kept them all in. 


Nikki groaned and contemplated his predicament as he lay in the dark. He partially rolled over, groaning a little 
when his dick dragged against the sheets, adding further stimulation to the mental pictures. 


He brought his phone off the nightstand and opened the screen Bringing up the messaging app he found 
Athena's number and typed out a quick text. 


Dont be too hard on your brother, it was an honest mistake. | can make a call and have hm properly dealt with 


that will be *satisfying® for all Just give me the word. 


He added a couple of devil emojis for good measure before he hit send. 


He saw the little dots light up to indicate that Athena was replying so he waited, letting his free hand stray 
down his body and into the pyjama shorts that he wore to bed for modesty. Idly stroking himself, his mind 
toyed with an idea but it all hinged on Athena's answer. 

| dont dare ask! Athena replied. Whatever it is, just remember the body scanners at LAX on Friday, 


Nikki chuckled and took the answer as a ‘go ahead’. He replied with Don't make arrangements with him for tonight 
then 


Scrolling through his call list, Nikki found the number he was after and hit the call button 
"Juxtaposition. Membership number please," a familiar gruff voice answered. 


"Business must be hard up if you're answering the phone yourself," Nikki chuckled. "Especially at this time of 
night." 


"Nikki?!" Ade clarified. 

"The one and only, fucker," he replied, feeling safe using the expletive since Mistress J was not on the line. 
"Are you in England, too?" 

"You saw, huh?!" 


"Thankfully, yeah," Ade laughed. "I'd be kicking myself if | missed seeing that beauty. You lucky fuck! How's your 


arse even able to hold everything in after being on the receiving end of that monster?!" 
Nikki chuckled. "Plenty of muscle controll" he replied, making the other man snort with amusement. 
"So," Ade said, "is there a particular point to this late-night phone call or is it just a brag session?" 


“Actually, | do have a point, asshole," he sniggered. "Who do you know in London that could help out with a 
plastic cage fitting?" 


A burst of laughter pummelled his ear and he had to pull the phone away temporarily. "Its a bit late for that, 
isn't it?" Ade asked eventually, as he calmed down. "You could say it's like shutting the gate after 
the horse has bolted!" 


Even Nikki had to laugh at the comment. "God, that was so fuckin’ lame..but funny," he said. "Does Mistress 


know you've got that god-awful sense of humour?" he smiled. 


"She does," Ade replied simply and Nikki could hear the shrug in the man's tone. "So..what are you looking for, 
Nikki? I'm sure | can organise things from here," he continued getting down to business. "I'm assuming this is to 


be punishment for the photo?" 


"It is," he said, resuming the gentle stroking of his hard dick. He knew it wouldn't phase Adrian in the slightest 
if he got himself off whilst talking but he wanted to wait until all his business was finished. "As it will have to 
pass through airport security, hopefully unnoticed, it will need to be completely plastic, including the fasteners. 
Ill pay whatever price is necessary if they can be at The Landsborough tonight, before midnight, London time. 


l'Il make sure he will be there and compliant." 

"Do you wish for him to be Dommed? Or just fitted?" 

"Just fitted. He still has another day of business meetings to attend," Nikki said. "His sister will have me hung, 
drawn and quartered right alongside Tommy if he's in any sort of subspace. And no offence to your contacts, 


but no one else gets to Dom my kajiri.” 


"Understood, Nikki," Adrian conceded. "You say your sub is kajiri? What title do you use so that my contacts 


can pass on the message with surety that it will be received?" 

‘Lam his Master; he is my kajiri," Nikki confirmed. 

"Do you want photographic proof or he'll provide his own" 

He chuckled and replied, "What do you think?!" 

"He'll provide his own," Ade noted, obviously recording the information. "Payment?" 

"You have my Enslaved card details," Nikki said, "Just charge everything to that one." Enslaved had recently 
issued their clientele with branded credit cards to be used in-store and at other establishments similar to 


their own. 


"| think that's it," Adrian said with some finality. "Ill get this organised from here, so all you have to worry 
about is gettin’ that good wank happenin’, right?!" 


Nikki rolled his eyes at the man on the other end of the line and replied, "Right. | had a feeling you'd know 


anyway." 


"I know you far too well, Sir," The submissive said deferring to Nikki's title, which he took as the signal to end 


their call. 


"Give my love to our Mistress, boy," Nikki said in his formal tone, "and thank you. You've been extremely 


helpful and deserve praise from Mistress J." 


"Thank you, Sir," Adrian replied deferentially and hung up the phone leaving Nikki with the glowing device in one 
hand and his now painfully hard cock in the other. 


Throwing back the covers, Nikki then shimmied out of his pyjamas and stuffed them under his pillow for easy 
reach. He then opened the camera on his phone and took a couple of photos, the crown of his cock purpling 


between his tight fingers and the precum glistening in the light of the flash. 


Switching to video, he pressed the record button and captured the moment a fat droplet of precum dribbled 
from the slit to his belly. Swiping his fingers through it, he switched the camera to face him as he suckled on 
the coated fingers. 


He looked into the camera and, in his most Dominant voice, said, "This is how it should have been dore, kajiri. 
Your lesson in restraint and photography starts tonight and will continue until you arrive home." He smiled into 


the lens and added more softly, "I love you, baby." 


Turning the camera back around Nikki finished himself off, watching the creamy ropes cover his belly through 
the screen before he pressed the stop button He would send those to his lover tomorrow, sometime when he 
was certain he was coherent enough to ensure he didn't make the same mistake. Lying in the dark, he gathered 
himself back together enough to clean up, squirm back into his pyjamas, and place his phone on charge before 

falling into a dream-filled, orgasm-induced sleep. 


~*THE END*~ 


